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How many living writers are there from whose work could 
be gathered a group of stories “comparable with those in the 
- present volume? 
Pll not even insist on the “living.” For it happens that I 
have concentrated into the last two and a half years the read- 
' ing of perhaps five thousand short stories, the majority 
classed as the finest examples of that art,'in all times and 
countries; and I think the masters who produced those would 
be the first to invite some of these aie to a mulecs beside 
their own. 

Indeed, to one who was a reader in the? nineties, it seems 
almost ludicrous to “introduce” Mary E. Wilkins. (Just a 
little like introducing Babe Ruth anywhere in the United 
States, in these latter days!) Her tales in Harper’s were a 
part of the natural order of things, some better than others, 
but always providing a distinctive flavor in‘the menu. If 
you were an expatriated New Englander, it was almost equal 
to going back and listening to your own people, perhaps 
~ really understanding them for the first time; or if you 
chanced to be an unreconstructed Southerner, your delighted 
comprehension of these Yankees at home was probably 
spiced a bit by a titillating sense of superiority to some of the 
oddities and whimsicalities, 

Certainly, should one wish to help a foreigner, say an in- 
telligent transplanted Afghan Mussulman, to “get along” 
comfortably from the start in a New England community, 
little would be necessary except to get him to read a dozen 
or two of Mrs. Freeman’s stories. For the very essence of 
her people is there. 
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INTRODUCTION 
Since. Mr.. George Moore’s eye is not likely to fall upom this 


page, one may insist that “local color” like this is an expres- 
sion of true literary art. It is completely different from the 
external tags, and cataloguish details whose cheap preten- 
tiousness he excoriates with such savage contempt. The 
world is so full of a number of things—and each of the in- 
finite number speaks so clearly in its own language—that no 
writer with a seeing eye can fail to express the particular 
local color of the scene and people he is describing; compre- 
hendingly viewed, there’s no such thing as an “insignificant” 
detail, whether of a butterfly’s wing or a human being—as 
the Chinese painter has known for thousands. of years, and 
Count Keyserling has recently discovered. These individual 
minutiz grow from something inside. They flare with beauty 
and: significance when they take their place in the pattern. 
Each one merely offers a fresh entrance for the mind, if the 
narrator himself has penetrated beneath the surface. And 
in the case of Mary Wilkins, one feels that she never had to 
penetrate, but that she is telling with childlike directness 
things she has always lived and known. 

She was born at Randolph, Massachusetts, in 1862, but 
her family moved to. Vermont when she was. quite young, 
and she was brought up in a much more rural community 
than the suburban town south of Boston. Since a main 
strength of her work is its direct reflection of real people and 
scenes about. her, it was perhaps fortunate that there were. 
these years of contact with folk who preserved so much of the 
original character. 


I asked her how she came to start writing: 


“T did not want to write at all. I wanted to be an 
artist. But, for lack of paint, etc., and sufficiency of 
pens, ink, and paper, I wrote. 

“I started with poems, religious. I took myself quite 
seriously then, also my Work. I showed these pious 
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efforts to a Vermont clergyman, and he told me I was a 
genius, or to that effect. I thought he knew. Fortu- 
nately, I never offered those early poems for publica- 
tion, and they are nonexistent. 

“Then I wrote children’s verses for a little Fall River 
magazine. It did not pay, but the editor was extremely 
kind: she wrote me encouraging letters which really 
meant more than dollars, though the family purse was 
very lean. 

“Next I wrote verses and stories for the defunct Wide 
Awake, for $10 per. They were later collected in book 

_ form. The verses today sell better, comparatively, than 
any of my books. I do not. know about the collection 
of stories, The Pot of Gold, for I never had royalty for 
that. I assume it circulates, from the number of letters 
which I have received about it, from both this country 
and abroad. 

“I wrote my first adult story, a fifty-dollar-prize tale, 
for a Boston paper. It was called ‘A Shadow Family,’ 
and was a poor imitation of Dickens. I loaned that and 
it was never returned, and no copy exists. 

“Then I wrote “Iwo Old Lovers,’ and Miss Booth ac- 
cepted it for Harper’s Bazar, and sent me a check for 
$25. 

“She accepted it by the merest chance, for she thought 
at first sight it was written by a child—the writing was 
so unformed; she nearly tossed it away, but something 
arrested her attention: she read it and accepted it. 

“After that very little was returned. ‘A Humble 
Romance’ was taken by Mr. Alden for Harper's; after- 
ward he published my first novel, Jane Field, as a serial. 

“T could not readily abandon my desire to be an 
artist. With a portion of that twenty-five dollars I 
bought paints, and started in to paint. I found I could 
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‘mix colors, but could not paint, and had sense enough 
to relinquish art.” 


Nothing could be more unpretentious than the author’s 
attitude, throughout the long list of novels and stories she 
has produced. There is no attempt at fine writing; she never 
challenges the attention with epigram or paradox or “daring” 
situations. Yet the most subtle French.analyst might well 
be satisfied with the quiet certainty of artistic touch which 
builds up a convincing human character in the heroine of “A 
New England Nun”; as for humor—those who have once 
gotten the flavor of “Little-Girl-Afraid-of-a-Dog” or “The 
Revolt of Mother” need no asseveration on that point! And 
I think almost the final triumph is the way in which she 
makes truly interesting old worn-out drudges, and immature 
girls, and the “dull” round of everyday life under bitterly 
hard conditions. 

To find the bright hues of romance amid such harshness 
of nature and human nature is perhaps to deserve better of 
one’s fellows than to become a painter. 

It is quite interesting to find so sophisticated a critic as 
Arthur Machen striving successfully to justify by his own 
formula his pleasure in Miss Wilkins’s work. He lays down, 
first, the measuring rod of ecstasy—‘rapture, beauty, 
adoration, wonder, awe, mystery, sense of the unknown, de- 

‘sire for the unknown”; “af ecstasy be present, then I say 
there is fine literature”; and, after eliminating Thackeray, 
Jane Austen, and Stevenson by this test, and placing at 
the summit Pickwick, Don Quixote, and Pantagruel—he 
finds Miss Wilkins almost unique among contemporaries. 
Not only are the tales “delightful,” but he points out (with 
T. P. O'Connor) that there is no incongruity in finding 
“ecstasy” in these life episodes of reserved folk, for “passion 
does come through the reserve, and occasionally in the most 
volcanic manner,” Also he discerns a remoteness and isola- 
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tion of soul, each human being living a life of his or her own, 
—strong, full of character, tense with feeling, however re- 
strained; and “literature proceeds” from this lonely reverie/ 
_ and ecstasy. 

All of which is sufficiently striking, from a cultivated Eng- 
lishman of the modern school—which is often highly dis- 
dainful of eternal simplicities. 

And I think every thoughtful reader will agree that there 
is truth in this attempt at analysis. Mrs. Freeman’s work 
offers just one more instance in the formidable list of proofs 
that the writers who produce literature are apt to be those 
- who do not start out with any such intention, but are moved 
to set down simply pictures of people and happenings which 
have deeply stirred them. 

It would be easy to dilate, and analyze, and point out 

many special things in this collection. But writing about 
writing is, after all, rather a second-hand business. The 
stories which follow are their own best justification and 
explanation. 

Whether these are the “best” stories of Mrs. Freeman’s 
long list (nearly two hundred and fifty short tales), I do not 
know. They are the ones I have liked best in re-reading the 
mass of her work. 

Far more important, they are characteristic examples of 
her power. And that says enough to all who have made her 


literary acquaintance. 
_#H.W. L. 


October, 1926 
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(Note: An alphabetical list, by titles, of 227 stories by Mrs. Freeman will be found in 
“Index to Short Stories,” Second and Enlarged Edition, Compiled by Ina Ten Eyck Firkins, 
H. W. Wilson Co., 1923—which can be consulted at any good library.) 
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Sue was stooping over the great kitchen sink, washing the 
breakfast dishes. Under fostering circumstances, her slender- 
ness of build might have resulted in delicacy or daintiness; 
now the harmony between strength and task had been re- 
peatedly broken, and the result was ugliness. Her finger 
joints and wrist bones were knotty and out of proportion, 
her elbows, which her rolled-up sleeves displayed, were 
pointed and knobby, her shoulders bent, her feet spread be- 
yond their natural bounds—from head to foot she was a little 
discordant note. She had a pale, peaked face, her scanty 
fair hair was strained tightly back and twisted into a tiny 
knot, and her expression was at once passive and eager. 

There came a ringing knock at the kitchen door, and a 
face of another description, large, strong-featured, and as- 
sured, peered out of the pantry, which was over against the 
sink, 

“Who is it, Sally?” 

“T don’ know, Mis’ King.” 

“Well, go to the door, can’t you, an’ not stan’ thar gapin’, 
I can’t; my hands are in the butter.” 

Sally shook the dish water off her red, sodden fingers and 
shuffled to the door. 

A tall man with a scraggy sandy accache stood there. He 
had some scales in his hand. 

“Good mornin’, marm,” he said. “Hev you got any rags!” 

“T’ll see,” said the girl, Then she went over to the pantry, 
and whispered to her mistress that it was the tin-peddler. 


1 Copyright, 1887, by Harper & Brothers. Copyright, 1915, by Mary E. 
Wilkins Freeman. 
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“Botheration!” cried Mrs. King, impatiently. “Why 


couldn’t he hev come another day? Here I am right in the 
midst of butter, an’ I’ve got lots ee rags, an’ I’ve got to hev 
some new milk-pails right away.” 

‘ All of this reached the ears of the tin-peddler, but te 
faery stood waiting, the corners of his large mouth curving 
up good-naturedly, and scrutinized with pleasant blue eyes 
the belongings of the kitchen, and especially the ‘slight, 
slouching figure at the sink, to which Sally had returned. 

“I s’pose,” said Mrs. King, approaching the peddler at 
length, with decision thinly veiled by doubt, “that I shall 
hev to trade with you, though I don’t know how to stop 
this mornin’ for I’m right in the midst of butter-making. I 
wish you’d ’a’ happened along some other day.” 

“Wa’al,” replied the peddler, laughing, “an’ so I would, 
marm, ef ’'d only known. But I don’t see jest how I could 
hev, unless you’d ’a’ pasted it up on the fences or had it 
put in the newspaper, or mebbe in the almanac.” 

He lounged smilingly against the door-casing, jingling his 
scales, and waiting for the woman to make up her mind. 

She smiled unwillingly, with knitted brows. 

“Well,” said she, “of course you ain’t to blame. I guess 
Dll go an’ pick up my rags, up in the garret. There’s quite a 
lot of ’em, an’ it'll take some time. I don’t know as you'll 
want to wait.” 

“Lor’, I don’t keer,” answered the peddler. “I'd jest as 
soon rest a leetle as not. It’s a powerful ie eS for 
this time o’ year, an’ I’ve got all day afore me,’ 

He came in and seated himself, with a loose-jointed sprawl, 
on a chair near the door. 

After Mrs. King had gone out, he sat a few minutes eyeing 
the girl at the sink intently. She kept steadily on with her 
work, though there was a little embarrassment and uncer- 
tainty in her face. 
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“Would it be too much trouble ef I should ask you to 
give me a tumbler of water, miss?” 

She filled one of her hot, newly-washed glasses with water 
from a pail standing on a shelf at one end of the sink, and 
brought it over to him. “It’s cold,” she said. “I drawed' 
it myself jest a few minutes ago, or I’d get some right out. 
of the well for you.” 

“This is all right, an’ thanky kindly, miss; it’s proper good 
water.” 

He drained the glass, and carried it back to her at the 
sink, where she had returned. She did not seem to dare 
absent herself from her dish-washing task an instant. 

He set the empty glass down beside the pail; then he 
caught hold of the girl by her slender shoulders and faced 
her round toward him. She turned pale and gave a 
smothered scream. 

“Thar! thar! don’t you go to being afeard of me,” said 
the peddler. “I wouldn’t hurt you for the whole world. 
I jest want to take a squar’ look at you. You’re the worst- 
off-lookin’ little cretur I ever set my eyes on.” 

She looked up at him pitifully, still only half reassured. 
There were inflamed circles around her dilated blue eyes. 

“You've been cryin’, ain’t you?” 

The girl nodded meekly. “Please let me go,” she said. 

“Yes, Dll let you go; but I’m a-goin’ to ask you a few 
questions first, an’ I want you to answer ’em, for I'll be 
hanged ef I ever see— Ain’t she good to you?”—indicating 
Mrs. King with a wave of his hand toward the door through 
which she had departed. 

“Yes, she’s good enough, I guess.” 

“Don’t ever scold you, hey?” 

“T don’t know; I guess so, sometimes.” 

“Did this mornin’, didn’t she?” 

“A little. I was kinder behind with the work.” 
“Keeps you workin’ pretty stiddy, don’t she?” 
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“Yes; thar’s consider’ble to do this time o” year.” 

“Cookin’ for hired men, I s’pose, and butter an’ milk?” 

eo Vagi 

“How long hev you been livin’ here?” 

“She took me when I was little.” 

“Do you do anything besides work?—go round like other 
gals?—hev any good times!” 

“Sometimes.” She said it doubtfully, as if casting about 
in her mind for reminiscences to prove the truth of it. 

“Git good wages?” 

“A dollar a week sence I was eighteen. I worked for my 
board an’ clo’es afore.” 

“Got any folks?” 

“I guess I’ve got some brothers and sisters somewhar. 
_I don’ know jest whar. Two of ’em went West, an’ one is 
, merried somewhar in York State. We was scattered when 
father died. Thar was ten of us, an’ we was awful poor. 
Mis’ King took me. I was the youngest; *bout four, they 
said I was. I ain’t ever known any folks but Mis’ King.” 

The peddler walked up and down the kitchen floor twice; 
Sally kept on with her dishes; then he came back to her. 

“Look a-here,” he said; “leave your dish washin’ alone a 
minute. I want you to give me a good look in the face, an’ 
tell me what you think of me.” 

She looked up shyly in his florid, freckled face, with its 
high cheek bones and scraggy sandy mustache; then she 
plunged her hands into the dish tub again. 

“I don’ know,” she said, bashfully. 

“Well, mebbe you do know, only you can’t put it into 
words. Now jest take a look out the window at my tin- 
cart thar. That’s all my own, a private consarn. I ain’t 
runnin’ for no company. I owns the cart an’ horse, an’ 
disposes of the rags, an’ sells the tin, all on my own hook. 
An’ Pm a-doin’ pretty well at it; Pm a-layin’ up a leetle 
money. I ain’t got no family. Now this was what I was 
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a-comin’ at: s’pose you should jest leave the dishes, an’ the 
scoldin’ woman, an’ the butter, an’ everything, an’ go a-ridin’ 
off with me on my tin cart. I wouldn’t know you, an’ she 
wouldn’t know you, an’ you wouldn’t know yourself, in a 
week. You wouldn’t hev a bit of work to do, but jest set 
up thar like a queen, a-ridin’ and seein’ the country. For 
that’s the way we’d live, you know. I wouldn’t hev you 
keepin’ house an’ slavin’. We'd stop along the road for 
vittles, and bring up at taverns nights. What d’ye say 
to it?” 

She stopped her dish washing now, and stood staring at 
him, her lips slightly parted and her cheeks flushed. 

“I know I ain’t much in the way of looks,” the peddler 
went on, “an’ I’m older than you—I’m near forty—an’ I’ve 
been merried afore. I don’t s’pose you kin take a likin’ 
to me right off, but you might arter a while. An’ I’d take 
keer of you, you poor leetle thing. An’ I don’t b’lieve you 
know anything about how nice it is to be taken keer of, an’ 
hev the hard, rough things kep’ off by somebody that likes 

er.” 

Still she said nothing, but stood staring at him. 

“You ain’t got no beau, hev you?” asked the peddler, as 
a sudden thought struck him. 

“No.” She shook her head, and her cheeks flushed 
redder. 

“Well, what do you say to goin’ with me? You'll hev to 
hurry up an’ make up your mind, or the old lady’ll be back.” 

The girl was almost foolishly ignorant of the world, but 
her instincts were as brave and innocent as an angel’s. 
Tainted with the shiftless weariness and phlegm of her 
parents, in one direction she was vigorous enough. 

Whether it was by the grace of God or an inheritance 
from some far-off Puritan ancestor, the fire in whose veins 
had not burned low, she could see, if she saw nothing else, 
the distinction between right and wrong with awful plain- 
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ness. Nobody had ever called her anything but a good 
girl. It was said with a disparagement, maybe, but it was 
always “a good girl.” 

She looked up at the man before her, her cheeks burning 
painfully hot, her eyes at once drooping and searching. 
“T—don’t know jest—how you mean,” she stammered. “I 
wouldn’t go with the king, if—it wasn’t to—go honest—” 

The peddler’s face flushed as red as hers. “Now look 
a-here, little un,” he said. “You jest listen, an’ it’s God’s 
own truth; ef I hadn’t ’a’ meant all right I wouldn’t ’a’ 
come to you, but to some other gal, han’sumer, an’ pearter, 
an’—but, O Lord! I ain’t that kind, anyway. What I want 
is to merry you honest, an’ take keer of you, an’ git that 
look off your face. I know it’s awful sudden, an’ it’s askin’ 
a good deal of a gal to trust so much in a fellow she never 
set eyes on afore. Ef you can’t do it, P’ll never blame you; 
but ef you kin, well, I don’t b’lieve you'll ever be sorry. 
Most folks would think I was a fool, too, an’ mebbe I am, 
but I wanted to take keer on you the minute I set eyes on 
you; an’ afore I know it the wantin’ to take keer on you 
will be growin’ into lovin’ you. Now you hurry and make 
up your mind, or she will be back.” 

Sally had little imagination and a loving nature. In her 
heart, as in all girls’ hearts, the shy, secret longing for a 
lover had strengthened with her growth, but she had never 
dreamed definitely of one. Now she surveyed the homely, 
scrawny, good-natured visage before her, and it filled well 
enough the longing nature had placed in her helpless heart. 
His appearance dispelled no previous illusion, for previous 
illusion there had been none. No one had ever spoken to 
her in this way. Rough and precipitate though it was, it 
was skillful wooing; for it made its sincerity felt, and a girl 
more sophisticated than this one could not have listened to 
it wholly untouched. 

The erratic nature of the whole proceeding did not dis- 
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may her. She had no conscience for conventionalities; she 
was too simple; hers provided only for pure right and wrong, 
Strange to say, the possible injury she would do her mistress 
by leaving her in this way did not occur to her till after- 
ward. Now she looked at her lover, and began to believe in 
him, and as soon as she began to believe in him—poor, un- 
attractive, ignorant little thing that she was!—she began to 
love just like other girls. All over her crimson face flashed 
the signs of yielding. The peddler saw and understood 
them. 

“You will—won’t you, little un?” he cried. Then, as her 
eyes drooped more before his, and her mouth quivered be- 
tween a sob and a smile, he took a step forward and 
stretched out his arms toward her. Then he stepped back, 
and his arms fell. 

“No,” he cried, “I won’t; I’d like to give you a hug, 
but I won’t; I won’t so much as touch that little lean hand 
of yours till you’re my wife. You shall see I mean honest. 
But come along now, little un, or she will be back. I de- 
clar’ ef I don’t more’n half believe she’s fell in a fit, or 
she’d ha’ been back afore now. Come now, dear, be spry!” 

“Now?” said Sally, in turn. 

“Now! Why, of course now! What’s the use of waitin’? 
Mebbe you want to make some weddin’ cake, but I reckon 
we'd better buy some over in Derby, for it might put the 
old lady out”; and the peddler chuckled. “Why, I’m jest 
a-goin’ to stow you away in that ’ere tin cart of mine—~ 
there’s plenty of room, for I’ve been on the road a-sellin’ 
nigh a week. An’ then I’m a-goin’ to drive out of this yard, 
arter I’ve traded with your missis, as innocent as the very 
innocentest lamb you ever see, an’ I’m a-goin’ to drive 
along a piece till it’s safe; an’ then you’re a-goin’ to git 
out an’ set up on the seat alongside of me, an’ we’re goin’ 
to keep on till we git to Derby, an’ then we'll git merried, 
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jest as soon as we kin find a minister as wants to air a 
ten-dollar bill.” 

“But,” gasped Sally, “she'll ask whar I am.” 

“T’ll fix that. You lay there in the cart an’ hear what I 
say. Lor’! I’d jest as soon tell her to her face, myself, what 
we was goin’ to do, an’ set you right up on the seat aside 
of me, afore her eyes; but she’d talk hard, most likely, an’ 
you look scared enough now, an’ you’d cry, an’ your eyes 
would git redder; an’ she might sass you so you'd be ready 
to back out, too. Women kin say hard things to other 
women, an’ they ain’t likely to understan’ any woman but 
themselves trustin’? a man overmuch. I reckon this is the 
best way.” He went toward the door, and motioned her to 
come. 

“But I want my bonnet.” 

“Never mind the bunnit; I'll buy you one in Derby.” 

“But I don’t want to ride into Derby bareheaded,” said 
Sally, almost crying. 

“Well, I don’t know as you do, little un, that’s a fact; 
but hurry an’ git the bunnit, or she will be here. I thought 
I heard her a minute ago.” 

“Thar’s a leetle money I’ve saved, too.” 

“Well, git that; we don’t want to make the old lady 
vallyble presents, an’ you kin buy yourself sugarplums 
with it. But be spry.” 

She gave him one more scared giance, and hastened out 
of the room, her limp calico accommodating itself to every 
ungraceful hitch of her thin limbs and sharp hips. 

“Tl git her a gown with puckers in the back,” mused 
the peddler, gazing after her. Then he hastened out to 
his tin cart, and arranged a vacant space in the body of it. 
He had a greatcoat, which he spread over the floor. 

“Thar, little un, let me put you right in,” he whispered, 
when Sally emerged, her bonnet on, a figured green delaine 
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shawl over her shoulders, and her little hoard in an old 
stocking dangling from her hand. 

She turned round and faced him once more, her eyes like 
a child’s peering into a dark room. “You mean honest?” 
- “Before God, I do, little un. Now git in quick, for she 
is comin’!” 

He had to lift her in, for her poor little limbs were too 
weak to support her. They were not a moment too soon, 
for Mrs. King stood in the kitchen door a second later. 

“Here! you ain’t goin’, air you?” she called out. 

“No, marm; I jest stepped out to look arter my hoss; 
he was a trifle uneasy with the flies, an’ thar was a yaller 
wasp buzzin’ round.” And the peddler stepped up to the 
door with an open and artless visage. 

“Well, I didn’t know but you’d git tired waitin’. You 
spoke so about not bein’ in a hurry that I stopped to pick 
my white rags out from the colored ones. I knew they’d 
bring more ef I did. I’d been meanin’ to hev ’em all sorted 
out afore a peddler come along. I thought Id hev Sally 
pick ’em over last week, but she was sick— Why, whar 
is Sally?” 

“Who?” 

“Sally—the girl that was washin’ dishes when you come— 
she went to the door.” 

“Oh, the gal! I b’lieve I saw her go out the door a min- 
ute afore I went out to see to my hoss.” 

“Well, I’ll call her, for she’ll never git the dishes done, 
I guess, an’ then we'll see about the rags.” 

Mrs. King strode toward the door, but the peddler stopped 
her. 

“Now, marm, ef you please,” said he, “I’d a leetle ray- 
ther you’d attend to business first, and call Sally afterward, 
ef it’s jest the same to you, for I am gittin’ in a leetle of a 
hurry and don’t feel as ef I could afford to wait much 


longer.” 
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“Well,” said Mrs. King, reluctantly, “I don’t suppose I 


-orter ask you to, but I do hev such discouragin’ times with 


help. I declare it don’t seem to me as ef Sally ever would 
git them dishes done.” 

“Wa’al, it don’t seem to me, from what I’ve seen, that 
she ever ae either,” said the peddler, as he gathered up 
Mrs. King’s rag bags and started for the car. 

“Anybody wouldn’t need to watch her for more’n two 
minutes to see how slow she was,” assented Mrs. King, 
following. “She’s a girl I took when she was a baby to 
bring up, an’ I’ve wished more’n fifty times I hadn’t. She’s 
a good girl enough, but she’s awful slow—no snap to her. 
How much is them milk pans?” 

Mrs, King was reputedly a sharp woman at a bargain. 
To trade with her was ordinarily a long job for any ped- 
dler, but today it was shortened through skillful manage- 


_ ment. The tinman came down with astonishing alacrity 


from his first price, at the merest suggestion from his cus- 
tomer, and, in a much shorter time than usual, she bustled 
into the house, her arms full of pans, and the radiant and 
triumphant conviction of a good bargain in her face. 

The peddler whirled rapidly into his seat and snatched 
up the lines; but even then he heard Mrs. King calling the 
girl as he rattled around the corner. 

A quarter of a mile from Mrs. King’s there was a house; 


| a little beyond, the road ran through a considerable stretch 
\ of woods. This was a very thinly settled neighborhood. 


The peddler drove rapidly until he reached the woods; 
then he stopped, got down, and peered into the cart. 

Sally’s white face and round eyes peered piteously back 
at him. 

“How’re you gittin’ along, little un?” 

“Oh, let me git out an’ go back!” 

“Lor’, no, little un, you don’t want to go back now! Bless 
your heart, she’s all primed for an awful sassin’. I tell you 
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what ’tis, you shan’t ride cooped up in thar any longer; you 
shall git out an’ set up here with me. We'll keep our ears 
pricked up, an’ ef we hear anybody comin’, I’ll stow you in 
the box under the seat afore you kin say Jack Robinson, 
-an’ thar ain’t any houses for three mile.” 

He helped the poor shivering little thing out, and lifted 
her up to the high seat. When he had seated himself be- 
side her and gathered up the lines, he looked down at her 
curiously. Her bonnet the severe taste of Mrs. King had 
regulated. It was a brown straw, trimmed with brown rib- 
bon. He eyed it disapprovingly. “T’ll git you a white bun- 
nit, sich as brides wear, in Derby,” said he. 

She blushed a little at that, and glanced up at him, a 
little grateful light over her face. 

“You poor little thing!” said the peddler, and put out 
his hand toward her, then drew it back again. 

Derby was a town with the prestige of a city. It was 
the center of trade for a large circle of little country towns; 
its main street was crowded on a fair day, when the roads 
were good, with any quantity of nondescript and antedilu- 
vian-looking vehicles, and the owners thereof presented a 
wide variety of quaintness in person and attire. 

So this eloping pair, the tall, bony, shambling man, and 
the thin, cowed-looking girl, her scant skirts slipping too 
far below her waist line in the back, and following the 
_ movements of her awkward heels, excited no particular 
“attention. 

After the tin cart had been put up in the hotel stable 
and the two had been legally pronounced man and wife, 
or, specifically, Mr. and Mrs. Jake Russell, they proceeded 
on foot down the principal street, in which all the shops 
were congregated, in search of some amendments to the 
bride’s attire. 

If it was comparatively unnoticed, Sally was fully alive 
to the unsuitableness of her costume. She turned around, 
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and followed with wistful eyes the prettily dressed girls 
they met. There was a great regret in her heart over her 
best gown, a brown delaine, with a flounce on the bottom, 
and a shiny back. She had so confidently believed in its 
grandeur so long, that now, seen by her mental vision, it 
hardly paled before these splendors of pleating and draping. 
It compared advantageously, in her mind, with a brown 
velvet suit whose wearer looked with amusement in her 
eyes at Sally’s forlorn figure. If she only had on her brown 
delaine, she felt that she could walk more confidently through 
this strangeness. But, nervously snatching her bonnet and 
her money, she had, in fact, heard Mrs. King’s tread on the 
attic stairs, and had not dared to stop longer to secure it. 

She knew they were out on a search for a new dress for 
her now, but she felt a sorrowful conviction that nothing 
could be found which could fully make up for the loss of 
her own beloved best gown. And then Sally was not very 
quick with her needle; she thought with dismay of the mak- 
ing up; the possibility of being aided by a dressmaker, or a 
ready-made costume, never entered her simple mind. 

Jake shambled loosely down the street, and she followed 
meekly after him, a pace or two behind. 

At length the peddler stopped before a large establish- 
ment, in whose windows some ready-made ladies’ garments 
were displayed. “Here we air,” said he, triumphantly. 

Sally stepped weakly after him up the broad steps. 

One particular dress in the window had excited the ped- 
dler’s warm admiration. It was a trifle florid in design, 
with dashes of red here and there. 

Sally eyed it a little doubtfully, when the clerk at Jake’s 
request, had taken it down to show them. Untutored as 
her taste was, she turned as naturally to quiet plumage as 
a wood pigeon. The red slashes rather alarmed her. How- 
ever, she said nothing against her husband’s decision to 
purchase the dress. She turned pale at the price; it was 
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nearly the whole of her precious store. But she took up 
her stocking purse determinedly when Jake began exam- 
ining his porestbook, 

“I pays for this,” said she to the clerk, lifting up her 
little face to him Fath scared resolve. 

“Why, no, you don’t, little un!” cried Jake, catching hold 
of her arm. “I’m a-goin’ to pay for it, o’ course. It’s a 
pity ef I can’t buy my own wife a dress.” 

Sally flushed all over her lean throat, but she resolutely 
held out the money. 

“No,” she said again, shaking her head obstinately, “J 
pays for it.” 

The peddler let her have her way then, though he bit his 
scraggy mustache with amaze and vexation as he watched 
her pay the bill and stare with a sort of frightened wistful- 
ness after her beloved money as it disappeared in the clerk’s 
grasp. 

When they emerged from the store, the new dress under 
his arm, he burst out, “What on airth made you do that, 
little un?” 

“Other folks does that way. When they gits mended 
they buys their own clo’es, ef they kin.” 

“But it took pretty nearly all you’d got, didn’t it?” 

“That ain’t no matter.” 

The peddler stared at her, half in consternation, half in 
admiration. 

“Well,” said he, “I guess you’ve got a little will o’ your 
own, arter all, little un, an’ I’m glad on’t. A woman’d orter 
hev a little will to back her sweetness; it’s all too soft an’ 
slushy otherways. But I’ll git even with you about the 
dress.” 

Which he proceeded to do by ushering his startled bride 
into the next dry-goods establishment, and purchasing a 
dress pattern of robin’s-egg blue silk, and a delicate white 
bonnet. Sally, however, insisted on buying a plain sun hat 


—— 
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with the remainder of her own money. She was keenly 
alive to the absurdity and peril of that airy white structure 
on the top of a tin cart. 

The pair remained in Derby about a week; then they 
started forth on their travels, the blue silk, which a Derby 
dressmaker had made up after the prevailing mode, and 
the white bonnet, stowed away in a little new trunk in the 
body of the cart. 

The peddler, having only himself to consult as to his mo- 
tions, struck a new route now. Sally wished to keep away 
from her late mistress’s vicinity. She had always a nerv- 
ous dread of meeting her in some unlikely fashion. 

She wrote a curious little ill-spelled note to her, at the 
first town where they stopped after leaving Derby. Whether 
or not Mrs. King was consoled and mollified by it she never 
knew. 

Their way still lay through a thinly settled country. The 
tin peddler found readier customers in those farmers’ wives 
who were far from stores. It was late spring. Often they 
rode for a mile or two through the lovely fresh woods, with- 
out coming to a single house. 

The girl had never heard of Arcadia, but, all unexpressed 
to herself, she was riding through it under gold-green bough, ~ 
to the sweet, broken jangling of tinware. 

When they stopped to trade at the farmhouses, how 
proudly she sat, a new erectness in her slender back, and 
held her husband’s horse tightly while he talked with the 
woman of the house, with now and then a careful glance 
toward her to see if she were safe. They always contrived 
to bring up, on a Sabbath day, at some town where there 
was a place of worship. Then the blue silk and the white 
bonnet were taken reverently from their hiding place, and 
Sally, full of happy consciousness, went to church with her 
husband in all her bridal bravery. 

These two simple pilgrims, with all the beauty and grace 
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in either of them turned only toward each other, and seen 
rightly only in each other’s untutored, uncritical eyes, had 
journeyed together blissfully for about three months, when 
one afternoon Jake came out of a little country tavern, 
where they had proposed stopping for the night, with a 
pale face. Sally had been waiting on the cart outside until 
he should see if they could be accommodated. He jumped 
up beside her and took the lines. 

“We'll go on to Ware,” he said, in a dry voice; “it’s only 
three mile further. They’re full here.” 

Jake drove rapidly along, an awful look on his homely 
face, giving it the beauty of tragedy. 

Sally kept looking up at him with pathetic wonder, but 
he never looked at her or spoke till they reached the last 
stretch of woods before Ware village. Then, just before 
they left the leafy cover, he slackened his speed a little, 
and threw his arm around her. 

“See here, little un,” he said, brokenly. “You’ve—got 
—consider’ble backbone, ain’t you? Ef anything awful 
should happen, it wouldn’t—kill you—you’d bear up?” 

“Ef you told me to.” 

He caught at her words eagerly. “I would tell you to, 
little un—I do tell you to,” he cried. “Ef anything awful 
ever should—happen—you’ll remember that I told you to 
bear up.” 

“Yes, I'll bear up.” Then she clung to him, trembling. 
“Oh, what is it, Jake?” 

“Never mind now, little un,” he answered; “‘p’rhaps 
nothin’ awful’s goin’ to happen; I didn’t say thar was. Chirk 
up an’ give us a kiss, an’ look at that ’ere sky thar, all pink 
an’ yaller.” 

He tried to be cheerful, and comfort her with joking en- 
dearments then, but the awful lines in his face stayed rigid 
and unchanged under the smiles. 

Sally, however, had not much discernment, and little of 
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the sensitiveness of temperament which takes impressions 
of coming evil. She soon recovered her spirits, and was 
unusually merry, for her, the whole evening, making, out 
of the excess of her innocence and happiness, several little 
jokes, which made Jake laugh loyally, and set his stricken 
face harder the next minute. 

In the course of the evening he took out his pocketbook 
and displayed his money, and counted it jokingly. Then 
he spoke, in a careless, casual manner, of a certain sum he 
had deposited in a country bank, and how, if he were taken 
sick and needed it, Sally could draw it out as well as he. 
Then he spoke of the value of his stock in trade and horse 
and cart. When they went to bed that night he had told 
his wife, without her suspecting he was telling her, all about 
his affairs. 

She fell asleep as easily as a child. Jake lay rigid and 
motionless till he had listened an hour to her regular breath- 
ing. Then he rose softly, lighted a candle, which he shaded 
from her face, and sat down at a little table with a pen 
and paper. He wrote painfully, with cramped muscles, his 
head bent on one side, following every movement of his 
pen, yet with a confident steadiness which seemed to show 
that all the subject matter had been learned by heart before- 
hand. Then he folded the paper carefully around a little 
book which he took from his pocket, and approached the 
bed, keeping his face turned away from his sleeping wife. 
He laid the little package on his vacant pillow, still keeping 
his face aside. ; 

Then he got into his clothes quickly, his head turned per- 
sistently from the bed, and opened the door softly, and went 
out, never once looking back. 

When Sally awoke the next morning she found her hus- 
band gone, and the little package on the pillow. She opened 
it, more curious than frightened. There was a note folded 
around a bank book. Sally spelled out the note laboriously, 
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with whitening lips and dilating eyes. It was a singular 
composition, its deep feeling pricking through its illiterate 
stiffness. 


_ Dear WirE,—l’ve got to go and leve you. It’s the only way. Ef 
I kin ever come back, I will. I told you bout my bizness last night. 
You'd better drive the cart to Derby to that Mister Arms I told you 
bout, an’ he’ll help you sell it an’ the hoss. Tell him your husband had 
to go away, an’ left them orders. I’ve left you my bank book, so you 
can git the money out of the bank the way I told you, an’ my watch an’ 
pocketbook is under the pillow. I left you all the money, ’cept what 
little I couldn’t git long without. You’d better git boarded somewhar 
in Derby. You'll hev enough money to keep you awhile, an? I'll send 
you some more when thet’s gone, ef I hev to work »my fingers to the 
bone. Don’t ye go to worryin’ an’? workin’? hard. An’ bear up. Don’t 
forgit thet you promised me to bear up. When you gits to feelin’ awful 
bad, an’ you will, jest say it over to yourself—“He told me to bear up, 
an’ I said as I would bear up.” Scuse poor writin’ an’ a bad pen. 
Yours till death, JAKE RUussELL. 


- When Sally had read the letter quite through, she sat 
still a few minutes on the edge of the bed, her lean, round- 
shouldered figure showing painfully through her clinging 
nightdress, her eyes staring straight before her. 

Then she rose, dressed herself, put the bank book, with 
the letter folded around it, and her husband’s pocketbook, 
in her bosom, and went downstairs quietly. Just before 
she went out her room door she paused with her hand on 
the latch, and muttered to herself, “He told me to bear up, 
an’ I said as I would bear up.” 

She sought the landlord to pay her bill, and found that 
it was already paid, and that her recreant husband had 
smoothed over matters in one direction for her by telling 
the landlord that he was called away on urgent business, 
and that his wife was to take the tin cart next morning, and 
meet him at a certain point. 

So she drove away on her tin cart in solitary state with- 
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out exciting any of the wondering comments which would 
have been agony to her. 

_ When she gathered up the lines and went rattling down 
the country road, if ever there was a zealous disciple of a 
new religion, she was one. Her prophet was her raw-boned 
peddler husband, and her creed and whole confession of 
faith his parting words to her. 

She did not take the road to Derby; she had made up 
her mind about that as she sat on the edge of the bed after 
reading the letter. She drove straight along the originally 
prescribed route, stopping at the farmhouses, taking rags 
and selling tin, just as she had seen her husband do, There 
were much astonishment and many curious questions among 
her customers. A woman running a tin cart was an un- 
precedented spectacle, but she explained matters, with meek 
dignity, to all who questioned her. Her husband had gone 
away, and she was to attend to his customers until he should 
return. She could not always quite allay the suspicion that 
there must needs be something wrong, but she managed the 
trading satisfactorily, and gave good bargains, and so went 
on her way unmolested. But not a farmyard did she enter 
or leave without the words sounding in her beating little 
heart, like a strong, encouraging chant, “He told me to 
bear up, an’ I said as I would bear up.” 

When her stock ran low, she drove to Derby to replenish 
it. Here she had opposition from the dealers, but her al- 
most abnormal persistence overcame it. 

She showed Jake’s letter to Mr. Arms, the tin dealer with 
whom she traded, and he urged her to take up with the 
advice in it, promising her a good bargain; but she was 
resolute. 

Soon she found that she was doing as well as her hus- 
band had done, if not better. Her customers, after they 
had grown used to the novelty of a tin woman, instead of a 
tin man, liked her. In addition to the regular stock, she 
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carried various little notions needed frequently by house- 
wives, such as pins, needles, thread, etc. 

She oftener stayed at a farmhouse overnight than a tav- 
ern, and frequently stopped over at one a few days in severe 
weather. 

After her trip to Derby she always carried a little pistol, 
probably more to guard Jake’s watch and property than 
herself. 

Whatever money she did not absolutely require for cur- 
rent expenses went to swell Jake’s little hoard in the Derby 
bank. During the three years she kept up her lonely trav- 
elling little remittances came directed to her from time to 
time, in the care of Mr. Arms. When one came, Sally cried 
pitifully, and put it into the bank with the rest. 

She never gave up expecting her husband. She never 
woke up one morning without the hope in her heart that 
he would come that day. Every golden dawn showed a 
fair possibility to her, and so did every red sunset. She 
scanned every distant, approaching figure in the sweet coun- 
try roads with the half conviction in her heart that it was 
he, and when nearness dispelled the illusion, her heart 
bounded bravely back from its momentary sinking, and she 
looked ahead for another traveler. 

Still he did not come for three years from the spring he 
went away. Except through the money remittances, which 
gave no clue but the New York postmark on the envelope, 
she had not heard from him. 

One June afternoon she, a poor lonely pilgrim, now with- 
out her beloved swain, driving through her old Arcadian soli- 
tudes, whose enchanted meaning was lost to her, heard a 
voice from behind calling to her, above the jangling of tin, 
“Sally! Sally! Sally!” 

She turned, and there he was, running after her. She 
turned her head quickly, and, stopping the horse, sat per- 
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fectly still, her breath almost gone with suspense. She did 
not dare look again for fear she had not seen aright. 

The hurrying steps came nearer and nearer; she looked 
when they came abreast the cart. It was he. It always 
seemed to her that she would have died if it had not been, 
that time. 

“Jake! Jake!” 

“Oh, Sally!” 

He was up on the seat before she could breathe again, 
and his arms around her. 

_ “Jake, I did—bear up—I did.” 

“I know you did, little un. Mr. Arms told me all about 
it. Oh, you dear little un, you poor little un, a-drivin’ round 
on this cart all alone!” 

Jake laid his cheek against Sally’s and sobbed. 

“Don’t cry, Jake. I’ve airned money, I hev, an’ it’s in 
the bank for you.” 

“Oh, you blessed little un! Sally, they said hard things 
*bout me to you in Derby, didn’t they?” 

She started violently at that. There was one thing which 
had been said to her in Derby, and the memory of it had 
been a repressed terror ever since. 

“Yes; they said as how you'd run off with—another 
woman.” 

“What did you say?” 

“T didn’t believe it.” 

“I did, Sally.” 

“Well, you’ve come back.” 

“Afore I merried you I’d been merried before. By all 
that’s good an’ great, little un, I thought my wife was dead. 
Her folks said she was. When I come home from peddlin’ 
one time, she was gone, an’ they said she was off on a visit. 
I found out in a few weeks she’d run off with another fel- 
low. I went off peddlin’ ag’in without carin’ much what be- 
come of me. *Bout a year arterward I saw her death in a 
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paper, an’ I wrote to her folks, an’ they said ’twas true. 
They were a bad lot, the whole of em. I got took in. But 
she had a mighty pretty face, an’ a tongue like honey, an’ I 
spose I was green. Three year ago, when I went into 
that ’ere tavern in Grover, thar she was in the kitchen a- 
cookin’, The fellow she ran off with had left her, an’ she’d 
been trying to hunt me up. She was awful poor, an’ had 
come across this place an’ took it. She was allers a good 
cook, an’ she suited the customers fust rate. I guess they 
liked to see her pretty face ’round too, confound her! 

“Well, little un, she knew me right off, an’ hung on to 
me, an’ cried, an’ begged me to forgive her; and when she 
spied you a-settin’ thar on the cart, she tore. I hed to hold 
her to keep her from goin’ out an’ tellin’ you the whole 
story. I thought you’d die ef she did. I didn’t know then 
how you could bear up, little un. Ef you ain’t got back- 
bone!” 

“Jake, I did bear up.” 

“T know you did, you blessed little cretur. Well, she said 
ef I didn’t leave you, an’ go with her, she’d expose me. As 
soon as she found she’d got the weapons in her own hands, 
an’ could hev me up for bigamy, she didn’t cry so much, an’ 
wa’n’t quite so humble. 

‘Well, little un, then I run off an’ left you. I couldn’t 
stay with you ef you wa’n’t my wife, an’ ’twas all the way to 
stop her tongue. I met her that night, an’ we went to New 
York. I got lodgin’s for her; then I went to work in a 
box factory, an’ supported her. I never went nigh her from 
one week’s end to the other; I couldn’t do it without hevin’ 
murder in my heart; but I kep’ her in money. Every scrap 
I could save I sent to you, but I used to lay awake nights, 
_ worryin’ for fear you’d want things. Well, it’s all over. She 
died a month ago, an’ I saw her buried.” 

“I knowed she was dead when you begun to tell about 
her, because you’d come.” 
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“Yes, she’s dead this time, an’ I’m glad. Don’t you look 
scared, little un. I hope the Lord’ll forgive me, but l’m 
glad. She was a bad un, you know, Sally.” 

“Was she sorry?” 

“T don’t know, little un.” 

Sally’s head was resting peacefully on Jake’s shoulder; 
golden flecks of light sifted down on them through the rus- 
tling maple and locust boughs; the horse, with bent head, 
was cropping the tender young grass at the side of the road. 

“Now we'll start up the horse an’ go to Derby an’ git 
merried over ag’in, Sally.” 

She raised her head suddenly, and looked up at him 
with eager eyes. 

“Jake.” 

“Well, little un?” 

“Oh, Jake, my blue silk dress an’ the white bonnet is in 
the trunk in the cart jest the same, an’ I can git ’em out, an’ 
put ’em on under the trees thar, an’ wear ’em to be mar- 
ried in!” 


pba toeotetosetons 


Il. THE REVOLT OF “MOTHER”' 


6‘ Faruer!” 

“What is it?” 

“What are them men diggin’ over there in the field for?” 

There was a sudden dropping and enlarging of the lower 
part of the old man’s face, as if some heavy weight had set- 
tled therein; he shut his mouth tight, and went on harness- 
ing the great bay mare. He hustled the collar on to her 
neck with a jerk. 

“Father!” 

The old man slapped the saddle upon the mare’s back. 

“Look here, father, I want to know what them men are 
diggin’ over in the field for, an’ I’m goin’ to know.” 

“I wish you’d go into the house, mother, an’ ’tend to your 
own affairs,” the old man said then. He ran his words 
together, and his speech was almost as inarticulate as a 
growl. 

But the woman understood; it was her most native tongue. 
“T ain’t goin’ into the house till you tell me what them men 
are doin’ over there in the field,” said she. 

Then she stood waiting. She was a small woman, short 
and straight-waisted like a child in her brown cotton gown. 
Her forehead was mild and benevolent between the smooth 
curves of gray hair; there were meek downward lines about 
her nose and mouth; but her eyes, fixed upon the old man, 
looked as if the meekness had been the result of her own 
will, never of the will of another. 

They were in the barn, standing before the wide-open 
doors. The spring air, full of the smell of growing grass 
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and unseen blossoms, came in their faces. The deep yard 
in front was littered with farm wagons and piles of wood; 
on the edges, close to the fence and the house, the grass 
was a vivid green, and there were some dandelions. 

The old man glanced doggedly at his wife as he igheant 
the last buckles on the harness. She looked as immovable 
to him as one of the rocks in his pasture land, bound to the 
earth with generations of blackberry vines. He slapped the 
reins over the horse, and started forth from the barn. 

“Father!” said she. 

The old man pulled up. “What is it?” 

“T want to know what them men are diggin’ over there in 
that field for.” 

“They’re diggin’ a cellar, I s’pose, if you’ve got to know.” 

“A cellar for what?” 

“Asbatnse 

“A barn? You ain’t goin’ to build a barn over there 
where we was goin’ to have a house, father?” 

The old man said not another eed. He hurried the 
horse into the farm wagon, and clattered out of the yard, 
jouncing as sturdily on his seat as a boy. 

The woman stood a moment looking after him, then she 
went out of the barn across a corner of the yard to the 
house. The house, standing at right angles with the great 
barn and a long reach of sheds and outbuildings, was in- 
finitesimal compared with them. It was scarcely as com- 
modious for people as the little boxes under the barn eaves 
were for doves. 

A pretty girl’s face, pink and delicate as a flower, was 
looking out of one of the house windows. She was watch- 
ing three men who were digging over in the field which 
bounded the yard near the road line. She turned quietly 
when the woman entered. 

“What are they digging for, mother?” said she. “Did he 
tell you?” 
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“They’re diggin’ for—a cellar for a new barn.” 

“Oh, mother, he ain’t going to build another barn?” 

“That’s what he says.” 

A boy stood before the kitchen glass combing his hair. 
He combed slowly and painstakingly, arranging his brown 
hair in a smooth hillock over his forehead. He did not 
seem to pay any attention to the conversation. 

“Sammy, did you know father was going to build a new 
barn?” asked the girl. 

The boy combed assiduously. 

“Sammy!” 

He turned, and showed a face like his father’s under his 
smooth crest of hair. “Yes, I s’pose I did,” he said, 
reluctantly. 

“How long have you known it?” asked his mother. 

“Bout three months, I guess.” 

“Why didn’t you tell of it?” 

“Didn’t think ’twould do no good.” 

“T don’t see what father wants another barn for,” said 
the girl, in her sweet, slow voice. She turned again to the 
window, and stared out at the digging men in the field. Her 
tender, sweet face was full of a gentle distress. Her fore- 
head was as bald and innocent as a baby’s, with the light 
hair strained back from it in a row of curl papers. She was 
quite large, but her soft curves did not look as if they cov- 
ered muscles. 

Her mother looked sternly at the boy. “Is he goin’ to 
buy more cows?” said she. 

The boy did not.reply; he was tying his shoes. 

“Sammy, I want you to tell me if he’s goin’ to buy more 
cows.” 

“T s’pose he is.” 

“How many?” 

“Four, I guess.” 

His mother said nothing more. She went into the pan- 
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try, and there was a clatter of dishes. The boy got his cap 
from a nail behind the door, took an old arithmetic from 
the shelf, and started for school. He was lightly built, but 
clumsy. He went out of the yard with a curious spring in 
the hips that made his loose homemade jacket tilt up in 
the rear. 

The girl went to the sink, and began to wash the dishes 
that were piled up there. Her mother came promptly out 
of the pantry, and shoved her aside. “You wipe ’em,” said 
she; “I’ll wash. There’s a good many this mornin’.” 

The mother plunged her hands vigorously into the water, 
the girl wiped the plates slowly and dreamily. “Mother,” 
said she, “don’t you think it’s too bad father’s going to build 
that new barn, much as we need a decent house to live in?” 

Her mother scrubbed a dish fiercely. “You ain’t found 
out yet we’re womenfolks, Nanny Penn,” said she. “You 
ain’t seen enough of menfolks yet to. One of these days 
you'll find it out, an’ then you’ll know that we know only 
what menfolks think we do, so far as any use of it goes, an’ 
how we’d ought to reckon menfolks in with Providence, an’ 
not complain of what they do any more than we do of the 
weather.” 

“I don’t care; I don’t believe George is anything like 
that, anyhow,” said Nanny. Her delicate face flushed pink; 
her lips pouted softly, as if she were going to cry. 

“You wait an’ see. I guess George Eastman ain’t no 
better than other men. You hadn’t ought to judge father, 
though. He can’t help it, ’cause he don’t look at things 
jest the way we do. An’ we’ve been pretty comfortable 
here, after all. The roof don’t leak—ain’t never but once— 
that’s one thing. Father’s kept it shingled right up.” 

“I do wish we had a parlor.” 

“I guess it won’t hurt George Eastman any to come to 
see you in a nice clean kitchen. I guess a good many girls 
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don’t have as good a place as this. Nobody’s ever heard 
me complain.” 

“I ain’t complained either, mother.” 

“Well, I don’t think you’d better, a good father an’ a 
good home as you’ve got. S’pose your father made you go 
out an’ work for your livin’? Lots of girls have to that 
ain’t no stronger an’ better able to than you be.” 

Sarah Penn washed the frying pan with a conclusive air. 
She scrubbed the outside of it as faithfully as the inside. 
She was a masterly keeper of her box of a house. Her one 
living room never seemed to have in it any of the dust 
which the friction of life with inanimate matter produces. 
She swept, and there seemed to be no dirt to go before the 
broom; she cleaned, and one could see no difference. She 
was like an artist so perfect that he has apparently no art. 
Today she got out a mixing bowl and a board, and rolled 
some pies, and there was no more flour upon her than upon 
her daughter who was doing finer work. Nanny was to be 
married in the fall, and she was sewing on some white cam- 
bric and embroidery. She sewed industriously while her 
mother cooked; her soft milk-white hands and wrists showed 
whiter than her delicate work. 

“We must have the stove moved out in the shed before 
long,” said Mrs. Penn. “Talk about not havin’ things, it’s 
been a real blessin’ to be able to put a stove up in that shed 
in hot weather. Father did one good thing when he fixed 
that stove pipe out there.” 

Sarah Penn’s face as she rolled her pies had that expres- 
sion of meek vigor which might have characterized one of 
the New Testament saints. She was making mince pies. 
Her husband, Adoniram Penn, liked them better than any 
other kind. She baked twice a week. Adoniram often 
liked a piece of pie between meals. She hurried this morn- 
ing. It had been later than usual when she began, and she 
wanted to have a pie baked for dinner, However deep a 
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resentment she might be forced to hold against her hus- 
band, she would never fail in sedulous attention to his wants. 

Nobility of character manifests itself at loopholes when 
it is not provided with large doors. Sarah Penn’s showed 
itself today in flaky dishes of pastry. She made the 
pies faithfully, while across the table she could see, when 
she glanced up from her work, the sight that rankled in her 
patient and steadfast soul—the digging of the cellar of the 
new barn in the place where Adoniram forty years ago had 
promised her their new house should stand. 

The pies were done for dinner. Adoniram and Sammy 
were home a few minutes after twelve o’clock. The dinner 
was eaten with serious haste. There was never much con- 
versation at the table in the Penn family. Adoniram asked 
a blessing, and they ate promptly, then rose up and went 
about their work. 

Sammy went back to school, taking soft sly lopes out of 
the yard like a rabbit. He wanted a game of marbles be- 
fore school, and feared his father would give him some 
chores to do. Adoniram hastened to the door and called 
after him, but he was out of sight. 

“I don’t see what you let him go for, mother,” said he. 
“I wanted him to help me unload that wood.” 

Adoniram went to work out in the yard unloading wood 
from the wagon. Sarah put away the dinner dishes, while 
Nanny took down her curl papers and changed her dress. 
She was going down to the store to buy some more em- 
broidery and thread. 

When Nanny was gone, Mrs. Penn went to the door. 
“Father!” she called. 

“Well, what is it!” 

“I want to see you jest a minute, father.” 

*I can’t leave this wood nohow. I’ve got to git un- 
Ioaded an’ go for a load of gravel afore two o’clock. Sammy 
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had ought to pa me. You hadn’t ought to let him go 
to school so early.” 

“I want to see you jest a minute.” 

“T tell ye I can’t, nohow, mother.” 

“Father, you come here.” Sarah Penn stood in the door 
like a queen; she held her head as if it bore a crown; there 
was that patience which makes authority royal in her voice. 
Adoniram went. 

Mrs. Penn led the way into the kitchen, and pointed to a 
chair. “Sit down, foes i) said she; “I’ve got somethin’ 
I want to say to you.” 

He sat down heavily ; his face was quite stolid, but ie 
looked at her with restive eyes. “Well, what is it, mother?” 

“T want to know what you’re buildin’ that new barn for, 
father?” 

“TJ ain’t got nothin’ to say about it.” 

“Tt can’t be you think you need another barn?” 

“T tell ¥e I ain’t got nothin’ to say about it, mother; an’ 
I ain’t goin’ to des nothin’.” 

“Be you goin’ to buy more cows?” 

Adoniram did not reply; he shut his mouth tight. 

“TI know you be, as well as I want to. Now, father, look 
here”—Sarah Penn had not sat down; she stood before 
her husband in the humble fashion of a Scripture woman— 
“I’m goin’ to talk real plain to you; I never have sence I 
married you, but I’m goin’ to now. [I ain’t never complained, 
an’ I ain’t goin’ to complain now, but I’m goin’ to talk plain. 
You see this room here, father; you look at it well. You 
see there ain’t no carpet on the floor, an’ you see the paper 
is all dirty an’ droppin’ off the walls. We ain’t had no new 
paper on it for ten year, an’ then I put it on myself, an’ it 
didn’t cost but ninepence a roll. You see this room, father; 
it’s all the one I’ve had to work in an’ eat in an’ sit in sence 
we was married. There ain’t another woman in the whole 
town whose husband ain’t got half the means you have but 
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what’s got better. It’s all the room Nanny’s got to have 
her company in; an’ there ain’t one of her mates but what’s 
got better, an’ their fathers not so able as hers is. It’s all 
the room she’ll have to be married in. What would you 
have thought, father, if we had had our weddin’ in a room 
no better than this? I was married in my mother’s parlor, 
with a carpet on the floor, an’ stuffed furniture, an’ a ma- 
hogany card table. An’ this is all the room my daughter 
will have to be married in. Look here, father!” 

Sarah Penn went across the room as though it were a 
tragic stage. She flung open a door and disclosed a tiny 
bedroom, only large enough for a bed and bureau, with a 
path between. “There, father,” said she—“there’s all the 
room I’ve had to sleep in in forty year. All my children 
were born there—the two that died an’ the two that’s livin’. 
I was sick with a fever there.” 

She stepped to another door and opened it. It led into 
the small, ill-lighted pantry. “Here,” said she, “is all the 
buttery I’ve got—every place I’ve got for my dishes, to set 
away my victuals in, an’ to keep my milk pans in. Father, 
I’ve been takin’ care of the milk of six cows in this place, 
an’ now you're goin’ to build a new barn, an’ keep more 
cows, an’ give me more to do in it.” 

She threw open another door. A narrow crooked flight 
of stairs wound upward from it. “There, father,” said she, 
“I want you to look at the stairs that go up to them two 
unfinished chambers that are all the places our son an’ 
daughter have had to sleep in all their lives. There ain’t a 
prettier girl in town nor a more ladylike one than Nanny, 
an’ that’s the place she has to sleep in. It ain’t so good as 
your horse’s stall; it ain’t so warm an’ tight.” 

Sarah Penn went back and stood before her husband. 
“Now, father,” said she, “I want to know if you think 
you’re doin’ right an’ accordin’ to what you profess. Here, 
where we was married, forty year ago, you promised me 
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faithful that we should have a new house built in that lot 
over in the field before the year was out. You said you had 
money enough, an’ you wouldn’t ask me to live in no such 
place as this. It is forty year now, an’ you’ve been makin’ 


more money, an’ l’ve been savin’ of it for you ever since, , 


an’ you ain’t built no house yet. You’ve built sheds an’ | 


cow houses an’ one new barn, an’ now you're goin’ to build 
another. Father, I want to know if you think it’s right. 
You're lodgin’ your dumb beasts better than you are your 
own flesh an’ blood. I want to know if you think it’s right.” 

“I ain’t got nothin’ to say.” 

“You can’t say nothin’ without ownin’ it ain’t right, 
father. An’ there’s another thing—I ain’t complained; I’ve 
got along forty year, an’ I s’pose I should forty more, if it 
wa’n’t for that—if we don’t have another house. Nanny, 
she can’t live with us after she’s married. She'll have to go 
somewheres else to live away from us, an’ it don’t seem as 
if I could have it so, noways, father. She wa’n’t ever 
strong. She’s got considerable color, but there wa’n’t never 
any backbone to her. I’ve always took the heft of every- 
thing off her, an’ she ain’t fit to keep house an’ do every- 
thing herself. She'll be all worn out inside of a year. 
Think of her doin’ all the washin’ an’ ironin’ an’ bakin’ with 
them soft white hands an’ arms, an’ sweepin’! I can’t have 
it so, noways, father.” 

Mrs. Penn’s face was burning; her mild eyes gleamed.| 
She had pleaded her little cause like a Webster; she had’ 
ranged from severity to pathos; but her opponent employed 
that obstinate silence which makes eloquence futile with 
mocking echoes. Adoniram arose clumsily. 

“Father, ain’t you got nothin’ to say!” said Mrs. Penn. 

“Tye got to go off after that load of gravel. I can’t 
stan’ here talkin’ all day.” 

“Father, won’t you think it over, an’ have a house built 
there instead of a barn?” 
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“T ain’t got nothin’ to say.” 

Adoniram shuffled out. Mrs. Penn went into her bed- 
room. When she came out, her eyes were red. She had a 
roll of unbleached cotton cloth. She spread it out on the 
kitchen table, and began cutting out some shirts for her 
husband. The men over in the field had a team to help 
them this afternoon; she could hear their halloos. She had 
a scanty pattern for the shirts; she had to plan and piece 
the sleeves. 

Nanny came home with her embroidery, and sat down 
with her needlework. She had taken down her curl papers, 
and there was a soft roll of fair hair like an aureole over her 
forehead; her face was as delicately fine and clear as porce- 
lain. Suddenly she looked up, and the tender red flamed 
all over her face and neck. “Mother,” said she. 

“What say?” 

“T’ve been thinking—I don’t see how we’re goin’ to have 
any—wedding in this room. Id be ashamed to have his 
folks come if we didn’t have anybody else.” 

“Mebbe we can have some new paper before then; I 
can put it on. I guess you won’t have no call to be 
ashamed of your belongin’s.” 

“We might have the wedding in the new barn,” said 
Nanny, with gentle pettishness. “Why, mother, what makes 
you look so?” 

Mrs. Penn had started, and was staring at her with a curi- 
ous expression. She turned again to her work, and spread 
out a pattern carefully on the cloth. “Nothin’,” said she. 

Presently Adoniram clattered out of the yard in his two- 
wheeled dump cart, standing as proudly upright as a Roman 
charioteer. Mrs. Penn opened the door and stood there a 
minute looking out; the halloos of the men sounded louder. 

It seemed to her all through the spring months that she 
heard nothing but the halloos and the noises of saws and 
hammers. The new barn grew fast. It was a fine edifice 
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for this little village. Men came on pleasant Sundays, in 
their meeting suits and clean shirt bosoms, and stood around 
it admiringly. Mrs. Penn did not speak of it, and Adoni- 
ram did not mention it to her, although sometimes, upon a 
return from inspecting it, he bore himself with injured 
dignity. 

“It’s a strange thing how your mother feels about the 
new barn,” he said, confidentially, to Sammy one day. 

Sammy only grunted after an odd fashion for a boy; he 
had learned it from his father. 

The barn was all completed ready for use by the third 
week in July. Adoniram had planned to move his stock 
in on Wednesday; on Tuesday he received a letter which 
changed his plans. He came in with it early in the morn- 
ing. “Sammy’s been to the post office,” said he, “an’ I’ve 
got a letter from Hiram.” Hiram was Mrs. Penn’s brother, 
who lived in Vermont. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Penn, “what does he say about the 
folks?” 

“I guess they’re all right. He says he thinks if I come 
up country right off there’s a chance to buy jest the kind of 
a horse I want.” He stared reflectively out of the window 
at the new barn. 

Mrs. Penn was making pies. She went on clapping the 
rolling pin into the crust, although she was very pale, and 
her heart beat loudly. 

“I dun’ know but what I’d better go,” said Adoniram. “I 
hate to go off jest now, right in the midst of hayin’, but the 
ten-acre lot’s cut, an’ I guess Rufus an’ the others can git 
along without me three or four days. I can’t get a horse 
round here to suit me, nohow, an’ I’ve got to have another 
for all that wood haulin’ in the fall. I told Hiram to watch 
out, an’ if he got wind of a good horse to let me know. I 


guess I’d better go.” 
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“T’ll get out your clean shirt an’ collar,” said Mrs. Penn, 
calmly. 

She laid out Adoniram’s Sunday suit and his clean clothes 
on the bed in the little bedroom. She got his shaving water 
and razor ready. At last she buttoned on his collar and 
fastened his black cravat. 

Adoniram never wore his collar and cravat except on ex- 
tra occasions. He held his head high, with a rasped dignity. 
When he was all ready, with his coat and hat brushed, 
and a lunch of pie and cheese in a paper bag, he hesitated 
on the threshold of the door. He looked at his wife, and 
his manner was defiantly apologetic. “Jf them cows come 
today, Sammy can drive ’em into the new barn,” said he; 
“an’ when they bring the hay up, they can pitch it in there.” 

“Well,” replied Mrs. Penn. 

Adoniram set his shaven face ahead and started. When 
he had cleared the doorstep, he turned and looked back 
with a kind of nervous solemnity. “I shall be back by 
Saturday if nothin’ happens,” said he. 

“Do be careful, father,” returned his wife. 

She stood in the door with Nanny at her elbow and 
watched him out of sight. Her eyes had a strange, doubt- 
ful expression in them; her peaceful forehead was con- 
tracted. She went in, and about her baking again. Nanny 
sat sewing. Her wedding day was drawing nearer, and 
she was getting pale and thin with her steady sewing. Her 
mother kept glancing at her. 

“Have you got that pain in your side this mornin’?” she 
asked. 

“A little.” 

Mrs. Penn’s face, as she worked, changed; her perplexed 
forehead smoothed; her eyes were steady, her lips firmly set. 
She formed a maxim for herself, although incoherently with 
her unlettered thoughts. “Unsolicited opportunities are the 
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guideposts of the Lord to the new roads of life,” she repeated 
in effect, and she made up her mind to her course of action. 

“S’posin’ I had wrote to Hiram,” she muttered once, 
when she was in the pantry—“s’posin’ I had wrote, an’ 
asked him if he knew of any horse? But I didn’t, an’ 
father’s goin’ wa’n’t none of my doin’. It looks like a 
providence.” Her voice rang out quite loud at the last. 

“What you talkin’ about, mother?” called Nanny. 

“Nothin’.” 

Mrs. Penn hurried her baking; at eleven o’clock it was 
all done. The load of hay from the west field came slowly 
down the cart track and drew up at the new barn. Mrs. 
Penn ran out. “Stop!” she screamed—“stop!” 

The men stopped and looked; Sammy upreared from the 
top of the load, and stared at his mother. 

- “Stop!” she cried out again. “Don’t you put the hay in 
that barn; put it in the old one.” 

“Why, he said to put it in here,” returned one of the hay- 
makers, wonderingly. He was a young man, a neighbor’s 
son, whom Adoniram hired by the year to help on the farm. 

“Don’t you put the hay in the new barn; there’s room 
enough in the old one, ain’t there?” said Mrs. Penn. 

‘Room enough,” returned the hired man, in his thick, 
rustic tones. “Didn’t need the new barn, nohow, far as 
room’s concerned. Well, I s’pose he changed his mind.” 
He took hold of the horses’ bridles. 

Mrs. Penn went back to the house. Soon the kitchen 
windows were darkened, and a fragrance like warm honey 
came into the room. 

Nanny laid down her work. “I thought father wanted 
them to put the hay into the new barn!” she said, won- 
deringly. 

“Tt’s all right,” replied her mother. 

Sammy slid down from the load of hay, and came in to 
see if dinner was ready. 
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“T ain’t goin’ to get a regular dinner today, as long as 
father’s gone,” said his mother. “I’ve let the fire go out. 
You can have some bread an’ milk an’ pie. I thought we 
could get along.” She set out some bowls of milk, some 
bread, and a pie on the kitchen table. “You’d better eat 
your dinner now,” said she. “You might jest as well get 
through with it. I want you to help me afterward.” 

Nanny and Sammy stared at each other. There was 
something strange in their mother’s manner. Mrs. Penn 
did not eat anything herself. She went into the pantry, 
and they heard her moving dishes while they ate. Pres- 
ently she came out with a pile of plates. She got the clothes 
basket out of the shed, and packed them in it. Nanny and 
Sammy watched. She brought out cups and saucers, and 
put them in with the plates. 

“What you goin’ to do, mother?” inquired Nanny, in a 
timid voice. A sense of something unusual made her trem- 
ble, as if it were a ghost. Sammy rolled his eyes over his pie. 

“You'll see what I’m goin’ to do,” replied Mrs. Penn. 
“If you’re through, Nanny, I want you to go upstairs an’ 
pack up your things; an’ I want you, Sammy, to help me 
take down the bed in the bedroom.” 

“Oh, mother, what for?” gasped Nanny. 

“Youll see,” 

During the next few hours a feat was performed by this 
simple, pious New England mother which was equal in its 
way to Wolfe’s storming of the Heights of Abraham. It 
took no more genius and audacity of bravery for Wolfe to 
cheer his wondering soldiers up those steep precipices, un- 
der the sleeping eyes of the enemy, than for Sarah Penn, at 
the head of her children, to move all their little household 
goods into the new barn while her husband was away. 

Nanny and Sammy followed their mother’s instructions 
without a murmur; indeed, they were overawed. There is a 
certain uncanny and superhuman quality about all such 
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purely original undertakings as their mother’s was to them. 
Nanny went back and forth with her light loads, and Sammy 
tugged with sober energy. 

At five o’clock in the afternoon the little house in which 
the Penns had lived for forty years had emptied itself into 
the new barn. 

Every builder builds somewhat for unknown purposes, 
and is in a measure a prophet. The architect of Adoni- 
ram Penn’s barn, while he designed it for the comfort of 
four-footed animals, had planned better than he knew for 
the comfort of humans. Sarah Penn saw at a glance its 
possibilities. ‘Those great box stalls, with quilts hung before 
them, would make better bedrooms than the one she had 
occupied for forty years, and there was a tight carriage 
room. The harness room, with its chimney and shelves, 
would make a kitchen of her dreams. The great middle 
space would make a parlor, by-and-by, fit for a palace. 
Upstairs there was as much room as down. With parti- 
tions and windows, what a house would there be! Sarah 
looked at the row of stanchions before the allotted space for 
cows, and reflected that she would have her front entry 
there. 

At six o’clock the stove was up in the harness room, 
the kettle was boiling, and the table set for tea. It looked 
almost as homelike as the abandoned house across the 
yard had ever done. The young hired man milked, and 
Sarah directed him calmly to bring the milk to the new 
barn. He came gaping, dropping little blots of foam from 
the brimming pails on the grass. Before the next morning 
he had spread the story of Adoniram Penn’s wife moving 
into the new barn all over the little village. Men assembled 
in the store and talked it over; women with shawls over 
their heads scuttled into each other’s houses before their 
work was done. Any deviation from the ordinary course 
of life in this quiet town was enough to stop all progress in 
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it. Everybody paused to look at the staid, independent 
figure on the side track. There was a difference of opinion 
with regard to her. Some held her to be insane; some, of 
a lawless and rebellious spirit. 

Friday the minister went to see her. It was in oy 
forenoon, and she was at the barn door shelling peas for 
dinner. She looked up and returned his salutation with 
dignity; then she went on with her work. She did not 
invite him in, The saintly expression of her face remained 
fixed, but there was an angry flush over it. 

The minister stood awkwardly before her, and talked. 
She handled the peas as if they were bullets. At last she 
looked up, and her eyes showed the spirit that her meek 
front had covered for a lifetime. 

“There ain’t no use talkin’, Mr. Hersey,” said she. “I’ve 
thought it all over an’ over, an’ I believe I’m doin’ what’s 
right. I’ve made it the subject of prayer, an’ it’s betwixt 
me an’ the Lord an’ Adoniram. There ain’t no call for 
nobody else to worry about it.” 

“Well, of course, if you have brought it to the Lord in 
prayer, and feel satisfied that you are doing right, Mrs. 
Penn,” said the minister, helplessly. His thin gray-bearded 
face was pathetic. He was a sickly man; his youthful 
confidence had cooled; he had to scourge himself up to 
some of his pastoral duties as relentlessly as a Catholic 
ascetic, and then he was prostrated by the smart. 

“I think it’s right jest as much as I think it was right 
for our forefathers to come over from the old country ’cause 
they didn’t have what belonged to ’em,” said Mrs. Penn. 
She arose. The barn threshold might have been Plymouth 
Rock, from her bearing. “I don’t doubt you mean well, 
Mr. Hersey,” said she, “but there are things people hadn’t 
ought to interfere with. I’ve been a member of the church 
for over forty year. D’ve got my own mind an’ my own 
feet, an’ I’m goin’ to think my own thoughts an’ go my own 
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ways, an’ nobody but the Lord is goin’ to dictate to me 
unless ’'ve a mind to have him, Won’t you come in an’ 
set down? How is Mis’ Hersey?” 

“She is well, I thank you,” replied the minister. He 
added some more perplexed apologetic remarks; then he 
retreated. 

He could expound the intricacies of every character study 
in the Scriptures; he was competent to grasp the Pilgrim 
Fathers and all historical innovators; but Sarah Penn was 
beyond him. He could deal with primal cases, but parallel 
ones worsted him. But, after all, although it was aside from 
his province, he wondered more how Adoniram Penn would 
deal with his wife than how the Lord would. Everybody 
shared the wonder. When Adoniram’s four new cows arrived, 
Sarah ordered three to be put in the old barn, the other in 
the house shed where the cooking stove had stood. That 
added to the excitement. It was whispered that all four 
cows were domiciled in the house. 

Toward sunset on Saturday, when Adoniram was ex- 
pected home, there was'a knot of men in the road near the 
new barn. The hired man had milked, but he still hung 
around the premises. Sarah Penn had supper all ready. 
There were brown bread and baked beans and a custard pie; 
it was the supper that Adoniram loved on a Saturday night. 
She had on a clean calico, and she bore herself imper- 
turbably. Nanny and Sammy kept close at her heels. Their 
eyes were large, and Nanny was full of nervous tremors. 
Still there was to them more pleasant excitement than any- 
thing else. An inborn confidence in their mother over their 
father asserted itself. 

Sammy looked out of the harness-room window. “There 
he is,” he announced, in an awed whisper. He and Nanny 
peeped around the casing. Mrs. Penn kept on about her 
work. The children watched Adoniram leave the new horse 
standing in the drive while he went to the house-door. It 
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was fastened. Then he went around to the shed. That 
door was seldom locked, even when the family was away. 
The thought how her father would be confronted by the cow 
flashed upon Nanny. There was a hysterical sob in her 
throat. Adoniram emerged from the shed and stood look- 
ing about in a dazed fashion. His lips moved; he was say- 
ing something, but they could not hear what it was. The 
hired man was peeping around a corner of the old barn, 
but nobody saw him. 

Adoniram took the new horse by the bridle and led him 
across the yard to the new barn. Nanny and Sammy slunk 
close to their mother. The barn doors rolled back, and 
there stood Adoniram, with the long mild face of the great 
Canadian farm horse looking over his shoulder. 

Nanny kept behind her mother, but Sammy stepped sud- 
denly forward, and stood in front of her. 

Adoniram stared at the group. “What on airth you all 
down here for?” said he. “What’s the matter over to the 
house?” 

“We’ve come here to live, father,” said Sammy. His 
shrill voice quavered out bravely. 

“What”—Adoniram sniffed—“what is it smells like 
cookin’:” said he. He stepped forward and looked in at the 
open door of the harness room. Then he turned to his 
wife. His old bristling face was pale and frightened. ‘What 
on airth does this mean, mother?” he gasped. 

“You come in here, father,” said Sarah. She led the 
way into the harness room and shut the door. “Now, 
father,” said she, “you needn’t be scared. I ain’t crazy. 
There ain’t nothin’ to be upset over. But we’ve come here 
to live, an’ we’re goin’ to live here. We've got jest as good 
a right here as new horses an’ cows. The house wa’n’t fit 
for us to live in any longer, an’ I made up my mind I wa’n’t 
goin’ to stay there. Dve done my duty by you forty year, 
an’ I’m goin’ to do it now; but I’m goin’ to live here. 
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You’ve got to put in some windows and partitions; an’ 
you'll have to buy some furniture.” 

“Why, mother!” the old man gasped. 

“You’d better take your coat off an’ get washed—there’s 
the wash basin—an’ then we'll have supper.” 

“Why, mother!” 

Sammy went past the window, leading the new horse to 
the old barn. The old man saw him, and shook his head 
speechlessly. He tried to take off his coat, but his arms 
seemed to lack the power. His wife helped him. She 
poured some water into the tin basin, and put in a piece of 
soap.. She got the comb and brush, and smoothed his thin 
gray hair after he had washed. Then she put the beans, 
hot bread, and tea on the table. Sammy came in, and the 
family drew up. Adoniram sat looking dazedly at his plate, 
and they waited. 

“Ain’t you goin’ to ask a blessin’, father?” said Sarah. 

And the old man bent his head and mumbled. 

All through the meal he stopped eating at intervals, and 
stared furtively at his wife; but he ate well. The home 
food tasted good to him, and his old frame was too sturdily 
healthy to be affected by his mind. But after supper he 
went out, and sat down on the step of the smaller door at 
the right of the barn, through which he had meant his Jer- 
seys to pass in stately file, but which Sarah designed for 
her front house door, and he leaned his head on his hands. 

After the supper dishes were cleared away and the milk 
pans washed, Sarah went out to him. The twilight was 
deepening. There was a clear green glow in the sky. Be- 
fore them stretched the smooth level of field; in the dis- 
tance was a cluster of haystacks like the huts of a village; 
the air was very cool and calm and sweet. The landscape 
might have been an ideal one of peace. 

Sarah bent over and touched her husband on one of his 
thin, sinewy shoulders. “Father!” 
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The old man’s shoulders heaved; he was weeping. 

“Why, don’t do so, father,” said Sarah. 

“T’!l—put up the—partitions, an’-—everything you—want, 
mother.” 

Sarah put her apron up to her face; she was overcome 
by her own triumph. 

Adoniram was like a fortress whose walls had no active 
resistance, and went down the instant the right besieging 
tools were used. “Why, mother,” he said, hoarsely, “I 
hadn’t no idee you was so set on’t as all this comes to.” 


Se ES eee 


Ill. CITTLE-GIRL*«AFRAID-OF«<A-DOG' 


“Tue chickens are beginning to lay again,” said Emme- 
line’s aunt Martha, “and Emmeline can begin carrying eggs 
over to the poor Ticknors tomorrow.” Martha, who was 
quite young and pretty, cast a glance of congratulation at 
Emmeline, as if she were proposing a great pleasure. 

Emmeline’s mother echoed her sister. “Yes, that is so,” 
said she. “Sydney” (Sydney was the man) “said yesterday 
that the chickens were laying very well. Tomorrow Em- 
meline shall begin.” 

“Only think how nice it is going to be for those poor 
Ticknors, with all those children, to have half a dozen new- 
laid eggs every day,” said Martha, again with that con- 
gratulatory glance at her little niece, who sat beside the 
window, holding her best doll. 

“We shall be able to send more than that some days, I 
_ dare say,” said Emmeline’s mother. “Maybe, when I go 
to the store, I will buy a pretty new basket for you to carry 
the eggs in, dear.” 

“Yes’m,” said Emmeline, in a low voice. She sat full 
in the glow of the setting wintry sun, and her whole little 
blond head and delicate face were gilded by it. It was im-| 
possible for her mother and her aunt to see that she had| 
turned very pale. She kept her face turned toward the! 
window, too, and when she said “Yes’m” infused a hypo- 
critical tone of joy into the word, although she was a most 
honest and conscientious little girl. In fact, the joy was 
assumed because of a Jesuit-like issue of conscience in her 
inner dealings with herself. 


1 Copyright, 1909, by Harper & Brothers. 
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The Ticknors, the poor Ticknors, with the large brood of 
children, lived about half a mile down the road, and Em- 
meline’s mother and aunt esteemed it a great delight for 
her to carry eggs to them when eggs were plentiful. Emme- 
line herself never denied the delight, but God alone knew 
how glad she was, how wickedly (she told herself that it 
was wickedly) glad she was, when about Thanksgiving time, 
when people naturally wished to use more eggs, the chickens, 
after the perverse nature of their race, laid fewer eggs, and 
there were only enough for the family. Then Emmeline had 
a respite. She grew plumper, and there was more color on 
her little, soft, curving cheeks. “Emmeline always seems so 
much better this time of the year,” her mother often said; 
and she never dreamed why it was, although Emmeline 
could have told her, had it not been for her conscience, 
which pricked her on in spite of her pains. mi 

The Ticknors had a dog—a very small dog, it is true, 
but with voice enough for a whole pack—and Emmeline was 
in mortal terror of him. He always barked at her when 
she went to carry the eggs, and he always sniffed ominously 
around her ankles. Sometimes he made bounds of vicious 
yelping joy at her, almost reaching her face, although he 
was a little dog. Emmeline was a little girl, small for her 
age, which was barely ten. She was very much under the 
dominion, the very loving dominion, of her mother and aunt. 
Her father was dead. The Ameses—Emmeline’s last name 
was Ames—lived on a small farm, and Sydney managed it. 
They were regarded as quite rich people in the little village 
where they lived, and they looked at themselves in that light. 
Therefore they realized a sense of duty, of pleasurable duty, 
toward the less fortunate people around them. At that very 
moment both Aunt Martha and Mrs. Ames were sewing 
upon garments for poor people—some strong and durable 
flannelette petticoats of soft pink and blue. Sometimes Em- 
meline herself was asked to sew a seam on these soft gar- 
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ments, and she always obeyed with the utmost docility, al- 
ihoagh she did not like to sew very well. She was-a_sober, 
reflective little girl, | not exactly indolent, but inclined_to sit 
quite still, while her young mind indulged in pryings into 
the ivire and conceptions of life and her own little niche 
in the universal scheme of things, which would have quite 
astounded her mother and her aunt Martha had they known 
of it. They saw in Emmeline only a darling, obedient, sweet 
little girl holding her doll baby; not as she really was—lit 
into flame by her own imaginings and the sun. Neither 
dreamed that, as she sat there and said “Yes’m” so prettily, 
she was puudderiag in her very soul from a most exag- 
gerated fear, stimulated by an imagination entirely beyond 
theirs, of the Ticknors’ little dog. 

Bron the copper-gilt glow faded from Emmeline’s head 
and face, and she sat, a “pale little shadow in the dusk, until 
her mother lighted the lamp, and Annie, the maid, came in 
to announce supper. Emmeline had not much appetite that 
night, although there were her favorite fried oysters and 
waffles. It seemed as if the subject of the eggs and the 
Ticknors, which caused her to project more plainly her 
vision of fear concerning the little dog, could not be let alone. 
They had hardly seated themselves at the table before Annie 
spoke of the large number of eggs which had been brought 
in that day. Annie had been with the Ameses a long time, 
and was considered quite a member of the family. “I think 
you can carry a dozen eggs tomorrow morning, dear,” Emme- 
line’s mother said, happily. 

“Yes’m,” replied Emmeline. 

“Only think what it will mean to those poor Ticknors,” 
said Aunt Martha. 

“Yes’m,” said Emmeline. 

Then Emmeline’s mother noticed that the child was not 
eating as usual. “Why, Emmeline,” she said, “you have 
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not half finished your oysters! 
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Emmeline looked helplessly at her plate, and said that 
she was not very hungry. She felt that she was wicked 
‘because she was not hungry, since she was so afraid of the 
| Ticknors’ little dog that she did not want to carry the eggs 
to them the next morning, when they were so poor and 
needed the eggs so much. 

“If you don’t eat your oysters, you must swallow two 
raw eggs,” said Emmeline’s mother, suddenly. “Annie, beat 
up two eggs with a little sugar and nutmeg and a little milk.” 

Emmeline felt just then more than a physical loathing: 
she felt a moral loathing for anything in the shape of an 
egg; but she swallowed the mixture, which Annie presently 
brought to her, with her usual docility. 

“That will be just as nourishing as the oysters,” said 
Aunt Martha. Aunt Martha had on her pretty blue gown. 
She was expecting Mr. John Adams that evening. It was 
Wednesday, and Mr. John always came on Wednesday and 
Sunday evenings. Emmeline knew why. She knew with a 
shy and secret admiration, and a forecast of Wednesday 
and Sunday evenings yet to be when some young man should 
come to see her. She made up her mind that she would 
wear red on those interesting occasions, which filled her, 
young as she was, with a sweet sense of mystery and pre- 
science. She gazed at pretty Aunt Martha, in her gown of 
soft blue, cut out in a tiny square at the neck, revealing her 
long white throat. She forgot for a second the Ticknors - 
and the Ticknor dog, which represented the genuine bugbear 
of her childhood. Then the old fear overcame her again. 
Her mother regarded her, and Aunt Martha regarded her; 
then the two women exchanged glances. After supper, when 
they were all on their way back to the sitting room, Emme- 
line’s mother whispered anxiously in Martha’s ear, “She 
doesn’t look well.” 

Martha nodded assent. “I don’t think she has had enough 
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fresh air lately,” she said, in a low voice. “It will do her 
good to take that morning run to the Ticknors’.” 

“That is so,” assented Emmeline’s mother. “T’ll have 
her go to bed early tonight; then right after breakfast to- 
“morrow morning, when the air is fresh, she can take the 
eggs to the Ticknors.” 

Emmeline went to bed before Mr. John Adams arrived. 
Her mother tucked her in and kissed her, then blew out 
the lamp and went downstairs. Emmeline had said her 
prayers, introducing, mentally, a little clause with regard to 
the Ticknor dog. It was a piteous little child codicil to the 
Lord’s Prayer and “Now I lay me,” which she always said. 

After her mother had gone downstairs Emmeline lay 
awake staring at the darkness. The darkness very soon 
seemed to flicker with wildfire; grotesque faces grinned at 
her from the midst of this fire, which was and was not. A 
terrible horror, of which the little bugbear dog was the 
keystone, was over her. She wanted so to call her mother, 
to get up and run downstairs into the lamp-lit sitting room; 
but she lay still, stiff and rigid. She had too much self- 
control for her own good, young as she was. Presently 
she heard the distant tinkle of the front-door bell, and heard 
Aunt Martha open the door and greet Mr. John Adams. 
Again, for a second, her own spirit of joyous prophecy was 
over her; but after Mr. John Adams and Aunt Martha had 
gone into the parlor, and she could only hear the faint 
hum of their voices, she returned to her former state. How- 
ever, it was not very long before her attention was again 
diverted. Mr. John Adams had a very deep bass voice. 
All of a sudden this great bass was raised. Emmeline could 
not distinguish one word, but it sounded like a roar to her. 
Then, also, she heard her Aunt Martha’s sweet, shrill voice, 
almost loud enough for the words to be audible. Then she 
heard doors opening, and shutting with almost a slam; then 
she was certain she heard a sob from the front entry. Then 
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she heard the sitting-room door opened with a fling, then a 
continuous agitated hum of conversation between her mother 
and aunt. Emmeline wondered why Mr. John Adams had 
gone so soon, and why he had almost slammed the door, - 
and what her aunt and mother were talking about so ex- 
citedly. Then, as she had not much curiosity, her mind 
reverted to her own affairs, and again the wildfire of the 
darkness flickered and the grotesque faces grinned at her, 
and all her pleasant gates of sleep and dreams were guarded 
against her by the Ticknors’ little dog. 

Emmeline slept very little that night. When she did 
sleep, she had horrible dreams. Once she woke crying out, 
and her mother was standing over her with a lighted lamp. 
“What is the matter? Are you ill?” asked her mother. Her 
mother was much older than Aunt Martha, but she looked 
very pretty in her long, trailing white robe, with the lamp- 
light shining upon her loving, anxious face. 

“I had a dream,” said Emmeline, faintly. 

“TI guess you were lying on your back,” said her mother. 
“Turn over on your side, darling, and try to go to sleep 
again. Don’t think about the dream. Remember how you 
are going to carry eggs to those poor Ticknor children tomor- 
row morning. Then, I know, you will go to sleep.” 

“Yes’m,” said Emmeline; and she turned obediently on 
her side, and her mother went out. 

Emmeline slept no more that night. It was about four 
o'clock in the morning. The Ameses had quite an early 
breakfast, at seven o’clock. Emmeline reflected that in three 
hours she should be up and dressed and at the breakfast 
table; that breakfast would take about half an hour; that 
in about three hours and a half she would be on her way 
to the Ticknors’. She felt almost as a condemned criminal 
might have felt on the morning of his execution. 

When she went laggingly downstairs, as Annie played a 
discordant chime on the string of Japanese bells, she felt 
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weak and was very pale. Her mother and Martha, who 
herself looked wretched, as if she had been weeping all 
night, glanced at her, then again at each other. “It will 
do her good to get out in the fresh air,” said Martha, stifling 
- a heavy sigh. 

Emmeline’s mother looked commiseratingly at her sister. 
“Why don’t you slip on your brown gown and go with her, 
dear?” she said. “You look as if the air would do you good, 
too.” 

Annie, coming in with the eggs, cast a sharp glance of 
mingled indignation and sympathy at Miss Martha. She 
knew perfectly well what the matter was. She had ab- 
normally good ears, and had been in the dining room, the 
evening before, when Mr. John Adams was in the parlor with 
Miss Martha, and there was a door between, a badly hung 
door, with cracks in it, and she had heard. She had not 
meant to listen, although she felt that all the affairs of the 
Ames family were her own, and she had a perfect right to 
know about them. She knew that Mr. John Adams had_been 
talking about where he and Miss Martha should live after 
they were married, and had insisted upon her going to live 
in the old Adams homestead with his mother and elder 
brother and two sisters, instead of living right along with 
Emmeline and her mother and herself (Annie). She con- 
sidered that Miss Martha had done exactly right to stand 
out as she had done. Everybody knew what old Mrs. Adams 
was, and one of the sisters was called quick-tempered, and 
the elder brother was unmarried, and there was therefore 
no possible reason why Mr. John Adams should feel obliged 
to remain at home after his marriage. On the other side, 
it would obviously be very hard for Emmeline’s mother to 
part with her sister and live alone in her big house with 
Emmeline and Annie. It was a very large house, and there 
was plenty of room; whereas the Adams house was small. 
There could be no question, so Annie thought, and so Emme- 
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line’s mother thought, and so Martha herself thought, but 
she had done right. Martha reasoned it out in her own 
mind that John Adams could not care so very much for 
her, or he would not insist upon subjecting her to such dis- 
comfort and annoyance as she would evidently experience if 
she were to live in the Adams house after her marriage. 

John had always been frank about-his mother’s difficult 
temper and his sister’s, although he was a devoted son and 
brother.. He knew, too, that Martha could not have a sit- 
ting room to herself in which to display her wedding treas- 
ures, and she could have that in the Ames house. She con- 
sidered within herself that he could not possibly love her 
as much as she had supposed, because he had given no 
reason whatever for his insistence that she should comply 
with his wishes except that they were his wishes. Martha 
had a pretty spirit of her own, and she resented anything 
like tyranny, even in those whom she loved. So she held 
her head high, although her eyes were red, and said, in reply 
to her sister’s suggestion, that she rather thought she would 
not. She thought she would take the ten-thirty train for 
Bolton and do a little shopping. She wanted to.see about 
a spring suit, and the sooner she got the material to the 
dressmaker’s the better. She said it exactly as if she had 
not planned to have that same spring suit her going-away 
costume when she was married. Martha had expected to be 
married the first of June. It was now March. When she 
said that about going to Bolton her sister’s face brightened, 
and she gave her a look of pride in her spirit. “So I would,” 
said she. 

She did not notice at all how Emmeline’s face fell. For 
a second the thought of her aunt’s going with her to the 
Ticknors’ and shooing away with her superior courage and 
strength that dreadful little dog had caused her heart to 
leap exultantly. But now that chance of respite was gone. 
She took a spoonful of her cereal, puckering her little mouth 
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most pathetically after she had swallowed it. She did not 
care for cereal, and ate it only because her mother and 
aunt said that it was good for her. Emmeline had begun 
to wonder why so many things which she disliked, and so 
many things which she more than disliked, were so good 
for her. She acquiesced in the wisdom of her elders, but 
she wondered. 

She ate her cereal, then her soft-boiled egg on toast. 
She hated eggs that morning, although usually she liked 
them. She felt as if she was fairly eating her terror and 
dread of what lay before her: eggs were so intimately asso- 
ciated with it. It seemed to her that the fear in her heart 
was enough, without being obliged to have it in her stomach 
also. 

After breakfast Emmeline put on her red coat and hat 
(she was still wearing her winter garments), and her mother 
gave the basket of eggs to her and kissed her. “Don’t 
walk too fast and get all tired out, dear,” she said. 

She and Martha stood at the window watching the gay 
little figure move slowly down the road. They need not 
have cautioned her against speed. She did not feel in the 
least inclined to hurry. 

“The child does not look very well this morning,” said 
Mrs. Ames. “She has that old anxious expression again, and 
she is pale, and she ate her breakfast as if she did not 
want it.” 

“Ate it just as if she was swallowing pills,” said Annie. 

“Yes, she did,” Mrs. Ames agreed, anxiously. 

‘Well, the walk in the fresh morning air will do her 
good,” said Martha. “I must make a start if I am going 
to catch that ten-thirty train. I must mend my gloves. 
I think I will wear my brown taffeta. I may call at the 
Robinses’ while I am in Bolton.” 

“T would,” said Mrs. Ames. It was tacitly understood 
Between them that nothing more was to be said about Mr. 
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John Adams, that the whole subject was to be left out of 
sight and hearing, and everything was to go on as before. 
However, as the last glimpse of red disappeared down the 
street, and Martha’s step was heard overhead, her sister 
thought how glad she was that she had proposed going to 
Bolton. “It will take her mind up,” she thought, but she 
would not have said it to Martha for the world. 

Meantime, Emmeline continued slowly but none the less 
surely on her road to the Ticknors’, It was a perfectly 
straight road for a quarter of a mile, then it curved. It was 
not until one passed this curve that one could see the Tick- | 
nors’ ragged, squalid residence. ‘Then one saw it as 
a blur on the landscape. How Emmeline dreaded round- 
ing that curve! She walked very slowly, toeing in a 
little, as was her wont when she was nervously intent. She 
prayed incessantly, and her poor little prayer ran in this 
wise: “Oh, Father in Heaven, please take care of me, and 
don’t let Spotty come near me nor hurt me nor bark at me.” 

Emmeline repeated this prayer over and over in a sort 
of rhythmic cadence. She fairly kept step with it, and yet 
she had not the slightest faith in the prayer. She could 
not really see why she should have. She had always prayed 
in such wise while carrying eggs to the Ticknors, and Spotty 
had never failed to race barking out to meet her, and sniff 
at her nervous, twitching little ankles and try little nips 
and tugs at her skirts. The prayer had never, so far as she 
could see, been answered, and why should she expect it to 
be now? Emmeline was a very honest little girl. She was 
reverent, and she believed God could keep Spotty from bark- 
ing at her; but she did not believe that He would. More- 
over, she was Christian enough to hope and trust, somehow, 
that these agonies of terror which she was called upon to 
undergo were in the end for her spiritual good. She did 
not complain, but she knew that she suffered, and she knew 
that Spotty would not fail to bark. 
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Presently she turned that dreaded curve of the road, and 
she could see the wretched place where the Ticknors lived. 
The dwelling itself was an unpainted, out-of-drawing shanty, | 
leaning so far to one side that it seemed it must topple | 
over, but saving itself by a lurch in another direction. It 
was a very drunkard of_a house, a habitation which had 
taken upon itself the character of its inmates. It was de- 
generate, miserable, and oblivious to its misery. Beside 
this main shanty was a stable, far out of the perpendicular, 
out of which looked a high-hipped cow. Sometimes Emme- 
line was afraid of the cow, which was often at large, but 
never as of the dog. There was also a pigsty_and various 
other horrible little adjuncts of the main whole. Emmeline 
shuddered as she came in sight of it. The mere aspect of 
the place would have gotten on her sensitive nerves even if 
Spotty had not been there. But immediately, breaking 
upon her prayer, came the well-known vicious little yelp. 

Spotty was a mongrel, but he had wondrous ears. Emme- 
line espied the little animal coming for her so fast that he 
seemed a mere line of speed, but never ceasing that wild 
yelp. Emmeline prayed on, and walked on. It was strange 
that she never at such times thought of turning round and 
running. It never occurred to her to disobey her mother 
and not take the eggs to the Ticknors. She walked along, 
praying, her heart beating heavily, her limbs shaking. The 
little dog reached her. He was a little dog, and it was a sheer 
absurdity for her to feel such fear of him. He danced 
around in circles, a regular dog war dance, as she advanced. 
His yelps became louder and louder. It seemed inconceiv- 
able that such a small animal could have such a terrific bark. 
Emmeline went steadily on, toeing in, holding her basket of 
eggs in a hand which did not feel as if it belonged to her. 
It did not seem that her whole body belonged to her in any 
other sense than as a machine which bore her conscience, 
her obedience, her fear, and the basket of eggs. 
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When she reached the Ticknor house she was blue-white, 
trembling with a curious rigid tremor. She knocked, and 
the little dog gave a furious, a frantic yelp, and tugged at 
her skirt. Then the second of her deliverance came. The 
door opened. An enormous slatternly woman, a mountain 
of inert flesh appeared. She bade the dog be quiet. He 
did not obey, but Emmeline had a sense of protection. It 
~ had occurred to her more than once that perhaps Mrs. Tick- 
~ nor, in consideration of the eggs, would, if Spotty actually 
attacked her, sit upon him; that she would not actually let 
her be bitten. Behind Mrs. Ticknor the close room swarmed 
with children—children with gaping, grinning faces, some 
of them with impudent faces, but most of them placidly 
inert like their mother. The Ticknors represented the very 
doldrums of humanity. None of them worked nor pro- 
gressed, except the father, who occasionally could be in- 
duced to do a little work for the neighbors when the sup- 
plies ran too low and actual starvation became a temporary 
goad. ‘Today he was plowing for a farmer, plodding lazily 
along behind a heavy old horse. He could scarcely be said 
to be working. Emmeline was glad that he was not at 
home. Sometimes he had been drinking considerable hard 
cider, and although he never spoke to her, the hard red in 
his face disturbed her; also the glassy stare of his stupid 
eyes. 

“Mother sent these eggs,” said Emmeline in a small, weak 
voice. Mrs. Ticknor took them with an inarticulate note 
of thanks, like a dumb beast. The children stared and 
grinned and gaped. ~All the dingy room seemed full of star- 
ing eyes and gaping, grinning mouths. The little dog yelped 
viciously, louder and louder. It was incredible of what a 
crescendo that small dog was capable. Emmeline pinned 
her faith on Mrs. Ticknor’s coming to her rescue in case 
of an actual assault, but every minute she expected to feel 
the needlelike teeth in her ankle. All her flesh shrank and 
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-quivered. It seemed as if Mrs. Ticknor would never find a 
dish in which to deposit the eggs. Finally she did, how- 
ever, and Emmeline took her basket. The little dog fol- 
lowed, with his circling war dance and his crescendo of yelps, 
to the curve of the road. Then, as was invariably the case, 
he turned suddenly and ran home, as if with a sudden con- 
viction that the game was not worth the candle. 

Then Emmeline toed out, and walked on briskly, her head 
up; her trial for that day was over. 

When she reached home her mother looked at her and 
her face brightened. “You look so much better for your 
walk, darling,” she said. Then she asked if the Ticknors 
seemed pleased with the eggs. Emmeline was in a little 
doubt as to the amount of actual pleasure which the Tick- 
nors had displayed, but she said, “Yes’m.” 

“It means a great deal to them, poor things,” said her 
mother. “I am so glad we can help them a little, and so 
glad you can do your part.” 

“Yes’m,” said Emmeline. 

The next morning the torture was repeated. It was like 
a historical promenade between two rows of Indians armed 
with cruel weapons. However, she survived it, and when she 
came home both her mother and aunt remarked upon her 
improved appearance. That was what so misled them. 
Every morning Emmeline returned from her charitable trip 
with such a sense of momentary relief that her face was 
naturally brighter than when she started, but all the while 
she steadily lost ground under the strain. Finally the doctor 
was called in and a tonic prescribed, and when school began, 
after the spring vacation, it was decided that Emmeline 
should remain at home, but try to go on with her class with 
Aunt Martha’s assistance. 

“T think nothing except that morning walk to the Tick- 
nors’, to carry eggs, keeps the poor child up, anyway,” said 
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Emmeline’s mother, who had followed the doctor to the 
door. 
| “TI dare say,” he replied. “Keep her out in the fresh air 
all you can, and send her on errands that interest her.” 

“That does interest her,” said Mrs. Ames. “She is so 
pleased to think she is helping those poor Ticknors, dear 
little thing.” 

Emmeline overheard what was said; the door was slightly 
ajar. There was a curious little twitch about her sensitive 
mouth. Troubled as she was, she saw the humor in the 
‘situation. The very thing which was making her ill her 
mother regarded as her chief medicine. 

It seemed strange that Emmeline did not tell her mother 
of her true state of mind. The expeditions would have been 
at once stopped. She did not tell her, however, and prob- 
ably for reasons which she did not herself understand. 
There is in every complete personality a side which is dark 
except toward its own self and God, and Emmeline realized 
this dark side in herself, although vaguely. She knew per- 
fectly well that nobody, not even her mother, who loved 
her, could understand rightly this dark side, which was 
sacred to herself. She knew that if she told her mother how 
afraid she was of that little Ticknor dog she would be petted 
and comforted, and would never have to face the terror 
again; and yet she knew that her mother would secretly 
laugh over her and not comprehend how she felt, and it 
seemed to her that she could not face that. She would 
rather face the dog. 

So she continued carrying the eggs and praying, and the 
little dog continued barking at her and snapping at her 
heels and tugging at her dress, and she took the doctor’s 
medicine, and yet she grew paler and thinner, and slept less, 
and ate less, and her mother and aunt thought that the daily 
walk in the open was all that kept the child up. Then, 
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three weeks after she first began her charitable trips, some- 
thing happened. 

It was almost the ist of April, but the spring was very 
late, and that Wednesday morning had seemed to suffer an 
actual relapse into winter. The northwest wind blew cold, 
as if from northern snow and ice fields; the ground was 
frozen hard, and the farmers had been obliged to quit their 
plowing, which they had begun on mild days. The long 
furrows in a field which Emmeline had to pass before she 
reached the curve in the road lay stretched out stiff and rigid 
like dead men. In the midst of that field stood a little corn 
house, the door of which was open. Emmeline glanced 
casually across the field as she lagged along. She still wore 
her little red coat and hat, under which her.soft fleece of 
blond hair flew before thewind-like-a—flag. She glanced 
casually; then her heart gave a great leap and seemed to 
stand still. 

Over that rigid field she had seen a little live object scam- 
per and make straight for that corn house, which he en- 
tered, doubtless in pursuit of some smaller, swifter thing 
which she could not see, possibly a field mouse or a mole. 
Emmeline knew the pursuer to be the Ticknor dog. A 
thought leaped into her brain—a thought so wild and au- 
dacious that she could not entirely harbor it for a second. 
Then all her faculties rose to action. Down on the ground 
she set her basket of eggs. Over the fence, with its tangle 
of leafless vines, she went, and across the field she raced, 
her little feet skipping from furrow to furrow, her hair 
streaming. She reached the corn house, and grasped the 
door, swinging outward and creaking in the cold wind, with 
a grasp of despair. She slammed it to, and fastened it. 
Emmeline at last had her enemy safe in prison. An angry 
bark and a scratching assailed her ears as she sped back to 
the road, but Spotty could not get loose. She was sure of 
that. It was a strong little house. 
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Emmeline took up her basket of eggs and went on. No- 
body had seen her. This was a lonely spot in the road. 
A mad exultation filled her heart. For the first time she 
-was going to the Ticknors’ without fear clutching her, body 
and soul. When she rounded the curve in the road and 
came in sight of the squalid little group of buildings they 
looked almost beautiful to her. She fairly laughed to her- 
self. She almost danced as she went on. When she reached 
the house and Mrs. Ticknor opened the door as usual she 
saw for the first time what a really lovely little face the 
next little girl to the baby had, in spite of dirt. She smiled 
as she delivered the eggs, and stood beaming while Mrs. 
Ticknor emptied the basket and returned it. She had no 
need to look about or listen for any little spiteful animal 
now. She was quite safe. She went home light-footed. She 
was quite rosy when she reached there. 

“The dear child is really better,” her aunt said to her 
mother when Emmeline had gone to put away her outdoor 
wraps. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Ames, “she certainly does look better, 
and I do believe it is nothing but that walk every morning 
in the fresh air has done her good.” 

“T think so, too,” said Martha. “I think it has done her 
much more good than the doctor’s medicine.” 

Poor Martha herself looked, in spite of her pride and 
her high carriage of head, as if she needed some helpful 
tonic for either soul or body, or both. She had grown 
thinner, and although she smiled, the smile did not look 
spontaneous. In these days Martha smiled mechanically 
and only with her lips. Her lips curved prettily, but her 
eyes remained serious and thoughtful, even while she spoke 
about Emmeline’s looking better. 

Emmeline did, in reality, seem better all that day. She 
even asked for luncheon between breakfast and noon. She 
slept well that night. She ate her breakfast with an appe- 
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tite the next morning, and set out even merrily on her errand 
to the Ticknors’. It was still cold, and the northwest wind 
had not gone down. It had raged all night. When she 
came to the field in which the corn house stood the door 


melinéIooked at the corn house. She thought, but she 
Was not quite sure, that she heard a little plaintive sound, 
something between a whine and yelp. When she returned 
she was quite sure. She knew that she heard it. Her face 


-sobered. When she reached home her mother and aunt 


exchanged glances, and her mother went into the kitchen 
to tell Annie to make some beef tea. Emmeline had to 
drink a cup of it when it was made. Her mother and aunt 
had agreed, with dismay, that she did not look so well as 
she had done the day before. 

She looked still worse as the day wore on and the days 
wore on. During three days Emmeline suffered tortures 


of remorse with regards to the little dog shut up in the corn 


house and perhaps starving to death, unless there might be 
some scattered corn left over from the year before, or rats. 
Emmeline was not quite sure as to whether Spotty would 
eat rats, even if reduced to starvation. She astonished her 
mother on the evening of the second day by inquiring, 
apropos of nothing at all, “Mother, do dogs ever eat rats!” 
And when both her mother and aunt seemed unable to 
answer positively in the affirmative, her little face took on 
an expression of white misery which amazed them. After 
Emmeline had gone to bed that night her mother told her 
aunt that if the child was not better before long she should 
call in another doctor. 

It was horrible for Emmeline during those mornings to 
pass that corn house, with its shut door and desolate field. 
She felt like a murderess. She was not quite sure whether 
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she heard Spotty’s plaintive whine. She wondered if he 
were dead and she had killed him. 

It was the evening of the third day that Emmeline made 
up her mind. Chance favored her. Annie had forgotten’ 
to order a yeast-cake, and the fact was mentioned in her 
presence just before supper. Annie said that she would go 
to the store after supper and get it, for she must mix bread 
that night. Then Emmeline spoke eagerly: 

“Mother, can’t I go? There is plenty of time before sup- 
per. Please let me go.” 

Her aunt abetted her. “I would let her go if I were 
you,” she said. “She will sleep better. The air is lovely, 
although it is frosty for this time of year.” Martha had 
just come from a walk to the post office. “There I have been 
right in the store, and could have got it if I had known,” she 
said; “but I do think it will do Emmeline good to run out, 
and it will not be dark until after she gets back.” 

So Emmeline went. She had mysteriously tucked up the 
sleeve of her red coat a little parcel which contained two 
chicken bones. They were nice little chicken bones, wrapped 
in white paper. She carried also her little purse, in which 
she had some money of her own besides the pennies which 
her mother had given her to buy the yeast with. 

Emmeline flashed out of sight of the house windows, a 
swift little figure in red. 

“I can’t make her out at all,”” Emmeline’s mother said. 
“There she has seemed all down in the dumps for two days 
and a half, and all of a sudden she is as eager to go to the 
store as I ever saw her about anything in her life. Her 
eyes looked as bright as stars.” 

“If she were grown up, I should think she had something 
on her mind,” Martha said, reflectively. 

“Now, Martha, what nonsense! What can that baby, 
with everything done for her, have on her mind?” 


LITTLE-GIRL-AFRAID-OF-A-DOG 61 


“Of course she cannot,” said Martha, but her eyes were 
reflective. 

Meantime, Emmeline sped on her way. The store was 
on a street at right angles to the one leading to the Tick- 
nors’, which opened just before the field with the corn house 
was reached. Emmeline hurried to the store, bought the 
yeast-cake, and also with her own money a little paper bag 
of sweet crackers. Then swiftly, without a moment’s hesi- 
tation, she ran back to the other road and across the field 
to the corn house. She listened for just one second before 
opening the door. She heard a little whine—not a bark, 
but a whine. Then she opened the door, and no soldier 
charging the enemy ever required more spirit than she; 
but open it she did. She held out the chicken bones. Then 
she flung them at poor Spotty, emerging trailingly from the 
dusty interior. Spotty caught at the little bones and crunched 
them down. Then Emmeline fed him with the sweet 
crackers. She put one on the ground. Then, as the little 
animal caught it up, a feeling of great love and pity over- 
came her. All at once she loved that which she had feared. 
She fed Spotty the rest of the sweet crackers from her little 
red-mittened hand, and did not have the slightest quiver of 
terror, even when the sharp little teeth were so near her 
fingers. 

After the crackers were all gone, Emmeline started home- 
ward, and Spotty followed her. He bounded around her, 
leaping up, barking with joy. He was a poor little mongrel, 
and from heredity and poor training he had lacked the better 
traits of his kind. He had been mischievous, cowardly, 
and malicious. He had loved nobody. But now he loved 
Emmeline for setting him free and giving him food. He 
knew nothing of the injury which she had done him. He 
was conscious only of the benefit. So he followed her, as 
he had never followed any of the Ticknors. They, in truth, 
had never cared for him. They had simply been too in- 
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dolent and too indifferent to turn him adrift when, a poor 
canine wanderer, he had located himself with them unin- 
vited. But this was different. He loved this little girl, 
who had opened his prison door and fed him with nice 
chicken bones and sweet crackers. He had suffered, and 
she had come to his aid. He was still thirsty, but thirst 
also would be satisfied by her. He followed her with joyful 
faith across the field. When they reached the road leading 
to the store a man emerged thence, walking hurriedly. Em- 
meline knew him at once. He was Mr. John Adams. 

John spoke to Emmeline in a confused sort of way. “Oh, 
it is you, Emmeline!” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Emmeline. 

“How are your mother and aunt?” 

“Pretty well, I thank you.” 

“Have you been to supper?” 

“No, sir.” 

Mr. John Adams hesitated still more. “Well,” he said, 
“I had my supper early, and so, and so—” 

Emmeline glanced up at him, and saw to her amazement 
that his face was burning red, and he was smiling foolishly. 

“I thought,” he said, finally, “that I would run up to your 
house this evening and—I thought I would go early, because 
—lI happened to think it was the evening for prayer meet- 
ing, and I didn’t know but she—your mother and aunt might 
be going, and—I thought if they were—if I went early, I 
would go along with them.” 

“Mother and Aunt Martha aren’t going to meeting. I 
heard them say so,” said Emmeline. Then she added, out 
of the innocence of her soul: “I know Aunt Martha will be 
real glad to see you.” 

“Do you think she will?” asked Mr. John Adams, eagerly. 

mes, sits: 


“I wonder how you would like it if I should come and 
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live in your house, with you and your mother and aunt?” 
said John Adams. 

Emmeline slipped her little hand into his. “I think it 
would be real nice,” she said. 

“You dear little soul!” said Mr. John Adams. He 
squeezed her hand in his big strong one. “Is that your dog, 
little one?” he asked. 

“No, sir.” 

“I didn’t know but you had been getting a pet dog since 
I was at your house.” 

“That is the Ticknor dog; he followed me.” Just then 
the dog leaped up, and Emmeline patted his head, laughing. 

“He is a mongrel, but he seems a bright little dog,” said 
Mr. John Adams. “I should think you would keep him. 
He can’t have a very good home at the Ticknors’.” 

“I am going to if mother will let me,” said Emmeline, 
with sudden resolve. 

The little triumphal procession went on its way. The west 
was a clear cold red. They passed a field in which stood 
scattered stacks of last year’s corn. In the shadow the 
withered blades had a curious vivid crudeness of something 
which was rather tone than color. They gleamed out like 
newly cut_wood, like naked flesh. They were elemental, 
belonging to the first: dry death, for which there are no 
paints on the palette, any more than for light and air and 
sentient life. But where the red western glow struck these 
blades of corn they were lit with brilliant reflections, and 
seemed to leap into flames of red gold. 

In the sky was faintly visible a filmy arc of new moon. 
A great star was slowly gathering light near it. Emmeline 
danced along, holding to Mr. John Adams’ hand. Her head 
was up. Her whole face laughed. The little dog raced 
ahead; he ran back; he leaped and barked short joyous 
barks. They were all conquerors, by that might of spiritual 
panoply of love with which they had been born equipped. 
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There was the dog, in whom love had conquered brute spite 
and maliciousness; the man in whom love had conquered 
self-will. But the child was the greatest conqueror of the 
three, for in her love had conquered fear, which is in all 
creation its greatest foe, being love’s own antithesis. 


MERE 


IV.A NEW ENGLAND NUN} 


Ir was late in the afternoon, and the light was waning. 
There was a difference in the look of the tree shadows out 
in the yard. Somewhere in the distance cows were lowing 
and a little bell was tinkling; now and then a farm wagon 
tilted by, and the dust flew; some blue-shirted laborers with 
shovels over their shoulders plodded past; little swarms of 
flies were dancing up and down before the people’s faces 
in the soft air. There seemed to be a gentle stir arising 
over everything for the mere sake of subsidence—a very 
premonition of rest and hush and night. 

This soft diurnal commotion was over Louisa Ellis also. 
She had been peacefully sewing at her sitting-room window 
all the afternoon. Now she quilted her needle carefully 
into her work, which she folded precisely, and laid in a 
_ basket with her thimble and thread and scissors. Louisa 
Ellis could not remember that ever in her life she had mis- 
laid one of these little feminine appurtenances, which had 
become, from long use and constant association, a very part 
of her personality. 

Louisa tied a green apron round her waist, and got out a 
flat straw hat with a green ribbon. Then she went into the 
garden with a little blue crockery bowl, to pick some cur- 
rants for her tea. After the currants were picked she sat 
on the back doorstep and stemmed them, collecting the 
stems carefully in her apron and afterward throwing them 
into the hencoop. She looked sharply at the grass beside 
the step to see if any had fallen there. 


1 Copyright, 1891, by Harper & Brothers. Copyright, 1919, by Mary E. 
Wilkins Freeman. 
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Louisa was slow and still in her movements; it took her 
a long time to prepare her tea; but when ready it was 
set forth with as much grace as if she had been a veritable 
guest to her own self. The little square table stood exactly: 
in the center of the kitchen, and was covered with a starched 
linen cloth whose border pattern of flowers glistened. 
Louisa had a damask napkin on her tea tray, where were 
arranged a cut-glass tumbler full of teaspoons, a silver 
cream pitcher, a china sugar bowl, and one pink china cup 
and saucer. Louisa used china every day—something which 
none of her neighbors did. They whispered about it among 
themselves. Their daily tables were laid with common 
crockery, their sets of best china stayed in the parlor closet, 
and Louisa Ellis was no richer nor better bred than they. 
Still she would use the china. She had for her supper a 
glass dish full of sugared currants, a plate of little cakes, 
and one of light white biscuits. Also a leaf or two of lettuce, 
which she cut up daintily. Louisa was very fond of lettuce, 
which she raised to perfection in her little garden. She 
ate quite heartily, though in a delicate, pecking way; it 
seemed almost surprising that any considerable bulk of the 
food should vanish. 

After tea she filled a plate with nicely baked thin corn 
cakes, and carried them out into the back yard. 

“Cesar!” she called. “Cesar! Czsar!” 

There was a little rush, and the clank of a chain, and a 
large yellow-and-white dog appeared at the door of his tiny 
hut, which was half hidden among the tall grasses and 
flowers. Louisa patted him and gave him the corn cakes. 
Then she returned to the house and washed the tea things, 
polishing the china carefully. The twilight had deepened; 
the chorus of the frogs floated in at the open window 
wonderfully loud and shrill, and once in a while a long 
sharp drone from a tree toad pierced it. Louisa took off 
her green gingham apron, disclosing a shorter one of pink- 
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and-white print. She lighted her lamp, and sat down again 
with her sewing. 

In about half an hour Joe Dagget came. She heard his 
heavy step on the walk, and rose and took off her pink-and- 
white apron. Under that was still another—white linen 
with a little cambric edging on the bottom; that was Louisa’s 
company apron. She never wore it without her calico sew- 
ing apron over it unless she had a guest. She had barely 
folded the pink-and-white one with methodical haste and 
laid it in a table drawer when the door opened and Joe 
Dagget entered. 

He seemed to fill up the whole room. A little yellow 
canary that had been asleep in his green cage at the south 
window woke up and fluttered wildly, beating his little yel- 
low wings against the wires. He always did so when Joe 
Dagget came into the room. 

“Good evening,” said Louisa. She extended her hand 
with a kind of solemn cordiality. 

“Good evening, Louisa,” returned the man, in a loud 
voice. 

She placed a chair for him, and they sat facing each other, 
with the table between them. He sat bolt upright, toeing 
out his heavy feet squarely, glancing with a good-humored 
uneasiness around the room. She sat gently erect, folding 
her slender hands in her white-linen lap. 

“Been a pleasant day,” remarked Dagget. 

“Real pleasant,” Louisa assented, softly. “Have you 
been haying?” she asked, after a little while. 

“Yes, I’ve been haying all day, down in the ten-acre lot. 
Pretty hot work.” 

“Tt must be.” 

“Yes, it’s pretty hot work in the sun.” 

“Is your mother well today?” 

“Yes, mother’s pretty well.” 

“I suppose Lily Dyer’s with her now?” 
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Dagget colored. “Yes, she’s with her,” he answered, 
slowly. 

He was not very young, but there was a boyish look about 
his large face. Louisa was not quite so old as he, her face 
was fairer and smoother, but she gave people the impression 
of being older. 

“I suppose she’s a good deal of help to your mother,” 
she said, further. 

“I guess she is; I don’t know how mother’d get along 
without her,” said Dagget, with a sort of embarrassed 
warmth. 

“She looks like a real capable girl. She’s pretty-looking 
too,” remarked Louisa. 

“Yes, she is pretty fair looking.” 

Presently Dagget began fingering the books on the table. 
There was a square red autograph album, and a Young 
Lady’s Gift Book which had belonged to Louisa’s mother. 
He took them up one after the other and opened them; 
then laid them down again, the album on the Gift Book. 

Louisa kept eyeing them with mild uneasiness. Finally 
she rose and changed the position of the books, putting the 
album underneath. That was the way they had been ar- 
ranged in the first place. 

Dagget gave an awkward little laugh. “Now what dif- 
ference did it make which book was on top?” said he. 

Louisa looked at him with a deprecating smile. “I al- 
ways keep them that way,” murmured she. 

“You do beat everything,” said Dagget, trying to laugh 
again. His large face was flushed. 

He remained about an hour longer, then rose to take 
leave. Going out, he stumbled over a rug, and trying to 
recover himself, hit Louisa’s work basket on the table, and 
knocked it on the floor. 

He looked at Louisa, then at the rolling spools; he 
ducked himself awkwardly toward them, but she stopped 


A NEW ENGLAND NUN 69 


him. “Never mind,” said she; “I’ll pick them up after 
you’re gone.” 

She spoke with a mild stiffness. Either she was a little 
disturbed, or his nervousness affected her and made her 
seem constrained in her effort to reassure him. 

When Joe Dagget was outside he drew in the sweet eve- 
ning air with a sigh, and felt much as an innocent and per- 
fectly well-intentioned bear might after his exit from a china 
shop. 

Louisa, on her part, felt much as the kind-hearted, long- 
suffering owner of the china shop might have done after 
the exit of the bear. 

She tied on the pink, then the green apron, picked up all 
the scattered treasures and replaced them in her work 
basket, and straightened the rug. Then she set the lamp 
on the floor and began sharply examining the carpet. She 
even rubbed her fingers over it, and looked at them. 

“He’s tracked in a good deal of dust,” she murmured. 
“T thought he must have.” 

Louisa got a dustpan and brush, and swept Joe Dagget’s 
track carefully. 

If he could have known it, it would have increased his 
perplexity and uneasiness, although it would not have dis- 
turbed his loyalty in the least. He came twice a week to 
see Louisa Ellis, and every time, sitting there in her deli- 
cately sweet room, he felt as if surrounded by a hedge of 
lace. He was afraid to stir lest he should put a clumsy 
foot or hand through the fairy web, and he had always the 
consciousness that Louisa was watching fearfully lest he 
should. 

Still the lace and Louisa commanded perforce his per- 
fect respect and patience and loyalty. They were to be 
married in a month, after a singular courtship which had 
lasted for a matter of fifteen years. For fourteen out of 
the fifteen years the two had not once seen each other, and 


7° BEST STORIES OF MARY E. WILKINS 


they had seldom exchanged letters. Joe had been all those 
years in Australia, where he had gone to make his fortune, 
and where he had stayed until he made it. He would have 
stayed fifty years if it had taken so long, and come home 
feeble and tottering, or never come home at all, to marry 
Louisa. 

But the fortune had been made in the fourteen years, 
and he had come home now to marry the woman who had 
been patiently and unquestioningly waiting for him all that 
time. 

Shortly after they were engaged he had announced to 
Louisa his determination to strike out into new fields and 
secure a competency before they should be married. She 
had listened and assented with the sweet serenity which 
never failed her, not even when her lover set forth on that 
long and uncertain journey. Joe, buoyed up as he was by 
his study determination, broke down a little at the last, 
but Louisa kissed him with a mild blush, and said good-by. 

“It won’t be for long,” poor Joe had said, huskily; but 
it was for fourteen years. 

In that length of time much had happened. Louisa’s 
mother and brother had died, and she was all alone in the 
world. But greatest happening of all—a subtle happening 
which both were too simple to understand—Louisa’s feet 
had turned into a path, smooth maybe under a calm, serene 
sky, but so straight and unswerving that it could only meet 
a check at her grave, and so narrow that there was no room 
for anyone at her side. 

Louisa’s first emotion when Joe Dagget came home (he 
had not apprised her of his coming) was consternation, al- 
though she would not admit it to herself, and he never 
dreamed of it. Fifteen years ago she had been in love 
with him—at least she considered herself to be. Just at 
that time, gently acquiescing with and falling into the nat- 
ural drift of girlhood, she had seen marriage ahead as a 
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reasonable feature and a probable desirability of life. She 
had listened with calm docility to her mother’s views upon 
the subject. Her mother was remarkable for her cool sense 
and sweet, even temperament. She talked wisely to her 
daughter when Joe Dagget presented himself, and Louisa 
accepted him with no hesitation. He was the first lover 
she had ever had. 

She had been faithful to him all these years. She had 
never dreamed of the possibility of marrying anyone else. 
Her life, especially for the last seven years, had been full 
of a pleasant peace; she had never felt discontented nor 
impatient over her lover’s absence; still, she had always 
looked forward to his return and their marriage as the in- 
evitable conclusion of things. However, she had fallen 
into a way of placing it so far in the future that it was al- 
most equal to placing it over the boundaries of another life. 

When Joe came she had been expecting him, and ex- 
pecting to be married for fourteen years, but she was as 
much surprised and taken aback as if she had never thought 
of it. 

Joe’s consternation came later. He eyed Louisa with 
an instant confirmation of his old admiration. She had 
changed but little. She still kept her pretty manner and 
soft grace, and was, he considered, every whit as attractive 
as ever. As for himself, his stent was done; he had turned 
his face away from fortune seeking, and the old winds of 
romance whistled as loud and sweet as ever through his 
ears. All the song which he had been wont to hear in 
them was Louisa; he had for a long time a loyal belief 
that he heard it still, but finally it seemed to him that 
although the winds sang always that one song, it had an- 
other name. But for Louisa the wind had never more than 
murmured; now it had gone down, and everything was still. 
She listened for a little while with half-wistful attention; 
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then she turned quietly away and went to work on her 
wedding clothes. 

Joe had made some extensive and quite magnificent altera- 
tions in his house. It was the old homestead; the newly- 
married couple would live there, for Joe could not desert 
his mother, who refused to leave her old home. So Louisa 
must leave hers. Every morning, rising and going about 
among her neat maidenly possessions, she felt as one look- 
ing her last upon the faces of dear friends. It was true that 
in a measure she could take them with her, but, robbed of 
their old environments, they would appear in such new guises 
that they would almost cease to be themselves. 

Then there were some peculiar features of her happy soli- 
tary life which she would probably be obliged to relinquish 
altogether. Sterner tasks than these graceful but half-need- 
less ones would probably devolve upon her. There would 
be a large house to care for; there would be company to 
entertain; there would be Joe’s rigorous and feeble old 
mother to wait upon; and it would be contrary to all thrifty 
village traditions for her to keep more than one servant. 

Louisa had a little still, and she used to occupy herself 
pleasantly in summer weather with distilling the sweet and 
aromatic essences from roses and peppermint and spearmint. 
By-and-by her still must be laid away. Her store of es- 
sences was already considerable, and there would be no time 
for her to distill for the mere pleasure of it. Then Joe’s 
mother would think it foolishness; she had already hinted 
her opinion in the matter. 

Louisa dearly loved to sew a linen seam, not atways for 
use, but for the simple, mild pleasure which she took in it. 
She would have been loath to confess how more than once 
she had ripped a seam for the mere delight of sewing it 
together again. Sitting at her window during long sweet 
afternoons, drawing her needle gently through the dainty 
fabric, she was peace itself. But there was small chance of 
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such foolish comfort in the future. Joe’s mother, domineer- 
ing, shrewd old matron that she was even in her old age, 
and very likely even Joe himself, with his honest masculine 
rudeness, would laugh and frown down all these pretty but 
senseless old maiden ways. 

Louisa had almost the enthusiasm of an artist over the 
mere order and cleanliness of her solitary home. She had 
throbs of genuine triumph at the sight of the windowpanes 
which she had polished until they shone like jewels. She 
gloated gently over her orderly bureau drawers, with their 
exquisitely folded contents redolent with lavender and sweet 
clover and very purity. Could she be sure of the endurance 
of even this? She had visions, so startling that she half 
repudiated them as indelicate, of coarse masculine belong- 
ings strewn about in endless litter; of dust and disorder 
arising necessarily from a coarse masculine presence in the 
midst of all this delicate harmony. 

Among her forebodings of disturbance, not the least was 
with regard to Cesar. Czsar was a veritable hermit of a 
dog. For the greater part of his life he had dwelt in his 
secluded hut, shut out from the society of his kind and all 
innocent canine joys. Never had Cesar since his early 
youth watched at a woodchuck’s hole; never had he known 
the delights of a stray bone at a neighbor’s kitchen door, 
And it was all on account of a sin committed when hardly 
out of his puppyhood. No one knew the possible depth 
of remorse of which this mild-visaged, altogether innocent- 
looking old dog might be capable; but whether or not he 
had encountered remorse, he had encountered a full meas- 
ure of righteous retribution. Old Czsar seldom lifted up 
his voice in a growl or a bark; he was fat and sleepy; 
there were yellow rings which looked like spectacles around 
his dim old eyes; but there was a neighbor who bore on 
his hand the imprint of several of Czsar’s sharp white 
youthful teeth, and for that he had lived at the end of a 
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chain, all alone in a little hut, for fourteen years. The 
neighbor, who was choleric and smarting with the pain of 
his wound, had demanded either Czsar’s death or complete 
ostracism. So Louisa’s brother, to whom the dog had be- 
longed, had built him his little kennel and tied him up. 
It was now fourteen years since, in a flood of youthful 
spirits, he had inflicted that memorable bite, and with the 
exception of short excursions, always at the end of the 
chain, under the strict guardianship of his master or Louisa, 
the old dog had remained a close prisoner. It is doubtful 
if, with his limited ambition, he took much pride in the fact, 
but it is certain that he was possessed of considerable — 
cheap fame. He was regarded by all the children in the 
village and by many adults as a very monster of ferocity. 
St. George’s dragon could hardly have surpassed in evil 
repute Louisa Ellis’s old yellow dog. Mothers charged 
their children with solemn emphasis not to go too near to 
him, and the children listened and believed greedily, with a 
fascinated appetite for terror, and ran by Louisa’s house 
stealthily, with many sidelong and backward glances at the 
terrible dog. If perchance he sounded a hoarse bark, 
there was a panic. Wayfarers chancing into Louisa’s yard 
eyed him with respect, and inquired if the chain were stout. 
Cesar at large might have seemed a very ordinary dog 
and excited no comment whatever; chained, his reputation 
overshadowed him, so that he lost his own proper out- 
lines and looked darkly vague and enormous. Joe Dagget, 
however, with his good-humored sense and shrewdness, saw 
him as he was. He strode valiantly up to him and patted 
him on the head, in spite of Louisa’s soft clamor of warn- 
ing, and even attempted to set him loose. Louisa grew so 
alarmed that he desisted, but kept announcing his opinion 
in the matter quite forcibly at intervals. “There ain’t a 
better-natured dog in town,” he would say, “and it’s down- 
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right cruel to keep him tied up there. Some day I’m going 
to take him out.” 

Louisa had very little hope that he would not, one of 
these days, when their interests and possessions should be 
more completely fused in one. She pictured to herself 
Czsar on the rampage through the quiet and unguarded 
village. She saw innocent children bleeding in his path. 
She was herself very fond of the old dog, because he had 
belonged to her dead brother, and he was always very gentle 
with her; still she had great faith in his ferocity. She al- 
ways warned people not to go too near him. She fed him 
on ascetic fare of corn mush and cakes, and never fired his 
dangerous temper with heating and sanguinary diet of flesh 
and bones. Louisa looked at the old dog munching his 
simple fare, and thought of her approaching marriage and 
trembled. Still no anticipation of disorder and confusion 
in lieu of sweet peace and harmony, no forebodings of 
Cesar on the rampage, no wild fluttering of her little yellow 
canary, were sufficient to turn her a hair’s-breadth. Joe 
Dagget had been fond of her and working for her all these 
years. It was not for her, whatever came to pass, to prove 
untrue and break his heart. She put the exquisite little 
stitches into her wedding garments, and the time went on 
until it was only a week before her wedding day. It was a 
Tuesday evening, and the wedding was to be a week from 
Wednesday. 

There was a full moon that night. About nine o’clock 
Louisa strolled down the road a little way. There were 
harvest fields on either hand, bordered by low stone walls. 
Luxuriant clumps of bushes grew beside the wall, and trees 
—wild cherry and old apple trees—at intervals. Presently 
Louisa sat down on the wall and looked about her with 
mildly sorrowful reflectiveness. Tall shrubs of blueberry 
and meadow-sweet, all woven together and tangled with 
backberry vines and horsebriers, shut her in on either side. 
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She had a little clear space between them. Opposite her, 
on the other side of the road, was a spreading tree; the moon 
shone between its boughs, and the leaves twinkled like silver. 
The road was bespread with a beautiful shifting dapple of. 
silver and shadow; the air was full of a mysterious sweetness. 
“I wonder if it’s wild grapes?” murmured Louisa. She sat 
there some time. She was just thinking of rising, when 
she heard footsteps and low voices, and remained quiet. 
It was a lonely place, and she felt a little timid. She thought 
she would keep still in the shadow and let the persons, who- 
ever they might be, pass her. 

But just before they reached her the voices ceased, and 
the footsteps. She understood that their owners had also 
found seats upon the stone wall. She was wondering if 
she could not steal away unobserved, when the voice broke 
the stillness. It was Joe Dagget’s. She sat still and listened. 

The voice was announced by a loud sigh, which was as 
familiar as itself. “Well,” said Dagget, “you’ve made up 
your mind, then, I suppose?” 

“Yes,” returned another voice; “I’m going day after 
tomorrow.” 

“That’s Lily Dyer,” thought Louisa to herself. The 
voice embodied itself in her mind. She saw a girl tall and 
full-figured, with a firm, fair face, looking fairer and firmer 
in the moonlight, her strong yellow hair braided in a close 
knot. A girl full of a calm rustic strength and bloom, with 
a masterful way which might have beseemed a princess. 
Lily Dyer was a favorite with the village folk; she had just 
the qualities to arouse the admiration. She was good and 
handsome and smart. Louisa had often heard her praises 
sounded. 

“Well,” said Joe Dagget, “I ain’t got a word to say.” 

“T don’t know what you could say,” returned Lily Dyer. 

“Not a word to say,” repeated Joe, drawing out the 
words heavily. Then there was a silence. “I ain’t sorry,” 
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he began at last, “that that happened yesterday—that we 
kind of let on how we felt to each other. I guess it’s just as 
well we knew. Of course I can’t do anything any different. 
I’m going right on an’ get married next week. I ain’t going 
back on a woman that’s waited for me fourteen years, an’ 
break her heart.” 

“If you should jilt her tomorrow, I wouldn’t have you,” 
spoke up the girl, with sudden vehemence. 

“Well, I ain’t going to give you the chance,” said he; 
“but I don’t believe you would, either.” 

“You'd see I wouldn’t. Honor’s honor, an’ right’s right. 
An’ I’d never think anything of any man that went against 
’em for me or any other girl; you’d find that out, Joe 
Dagget.” 

“Well, you'll find out fast enough that I ain’t going 
against ’em for you or any other girl,” returned he. Their 
voices sounded almost as if they were angry with each other. 
Louisa was listening eagerly. 

“[’m sorry you feel as if you must go away,” said Joe, 
“but I don’t know but it’s best.” 

“Of course it’s best. I hope you and I have got com- 
mon sense.” 

“Well, I suppose you’re right.” Suddenly Joe’s voice 
got an undertone of tenderness. “Say, Lily,” said he, “I'll 
get along well enough myself, but I can’t bear to think— 
You don’t suppose you’re going to fret much over it!” 

“I guess you'll find out I shan’t fret much over a mar- 
ried man.” 

“Well, I hope you won’t—I hope you won’t, Lily. God 
knows I do. And—I hope—one of these days—you’ll— 
come across somebody else—” 

“T don’t see any reason why I shouldn’t.” Suddenly her 
tone changed. She spoke in a sweet, clear voice, so loud 
that she could have been heard across the street. “No, Joe 
Dagget,” said she, “I’ll never marry any other man as long 
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as I live. I’ve got good sense, an’ I ain’t going to break 
my heart nor make a fool of myself; but I’m never going 
to be married, you can be sure of that. I ain’t that sort of 
a girl to feel this way twice.” 

Louisa heard an exclamation and a soft commotion be- 
hind the bushes; then Lily spoke again—the voice sounded 
as if she had risen. “This must be put a stop to,” said 
she. ‘“We’ve stayed here long enough. I’m going home.” 

Louisa sat there in a daze, listening to their retreating 
steps. After a while she got up and slunk softly home 
herself. The next day she did her housework methodically; 
that was as much a matter of course as breathing; but she 
did not sew on her wedding clothes. She sat at her win- 
dow and meditated. In the evening Joe came. Louisa 
Ellis had never known that she had any diplomacy in her, 
but when she came to look for it that night she found it, 
although meek of its kind, among her little feminine weap- 
ons. Even now she could hardly believe that she had 
heard aright, and that she would not do Joe a terrible in- 
jury should she break her troth plight. She wanted to © 
sound him without betraying too soon her own inclinations 
in the matter. She did it successfully, and they finally came 
to an understanding; but it was a difficult thing, for he was 
as afraid of betraying himself as she. 

She never mentioned Lily Dyer. She simply said that 
while she had no cause of complaint against him, she had 
lived so long in one way that she shrank from making a 
change. 

“Well, I never shrank, Louisa,” said Dagget. “I’m going 
to be honest enough to say that I think maybe it’s better 
this way; but if you’d wanted to keep on, I’d have stuck 
to you till my dying day. I hope you know that.” . 

“Yes, I do,” said she. 

That night she and Joe parted more tenderly than they 
had done for a long time. Standing in the door, holding 
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each other’s hands, a last great wave of regretful memory 
swept over them. 

“Well, this ain’t the way we’ve thought it was all going 
to end, is it, Louisa?” said Joe. 

She shook her head. There was a little quiver on her 
placid face. 

“You let me know if there’s ever anything I can do for 
you,” said he. “I ain’t ever going to forget you, Louisa.” 
Then he kissed her, and went down the path. 

Louisa, all alone by herself that night, wept a little, she 
hardly knew why; but the next morning, on waking, she felt 
like a queen who, after fearing lest her domain be wrested 
away from her, sees it firmly insured in her possession. 

Now the tall weeds and grasses might cluster around 
Cesar’s little hermit hut, the snow might fall on its roof 
year in and year out, but he never would go on a rampage 
through the unguarded village. Now the little canary might 
turn itself into a peaceful yellow ball night after night, and 
have no need to wake and flutter with wild terror against 
its bars. Louisa could sew linen seams, and distill roses, 
and dust and polish and fold away in lavender, as long as 
she listed. That afternoon she sat with her needlework at 
the window, and felt fairly steeped in peace. Lily Dyer, 
tall and erect and blooming, went past; but she felt no 
qualm. If Louisa Ellis had sold her birthright she did not 
know it; the taste of the pottage was so delicious, and had 
been her sole satisfaction for so long. Serenity and placid 
narrowness had become to her as the birthright itself. She 
gazed ahead through a long reach of future days strung 
together like pearls in a rosary, every one like the others, and 
all smooth and flawless and innocent, and her heart went up 
in thankfulness. Outside was the fervid summer afternoon; 
the air was filled with the sounds of the busy harvest of 
men and birds and bees; there were halloos, metallic clat- 
terings, sweet calls, and long hummings. Louisa sat, prayer- 
fully numbering her days, like an uncloistered nun. 
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Ricuarp Stone was nearly seventy-five years old when he 
died; his wife was over sixty, and his daughter Narcissa 
past middle age. Narcissa Stone had been very pretty, and 
would have been pretty still had it not been for those lines, 
as distinctly garrulous of discontent and worry as any words 
of mouth, which come so easily in the face of a nervous, 
delicate-skinned woman. They were around Narcissa’s blue 
eyes, her firmly closed lips, her thin nose; a frown like a 
crying repetition of some old anxiety and indecision was on 
her forehead; and she had turned her long neck so much 
to look over her shoulder for new troubles on her track that 
the lines of fearful expectation had settled there. Narcissa 
had yet her beautiful thick hair, which the people in the 
village had never quite liked because it was red; her cheeks 
were still pink, and she stooped only a little from her slen- 
der height when she walked. Some people said that Nar- 
cissa Stone would be quite good-looking now if she had a 
decent dress and bonnet. Neither she nor her mother had 
any clothes which were not deemed shabby, even by the 
humbly attired women in the little mountain village. “Mis’ 
Richard Stone, she ain’t had a new silk dress since Narcissa 
was born,” they said; “and as for Narcissa, she ain’t never 
had anything that looked fit to wear to meeting.” 

When Richard Stone died, people wondered if his widow 
and Narcissa would not have something new. Mrs. Nathan 
Wheat, who was a third cousin to Richard Stone, went, the 
day before the funeral, a half mile down the brook road 
to see Hannah Turbin, the dressmaker. The road was little 

1 Copyright, 1900, by Mary E. Wilkins. 
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traveled; she walked through an undergrowth of late au- 
tumn flowers, and when she reached the Turbins’ house her 
black Thibet gown was gold-powdered and white-flecked 
to the knees with pollen and winged seeds of passed flowers. 

Hannah Turbin’s arm, brown and wrinkled. like a 
monkey’s, in its woolen sleeve, described arcs of jerky 
energy past the window, and never ceased when Mrs. Wheat 
came up the path and entered the house. Hannah herself 
scarcely raised her seamy brown face from her work. 

“Good afternoon,” said Mrs. Wheat. 

Hannah nodded. “Good afternoon,” she responded then, 
as if words were an after-thought. 

Mrs. Wheat shook her black skirts vigorously. “I’m all 
over dust from them yaller weeds,” said she. “Well, I don’t 
care about this old Thibet.” She pulled a rocking-chair for- 
ward and seated herself. “Warm for this time of year,” said 
she. 

Hannah drew her thread through her work. “Yes, ’tis,” 
she returned, with a certain pucker of scorn, as if the utter 
foolishness of allusions to obvious conditions of nature struck 
her. Hannah Turbin was not a favorite in the village, but 
she was credited with having much common sense, and 
people held her in somewhat distant respect. 

“Guess it’s Injun summer,” remarked Mrs. Wheat. 

Hannah Turbin said nothing at all to that. Mrs. Wheat 
cast furtive glances around the room as she swayed in her 
rocking-chair. Everything was very tidy and there were 
few indications of its owner’s calling. A number of fashion 
papers were neatly piled on a bureau in the corner, and 
some nicely folded breadths of silk lay beside them. There 
was not a scrap or shred of cloth upon the floor; not a 
thread, even. Hannah was basting a brown silk basque. 
Mrs. Wheat could see nowhere the slightest evidence of what 
she had come to ascertain, so was finally driven to inquiry, 
still, however, by devious windings. 
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“Seems sad about Richard,” she said. 

“Yes,” returned Hannah, with a sudden contraction of her 
brown face, which seemed to flash a light over a recollec- 
tion in Mrs. Wheat’s mind. She remembered that there was 
a time, years ago, when Richard Stone had paid some atten- 
tion to Hannah Turbin, and people had thought he might 
marry her instead of Jane Basset. However, it had hap- 
pened so long ago that she did not really believe that 
Hannah dwelt upon it, and it faded immediately from her 
own mind. 

“Well,” said she, with a sigh, “it is a happy release, after 
all; he’s been such a sufferer so long. It’s better for him, 
and it’s better for Jane and Narcissa. He’s left °em com- 
fortable; they’ve got the farm, and his life’s insured, you 
know. Besides, I suppose Narcissa’ll marry William Crane 
now. Most likely they’ll rent the farm, and Jane will go 
and live with Narcissa when she’s married. I want to 
know—” 

Hannah Turbin sewed. : 

“I was wondering,” continued Mrs. Wheat, “if Jane and 
Narcissa wasn’t going to have some new black dresses for 
the funeral. They ain’t got a thing that’s fit to wear, I 
know. I don’t suppose they’ve got much money on hand 
now except what little Richard saved up for his funeral 
expenses. I know he had a little for that because he told 
me so, but the life insurance is coming in, and anybody 
would trust them. There’s a nice piece of black cashmere 
down to the store, a dollar a yard. I didn’t know but they’d 
get dresses off it; but Jane she never tells me anything— 
anybody’d think she might, seeing as I was poor Richard’s 
cousin; and as for Narcissa, she’s as close as her mother.” 

Hannah Turbin sewed. 

“Ain’t Jane and Narcissa said anything to you about mak- 
ing them any new black dresses to wear to the funeral?” 
asked Mrs. Wheat, with desperate directness. 
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“No, they ain’t,” replied Hannah Turbin. 

“Well, then, all I’ve got to say is they’d ought to be 
ashamed of themselves. There they’ve got fourteen if not 
fifteen hundred dollars coming in from poor Richard’s in- 
surance money, and they ain’t even going to get decent 
clothes to wear to his funeral out of it. They ain’t made any 
plans for new bonnets, I know. It ain’t showing proper re- 
spect to the poor man. Don’t you say so?” 

“I suppose folks are their own best judges,” said Hannah 
Turbin, in her conclusive, half-surly fashion, which intimi- 
dated most of their neighbors. Mrs. Wheat did not stay 
much longer. When she went-home. through the ghostly 
weeds and grasses of the country.road_she was almost as in- 
dignant with Hannah Turbin as with Jane Stone and Nar- 
cissa. “Never saw anybody so close in my life,” said she 
to herself. “Needn’t talk if she don’t want to. Dun’no’ 
as thar’s any harm in my wanting to know if my own third 
cousin is going to have mourning wore for him.” 

Mrs. Wheat, when she reached home, got a black shawl 
which had belonged to her mother out of the chest, where 
it had lain in camphor, and hung it on the clothesline to air. 
She also removed a spray of bright velvet flowers from her 
bonnet, and sewed in its place a black ostrich feather. She 
found an old crépe veil, too, and steamed it into stiffness. 
“I’m going to go to that funeral looking decent, if his own 
wife and daughter ain’t,” she told her husband. 

“Tf I wa’n’t along, folks would take you for the widder,” 
said Nathan Wheat with a chuckle. Nathan Wheat was 
rather inclined to be facetious with his wife. 

However, Mrs. Wheat was not the only person who at- 
tended poor Richard Stone’s funeral in suitable attire. Han- 
nah Turbin was black from head to foot; the material, it 
is true, was not of the conventional mourning kind, but the 
color was. She wore a black silk gown, a black ladies’-cloth 
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mantle, a black velvet bonnet trimmed with black flowers, 
and a black lace veil. 

“Hannah Turbin looked as if she was dressed in second 
mourning,” Mrs. Wheat said to her husband after the 
funeral. “I should have thought she’d most have worn some 
color, seeing as some folks might remember she was disap- 
pointed about Richard Stone; but, anyway, it was better 
than to go looking the way Jane and Narcissa did. There 
was Jane in that old brown dress, and Narcissa in her green, 
with a blue flower in her bonnet. I think it was dreadful, 
and poor Richard leaving them all that money through his 
dying, too.” 

In truth, all the village was scandalized at the strange 
attire of the widow and daughter of Richard Stone at his 
funeral, except William Crane. He could not have told 
what Mrs. Stone wore, through scarcely admitting her in 
any guise into his inmost consciousness, and as for Narcissa, 
he admitted her so fully that he could not see her robes at 
all in such a dazzlement of vision. 

“William Crane never took his eyes off Narcissa Stone 
all through the funeral; shouldn’t be surprised if he married 
her in a month or six weeks,” people said. 

William Crane took Jane and Narcissa to the grave in 
his covered wagon, keeping his old white horse at a decorous 
jog behind the hearse in the little funeral procession, and 
people noted that. They wondered if he would go over 
to the Stones’ that evening, and watched, but he did not. 
He left the mother and daughter to their closer communion 
of grief that night, but the next the neighbors saw him in 
his best suit going down the road ‘before dark. “Must 
have done up his chores early to get started soon as this,” 
they said. 

William Crane was about Narcissa’s age but he looked 
older. His gait was shuffling, his hair scanty and gray, and, 
moreover, he had that expression of patience which comes 
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only from long abiding, both of body and of soul. He went 
through the south yard to the side door of the house, step- 
ping between the rocks. The yard abounded in mossy slopes 
of half-sunken rocks, as did the entire farm. Folks~often 
remarked of Richard Stone’s place, as well as himself, “Stone 
by name, and stone by nature.” Underneath nearly all his 
fields, cropping plentifully to the surface, were rock ledges. 
The grass could be mown only by hand. As for this south 
yard, it required skilful maneuvering to drive a team through 
it. When William Crane knocked that evening, Narcissa 
opened the door. “Oh, it’s you!” she said. “How do 
you do?” 

“How do you do, Narcissa?” William responded, and 
walked in. He could have kissed his old love in the gloom 
of the little entry, but he did not think of that. He looked 
at her anxiously with his soft, patient eyes. “How are you 
gettin’ on?” he asked. 

“Well as can be expected,” replied Narcissa. 

“How’s your mother?” 

“She’s as well as can be expected.” 

William followed Narcissa, who led the way, not into the 
parlor as he had hoped, but into the kitchen. The kitchen’s 
great interior of smoky gloom was very familiar to him, 
but tonight it looked strange. For one thing, the armchair 
to which Richard Stone had been bound with his rheuma- 
tism for the last fifteen years was vacant, and pushed away 
into a corner. William looked at it, and it seemed to him 
that he must see the crooked, stern old figure in it, and hear 
again the peremptory tap of the stick which he kept al- 
ways at his side to summon assistance. After his first in- 
voluntary glance at the dead man’s chair, William saw his 
- widow coming forward out of her bedroom with a great 
quilt over her arm. 

“Good evenin’, William,” she said, with faint melan- 
choly, then lapsed into feeble weeping. 
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“Now, mother, you said you wouldn’t; you know it don’t 
do any good, and you'll be sick,” Narcissa cried out, impa- 
tiently. 

“I know it, Narcissa, but I can’t help it, I can’t. [’m 
dreadful upset! Oh, William, I’m dreadful upset! It ain’t 
his death alone—it’>———” 

“Mother, I’d rather tell him myself,” interrupted Nar- 
cissa. She took the quilt from her mother, and drew the 
rocking chair toward her. “Do sit down and keep calm, 
mother,” said she. 

But it was not easy for the older woman, in her bewil- 
derment of grief and change, to keep calm. 

“Oh, William, do you know what we’re goin’ to do?” she 
wailed, yet seating herself obediently in the rocking chair. 
“We're goin’ to New York. Narcissa says so. We’re goin’ 
to take the insurance money, when we get it, an’ we’re 
goin’ to New York. I tell her we hadn’t ought to, but she 
won’t listen to it! There’s the trunk. Look at there, Wil- 
liam! She dragged it down from’ the garret this fore- 
noon. Look at there, William!” 

William’s startled eyes followed the direction of Mrs. 
Stone’s wavering index finger, and saw a great ancient trunk 
lined with blue-and-white wall paper, standing open against 
the opposite wall. 

“She dragged it down from the garret this forenean 
continued Mrs. Stone, in the same tone of unfaltering 
tragedy, while Narcissa, her delicate lips pursed tightly, 
folded up the bed quilt which~her-mother had brought. 
“It bumped so hard on those garret stairs I thought she’d 
break it, or fall herself, but she wouldn’t let me help her. 
Then she cleaned it, an’ made some paste, an’ lined it with 
some of the parlor paper. There ain’t any key to it—I 
never remember none. The trunk was in this house when 
I come here. Richard had it when he went West before 
we were married. Narcissa she says she is goin’ to tie it 


ONE GOOD TIME 87 


up with the clothesline. William, can’t you talk to her? 
Seems to me I can’t go to New York, nohow.” 

William turned then to Narcissa, who was laying the 
folded bed quilt in the trunk. He looked pale and bewil- 
dered, and his voice trembled when he spoke. “This ain’t 
true, is it, Narcissa?” he said. 

“Yes, it is,” she replied, shortly, still bending over the 
trunk. 

“We ain’t goin’ for a month,” interposed her mother 
again; “we can’t get the insurance money before then, 
Lawyer Maxham says; but she says she’s goin’ to have the 
trunk standin’ there, an’ put things in when she thinks of 
it, so she won’t forgit nothin’. She says we’d better take 
one bed quilt with us, in case they don’t have ’nough clothes 
on the bed. We’ve got to stay to a hotel. Oh, William, 
can’t you say anything to stop her?” 

“This ain’t true, Narcissa?” William repeated, help- 
lessly. 

Narcissa raised herself and faced him. Her cheeks were 
red, her blue eyes glowing, her hair tossing over her temples 
in loose waves. She looked as she had when he first courted 
her. “Yes, it is, William Crane,” she cried. “Yes, it is.” 

William looked at her so strangely and piteously that 
she softened a little. “I’ve got my reasons,” said she. 
“Maybe I owe it to you to tell them. I suppose you were 
expecting something different.” She hesitated a minute, 
looking at her mother, who cried out again: 

“Oh, William, say somethin’ to stop her! Can’t you say 
somethin’ to stop her?” 

Then Narcissa motioned to him resolutely. “Come into 
the parlor, William,” said she, and he followed her out 
across the entry. The parlor was chilly; the chairs stood 
as they had done at the funeral, primly against the walls 
glimmering faintly in the dusk with blue and white paper 
like the trunk lining. Narcissa stood before William and 
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talked with feverish haste. “I’m going,” said she—“I’m 
going to take that money and go with mother to New 
York, and you mustn’t try to stop me, William. I know 
what you’ve been expecting. I know, now father’s gone, 
you think there ain’t anything to hinder our getting mar- 
ried; you think we’ll rent this house, and mother and me 
will settle down in yours for the rest of our lives. I know 
you ain’t counting on that insurance money; it ain’t like 
ou.” 

“The Lord knows it ain’t, Narcissa,” William broke out 
with pathetic pride. 

“I know that as well as you do. You thought we’d put 
it in the bank for a rainy day, in case mother got feeble, 
or anything, and that is all you did think. Maybe I'd 
ought to. I s’pose I had, but I ain’t going to. I ain’t never 
done anything my whole life that I thought I ought not to 
do, but now I’m going to. I’m going to if it’s wicked. I’ve 
made up my mind. I ain’t never had one good time in 
my whole life, and now I’m going to even if I have to suffer 
for it afterward. 

“I ain’t never had anything like other women. I’ve never 
had any clothes nor gone anywhere. I’ve just stayed at 
home here and drudged. I’ve done a man’s work on the 
farm. Tve milked and made butter and cheese; I’ve waited 
on father; I’ve got up early and gone to bed late. I’ve 
just drudged, drudged, ever since I can remember. I don’t 
know anything about the world nor life. I don’t know any- 
thing but my own old tracks, and—I’m going to get out of 
them for a while, whether or no.” 

“How long are you calculating to stay?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“T’ve been thinking,” said William, “I’d have some new 
gilt paper on the sitting room at my house, and a new stove 
in the kitchen. I thought if 

“I know what you thought,” interrupted Narcissa, still 
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trembling and glowing with nervous fervor. “And you're 
real good, William, It ain’t many men would have waited 
for me as you’ve done, when father wouldn’t let me get 
married as long as he lived. I know by good rights I hadn’t 
ought to keep you waiting, but I’m going to, and it ain’t 
because I don’t think enough of you— it ain’t that; I can’t 
help it. If you give up having me at all, if you think you’d 
rather marry somebody else, I can’t help it; I won’t blame 
you b>) 

“Maybe you want me to, Narcissa,” said William, with 

a sad dignity. “If you do, if you want to get rid of me, if 
that’s it # 
_ Narcissa started. “That ain’t it,” said she. She hesi- 
tated, and added, with formal embarrassment—she had the 
usual reticence of a. New England village woman about ex- 
pressions of affection, and had never even told her lover in 
actual words that she loved him—‘“My feelings toward you 
are the same as they have always been, William.” 

It was almost dark in the parlor. They could see only 
each other’s faces gleaming as with pale light. “It would 
be a blow to me if I thought they wa’n’t, Narcissa,” Wil- 
liam returned, simply. 

Pihey are.” 

William put his arm around her waist, and they stood 
close together for a moment. He stroked back her tumbled 
red hair with clumsy tenderness. “You have had a hard 
time, Narcissa,” he whispered, brokenly. “If you want to 
go, I ain’t going to say anything against it. I ain’t going 
to deny I’m kind of disappointed. I’ve been living alone 
so long, and I feel kind of sore sometimes with waitin’ 
but——” 

“T shouldn’t make you any kind of a wife if I married 
you now, without waiting,” Narcissa said, in a voice at 
once stern and tender. She stood apart from him, and put 
up her hand with a sort of involuntary maiden primness 
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to smooth her hair where his had stroked it awry. “If,” 
she went on, “I had to settle down in your house, as I have 
done in father’s, and see the years stretching ahead like a 
long road without any turn, and nothing but the same old 
dog trot of washing and ironing and scrubbing and cook- 
_ ing and sewing and washing dishes till I drop into my 
grave, I should hate you, William Crane.” 

“T could fetch an’ carry all the water for the washin’, 
Narcissa, and I could wash the dishes,” said William, with 
humble beseeching. 

“Tt ain’t that. I know you’d do all you could. It’s— 
Oh, William! I’ve got to have a break; I’ve got to have one 
good time. I—like you, and—I liked father; but love ain’t 
enough sometimes when it ties anybody. Everybody has 
got their own feet and their own wanting to use ’em, and 
sometimes when love comes in the way of that, it ain’t any- 
thing but a dead wall. Once we had a black heifer that 
would jump all the walls; we had to sell her. She always 
made me think of myself. I tell you, William, Pve got to 
jump my wall, and I’ve got to have one good time.” 

William Crane nodded his gray head in patient ac- 
quiescence. His forehead was knitted helplessly; he could 
not in the least understand what his sweetheart meant; in 
her present mood she was in altogether a foreign language 
for him, but still the unintelligible sound of her was sweet 
as a song to his ears. This poor village lover had at least 
gained the crown of absolute faith through his weary years 
of waiting; the woman he loved was still a star, and her 
rays not yet resolved into human reachings and graspings. 

“How long do you calculate to be gone, Narcissa?” he 
asked again. 

“IT don’t know,” she replied. “Fifteen hundred dollars is 
a good deal of money. I s’pose it’ll take us quite a while 
to spend it, even if we ain’t very saving.” 
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“You ain’t goin’ to spend it all, Narcissa!” William 
gave a little dismayed gasp in spite of himself. 

“Land, no! we couldn’t, unless we stayed three years, 
an’ I ain’t calculating to be gone as long as that. I’m going 


. to bring home what we don’t want, and put it in the bank; 


but—I shouldn’t be surprised if it took ’most a year to 
spend what I’ve laid out to.” 

“Most a year!” 

“Yes; I’ve got to buy us both new clothes, for one thing. 
We ain’t neither of us got anything fit to wear, and ain’t 
had for years. We didn’t go to the funeral lookin’ decent, 
and I know folks talked. Mother felt bad about it, but 


“I couldn’t help it. I wa’n’t goin’ to lay out money foolish 


and get things here when I was going to New York and 
could have others the way they ought to be. I’m going 
to buy us some jewelry, too; I ain’t never had a good 
breastpin even; and as for mother, father never even bought 
her a ring when they were married. I ain’t saying any- 
thing against him; it wa’n’t the fashion so much in those 
days.” 

“I was calculatin-—”’ William stammered, blushing. “I 
always meant to, Narcissa.” 

“Yes, I know you have; but you mustn’t lay out too much 
on it, and I don’t care anything about a stone ring—just a 
plain gold one. There’s another thing ’m going to have, 
too, an’ that’s a gold watch. I’ve wanted one all my life.” 

“Mebbe—” began William, painfully. 

“No!” cried Narcissa, peremptorily. “I don’t want you 
to buy me one. I ain’t ever thought of it. I’m going to buy 
it myself. I’m going to buy mother a real cashmere shawl, 
too, like the one that New York lady had that came to 
visit Lawyer Maxham’s wife. I’ve got a list of things writ- 
ten down on paper. I guess I’ll have to buy another trunk 
in New York to put them in.” 

“Well,” said William, with a great sigh, “I guess I’d 
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better be goin’. I hope you'll have as good a time as you’re 
countin’ on, Narcissa.” 

“It’s the first good time I ever did count on, and I’d 
ought to,” said Narcissa. “I’m going to take mother to the. 
theater, too. I don’t know but it’s wicked, but I’m going 
'to.” Narcissa fluttered out of the parlor and William 
shuffled after her. He would not go into the kitchen again. 

“Well, good night,” said Narcissa, and William also said 
good night, with another heavy sigh. “Look out for them 
rocks going out of the yard, an’ don’t tumble over ’em,” 
she called after him. 

“T’m used to ’em,” he answered back, sadly, from the 
darkness. 

Narcissa shut and bolted the door. “He don’t like it; 
he feels real bad about it; but I can’t help it—I’m going.” 

Through the next few weeks Narcissa Stone’s face looked 
strange to those who had known her from childhood. While 
the features were the same, her soul informed them with a 
new purpose, which overlighted all the old ones of her life, 
and even the simple village folks saw the effect, though with 
no understanding. Soon the news that Narcissa and her 
mother were going to New York was abroad. On the 
morning they started, in the three-seated open wagon which 
served as stage to connect the little village with the railroad 
ten miles away, all the windows were set with furtively 
peering faces. 

“There they go,” the women told one another. “Nar- 
cissa an’ her mother an’ the trunk. Wonder if Narcissa’s 
got that money put away safe? They’re wearin’ the same 
old clothes. S’pose we shan’t know ’em when they get 
back. Heard they was goin’ to stay a year. Guess old 
Mr. Stone would rise up in his grave if he knew it. Lizzy 
saw William Crane a-helpin’ Narcissa h’ist the trunk out 
ready for the stage. I wouldn’t stan’ it if I was him. Ten 
chances to one Narcissa’ll pick up somebody down to 
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New York, with all that money. She’s good-lookin’, and 
she looks better since her father died.” 

Narcissa, riding out of her native village to those un- 
known fields in which her imagination had laid the scene 

of the one good time of her life, regarded nothing around 

her. She sat straight, her slender body resisting stiffy the 
jolt of the stage. She said not a word, but looked ahead 
with shining eyes. Her mother wept, a fold of her old 
shawl before her face. Now and then she lamented aloud, 
but softly, lest the driver hear. “Goin’ away from the 
place where I was born an’ married an’ have lived ever 
since I knew anything, to stay a year. I can’t stan’ it, I 
can’t.” 

“Hush, mother! You'll have a real good time.” 

“No, I shan’t, I shan’t. Goin’—to stay a whole—year. I 
—can’t, nohow.” 

“S’pose we shan’t see you back in these parts for some 
time,” the stage driver said, when he helped them out at the 
railroad station. He was an old man, and had known 
Narcissa since her childhood. 

“Most likely not,” she replied. Her mother’s face was 
quite stiff with repressed emotion when the stage driver 
lifted her out. She did not want him to report in the vil- 
lage that she was crying when she started for New York. 
She had some pride in spite of her distress. 

“Well, I’ll be on the lookout for ye a year from today,” 
said the stage driver, with a jocular twist of his face. There 
were no passengers for his village on the in-coming train, 
so he had to drive home alone through the melancholy au- 
tumn woods. The sky hung low with pale, freezing clouds; 
over everything was that strange hush which prevails be- 
fore snow. The stage driver, holding the reins loosely over 
his tramping team, settled forward with elbows on his 
knees, and old brows bent with aimless brooding. Over 
and over again his brain worked the thought, like a peace- 
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ful cud of contemplation. “They’re goin’ to be gone a 
year. Narcissa Stone an’ her mother are goin’ to be gone 
a year afore I’ll drive em home.” 

So little imagination had the routine of his life fostered 
that he speculated not, even upon the possible weather of 
that far-off day, or the chances of his living to see it. It 
was simply, “They’re goin’ to be gone a year afore I'll 
drive ’em home.” 

So fixed was his mind upon that one outcome of the sit- 
uation that when Narcissa and her mother ‘reappeared in 
less than one week—in six days—he could not for a mo- 
ment bring his mind intelligently to bear upon it. The old 
stage driver may have grown something like his own horses 
through his long sojourn in their company, and his intelli- 
gence, like theirs, been given to only the halts and gaits of 
its first breaking. 

For a second he had a bewildered feeling that time had 
flown fast, that a week was a year. Everybody in the vil- 
lage had said the travelers would not return for a year. He 
hoisted the ancient paper-lined trunk into his stage, then a 
fine new one, nailed and clamped with shining brass, then 
a number of packages, all the time with puzzled eyes askant 
upon Narcissa and her mother. He would scarcely have 
known them, as far as their dress was concerned. Mrs. 
Stone wore a fine black satin gown; her perturbed old face 
looked out of luxurious environments of fur and lace and 
rich black plumage. As for Narcissa, she was almost regal. 
The old stage driver backed and ducked awkwardly, as if 
she were a stranger, when she approached. Her fine skirts 
flared imposingly and rustled with unseen silk; her slender 
shoulders were made shapely by the graceful spread of rich 
fur; her red hair shone under a hat fit for a princess, and 
there was about her a faint perfume of violets which made 
the stage driver gaze confusedly at the snowy ground under 
the trees when they had started on the homeward road. 
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“Seems as if I smelt posies, but I know there ain’t none 
hereabouts this time of year,” he remarked, finally, in a tone 
of mild ingratiation, as if more to himself than to his pas- 
sengers. 

“It’s some perfumery Narcissa’s got on her pocket hand- 
kerchief that she bought in New York,” said Mrs. Stone, 
with a sort of sad pride. She looked worn and bewildered, 
ready to weep at the sight of familiar things, and yet dis- 
tinctly superior to all such weakness. As for Narcissa, she 
looked like a child thrilled with scared triumph at getting 
its own way, who rejoices even in the midst of correction 
at its own assertion of freedom. 

“That so?” said the stage driver, admiringly. Then he 
added, doubtfully, bringing one white-browed eye to bear 
over his shoulder, “Didn’t stay quite so long as you calcu- 
lated on?” 

“No, we didn’t,” replied Narcissa, calmly. She nudged 
her mother with a stealthy, firm elbow, and her mother 
understood well that she was to maintain silence. 

“I ain’t going to tell a living soul about it but William 
Crane; I owe it to him,” Narcissa had said to her mother 
before they started on their homeward journey. “The 
other folks shan’t know. ‘They can guess and surmise all 
they want to, but they shan’t know. I shan’t tell; and 
William, he’s as close-mouthed as a rock; and as for you, 
mother, you always did know enough to hold your tongue 
when you made up your mind to it.” 

Mrs. Stone had compressed her mouth until it looked 
like her daughter’s. She nodded. “Yes,” said she; “I know 
some things that I ain’t never told you, Narcissa.” 

The stage passed William Crane’s house. He was shuf- 
fling around to the side door from the barn, with a milk 
pail in each hand, when they reached it. 

“Stop a minute,” Narcissa said to the driver. She beck- 
oned to William, who stared, standing stockstill, holding 
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his pails. Narcissa beckoned again imperatively. Then 
William set the pails down on the snowy ground and came 
to the fence. He looked over it, quite pale, and gaping. 

“We've got home,” said Narcissa. 

William nodded; he could not speak. 

“Come over by-and-by,” said Narcissa. 

William nodded. 

“I’m ready to go now,” Narcissa said to the stage driver. 
“That's all.” 

That evening, when William Crane reached his sweet- 
heart’s house, a bright light shone on the road from the 
parlor windows. Narcissa opened the door. He stared at 
her open-mouthed. She wore a gown the like of which he 
had never seen before—soft lengths of blue silk and lace 
trailed about her; blue ribbons fluttered. 

“How do you do?” said she. 

William nodded solemnly. 

“Come in.” 

William followed her into the parlor, with a wary eye 
upon his feet, lest they trample her trailing draperies. Nar- 
cissa settled gracefully into the rocking chair; William sat 
opposite and looked at her. Narcissa was a little pale, 
still her face wore that look of insistent triumph. 

“Home quicker’n you expected,” William said, at length. 

“Yes,” said Narcissa. There was a wonderful twist on 
her red hair, and she wore a high shell comb. William’s 
dazzled eyes noted something sparkling in the laces at her 
throat; she moved her hand, and something on that flashed 
like a point of white flame. William remembered vaguely 
how, often in the summertime when he had opened his house 
door in the sunny morning, the dewdrops on the grass had 
flashed in his eyes. He had never seen diamonds. 

“What started you home so much sooner than you ex- 
pected?” he asked, after a little. 

“I spent—all the money—” 
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“All—that money.” 

“Ves,” 

“Fifteen hundred dollars in less’n a week?” 

“I spent more’n that.” 

“More’n that?” William could scarcely bring out the 
words. He was very white. 

“Yes,” said Narcissa. She was paler than when he had 
entered, but she spoke quite decidedly. “I’m going to tell 
you all about it, William. I ain’t going to make a long 
story of it. If after you’ve heard it you think you’d rather 
not marry me, I shan’t blame you. I shan’t have anything 
to say against it. I’m going to tell you just what I’ve 
been doing; then you can make up your mind. 

“Today’s ‘Tuesday, and we went away last Thursday. 
We’ve been gone just six days. Mother an’ me got to 
New York Thursday night, an’ when we got out of the cars 
the men come round hollering this hotel an’ that hotel. I 
picked out a man that looked as if he didn’t drink and would 
drive straight, an’ he took us to an elegant carriage, an’ 
mother an’ me got in. Then we waited till he got the trunk 
an’ put it up on the seat with him where he drove. Mother, 
she hollered to him not to let it fall off. 

“We went to a beautiful hotel. There was a parlor with 
a red velvet carpet and red stuffed furniture, and a green 
sitting room and a blue one. The ceilin’ had pictures on it. 
There was a handsome young gentleman downstairs at a 
counter in the room where we went first, and mother asked 
him, before I could stop her, if the folks in the hotel was 
all honest. She’d been worrying all the way for fear some- 
body’d steal the money. 

“The gentleman said—he was real polite—if we had any 
money or valuables, we had better leave them with him, and 
he would put them in the safe. So we did. Then a young 
man with brass buttons on his coat took us to the elevator 
and showed us our rooms. We had a parlor with a velvet 
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carpet an’ stuffed furniture and a gilt clock on the mantel 
shelf, two bedrooms, and a bathroom. There ain’t anything 
in town equal to it. Lawyer Maxham ain’t got anything 
to come up to it. The young man offered to untie the rope 
on the trunk, so I let him. He seemed real kind about it. 

“Soon’s the young man went I says to mother, ‘We ain’t 
going down to get any tea tonight.’ 

"Why not?’ says she. 

“<I ain’t going down a step in this old dress,’ says I, ‘an’ 
you ain’t going in yours.’ 

“Mother didn’t like it very well. She said she was faint 
to her stomach, and wanted some tea, but I made her eat 
some gingerbread we’d brought from home, an’ get along. 
The young man with the brass buttons come again after a 
while an’ asked if there was anything we wanted, but I 
thanked him an’ told him there wasn’t. 

“I would have asked him to bring up mother some tea 
and a hot biscuit, but I didn’t know but what it would put 
”em out; it was after seven o’clock then. So we got along 
till morning. 

“The next morning mother an’ me went out real early, 
an’ went into a bakery an’ bought some cookies. We ate 
em as we went down the street, just to stay our stomachs; 
then we went to buying. Id taken some of the money in 
my purse, an’ I got mother an’ me, first of all, two hand- 
some black silk dresses, and we put ’em on as soon as we 
got back to the hotel, and went down to breakfast. 

“You never see anythin’ like the dining room, and the 
kinds of things to eat. We couldn’t begin to eat ’em all. 
There were men standin’ behind our chairs to wait on us 
all the time. 

“Right after breakfast mother an’ me put our rooms to 
rights; then we went out again and bought things at the 
stores, Everybody was buying Christmas presents, an’ the 
stores were all trimmed with evergreen—you never see 
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anything like it. Mother an’ me never had any Christmas 
presents, an’ I told her we’d begin, an’ buy ’em for each 
other. When the money I'd taken with us was gone, I 
sent things to the hotel for the gentleman at the counter 
to pay, the way he’d told me to. That day we bought our 
breastpins and this ring, an’ mother’s and my gold watches, 
an’—I got one for you, too, William. Don’t you say any- 
thing—it’s your Christmas present. That afternoon we 
went to Central Park, an’ that evenin’ we went to the thea- 
ter. The next day we went to the stores again, an’ I bought 
mother a black satin dress, and me a green one. I got this 
I’ve got on, too. It’s what they call a tea gown. I always 
wore it to tea in the hotel after I got it. I got a hat, too, 
an’ mother a bonnet; an’ I got a fur cape, and mother a 
cloak with fur on the neck an’ all around it. That evening 
mother an’ me went to the opera; we sat in something they 
call a box. I wore my new green silk and breastpin, an’ 
mother wore her black satin. We both of us took our bon- 
nets off. The music was splendid; but I wouldn’t have 
young folks go to it much. 

“The next day was Sunday. Mother an’ me went to 
meeting in a splendid church, and wore our new black silks. 
They gave us seats way up in front, an’ there was a real 
good sermon, though mother thought it wa’n’t very prac- 
tical, an’ folks got up an’ sat down more’n we do. Mother 
an’ me set still, for fear we’d get up an’ down in the wrong 
place. That evening we went to a sacred concert. Every- 
where we went we rode in a carriage. They invited us-to 
at the hotel, an’ I s’posed it was free, but it wa’n’t, I found 
out afterward. 

“The next day was Monday—that’s yesterday, Mother 

an’ me went out to the stores again. I bought a silk bed 
quilt, an’ some handsome vases, an’ some green-an™gilt 
teacups setting in a tray to match. I’ve got ?em home with- 
out breaking. We got some silk stockings, too, an’ some 
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shoes, an’ some gold-bowed spectacles for mother, an’ two 
more silk dresses, an’ mother a real Cashmere shawl. Then 
we went to see some waxworks, and the pictures and cu- 
riosities in the Art Museum; then in the afternoon we went 
to ride again, and we were goin’ to the theater in the eve- 
ning; but the gentleman at the counter called out to me 
when I was going past an’ said he wanted to speak to me a 
minute. 

“Then I found out we’d spent all that fifteen hundred 
dollars, an’ more, too. We owed ’em ’most ten dollars at 
the hotel; an’ that wa’n’t the worst of it—we didn’t have 
enough money to take us home. 

“Mother, she broke right down an’ cried, an’ said it was 
all we had in the world besides the farm, an’ it was poor 
father’s insurance money, an’ we couldn’t get home, an’ 
we'd have to go to prison. 

“Folks come crowding round, an’ I couldn’t stop her. I 
don’t know what I did do myself; I felt kind of dizzy, an’ 
things looked dark. A lady come an’ held a smelling bottle 
to my nose, an’ the gentleman at the counter sent a man 
with brass buttons for some wine. 

“After I felt better an’ could talk steady they questioned 
me up ses sharp, an’ I told ’em the whole story—about 
father an’ his rheumatism, an’ everything, just how I was 
situated, an’ I must say they treated us like Christian folks, 
though, after all, I don’t know as we were much beholden 
to °em.. We never begun to eat all there was on the list, 
an’ we were real careful of the furniture; we didn’t really 
get our money’s worth after all was said. But they said 
the rest of our bill to them was no matter, an’ they gave us 
our tickets to come home.” 

There was a pause.. William looked at Narcissa in her 
blue gown as if she were a riddle whose answer was lost 
in his memory. His honest eyes were fairly pitiful from 
excess of questioning. 
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“Well,” said Narcissa, “I’ve come back, an’ I’ve spent all 
that money. I’ve been wasteful an’ extravagant an’— 
There was a gentleman beautifully dressed who sat at our 
table, an’ he talked real pleasant about the weather, an’-— 
I got to thinking about him a little. Of course I didn’t like 
him as well as you, William, for what comes first comes last 
with all our folks, but somehow he seemed to be kind of a 
part of the good time. I shan’t never see him again, an’ 
all there was betwixt us was his saying twice it was a 
pleasant day, an’ once it was cold, an’ me saying yes; but 
I’m going to tell you the whole. I’ve been an’ wasted fif- 
teen hundred dollars; I’ve let my thoughts wander from 
you; an’ that ain’t all. Ive had a good time an’ I can’t 
say I ain’t. I’ve had one good time, an’—I ain’t sorry. 
You can—do just what you think best, William, an’-—I 
won’t blame you.” 

William Crane went over to the window. When he 
turned round and looked at Narcissa his eyes were full of 
tears and his wide mouth was trembling. “Do you think 
you can be contented to—stay on my side of the wall now, 
Narcissa?” he said, with a sweet and pathetic dignity. 

Narcissa in her blue robes went over to him and put, for 
the first time of her own accord, an arm around his faithful 
neck. “I wouldn’t go out again if the bars were down,” 
said she. 


pase tototatate is 
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Rosrnson Carnes pilgrimed along the country road be- 
tween Sanderson and Elmville. He wore a shabby clerical 
suit, and he carried a rusty black bag which might have 
contained sermons. It did actually hold one sermon, a fa- 
vorite which he had delivered many times in many pulpits, 
and in which he felt a certain covert pride of authorship. 

The bag contained, besides the sermon, two old shirts with 
frayed cuffs, three collars, one pocket handkerchief, a Bible, 
and a few ancient toilet articles. These were all his worldly 
goods, except the clothes he wore, and a matter of forty- 
odd cents in his old wallet. Robinson Carnes subsisted after 
a curious parasitical fashion. He traveled about the country 
with his rusty black bag, journeying from place to place— 
no matter what place, so long as it held an evangelical 
church. Straight to the parson of this church he went, 
stated his name and calling, produced certain vouchers in 
proof of the same, and inquired if he knew of any opening 
for a clergyman out of employment, if he had heard of any 
country pulpit in which an itinerant preacher might find 
humble harbor. He never obtained any permanent situa- 
tion; he sometimes supplied a pulpit for a day, or officiated 
at a funeral or wedding, but that was all. But he never 
failed to receive hospitality, some sufficient meals, and 
lodging for one night at least in the parsonage guest cham- 
ber. 

Although Carnes’s living was so precarious, he looked 
neither forlorn nor hungry. He had, in fact, had at noon 
an excellent dinner of roast beef at the home of the Pres- 

1 Copyright, 1902, 1903, 1904, by Harper & Brothers. 
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byterian minister in Sanderson. It was the day before 
Christmas, and a certain subtle stir of festive significance 
was in the very air. Every now and then a wagon laden, 
with young hemlocks and trailing with greens passed him.) 
The road was strewn with evergreen sprigs and stray 
branches, with an occasional jewellike sprinkle of holly ber- 
ries. Often he heard a silvery burst of laughter and chat- 
ter, and boys and girls appeared from a skirting wood with 
their arms laden with green vines and branches. He also 
met country carriages whose occupants had their laps heaped 
with parcels of Christmas presents. These last gave the 
tramp preacher a feeling of melancholy so intense that it 
amounted to pain. It was to him like the sight of a tavern 
to a drunkard when his pockets are empty and his thirst is 
great. It touched Robinson Carnes in his tenderest point. 

He had fallen a victim in early youth to a singular species 
of spiritual dissipation. Possessed by nature of a most 
unselfish love for his kind, and an involuntary generosity, 
this tendency, laudable in itself, had become in time like a 
flower run wild until it was a weed. His love of giving 
amounted to a pure and innocent but unruly passion. It 
had at one time assumed such proportions that it barely 
escaped being recognized as actual mania. As it was, peo- 
ple, even those who had benefited by his reckless generosity, 
spoke of him as a mild idiot. 

There had been a day of plenty with him, for he had 
fallen joint heir to a large and reasonably profitable New 
England farm anda small.sum in bank. The other heir 
was his younger brother. His brother had just married. 
Robinson told him to live on the farm and give him a small 
percentage of the profits yearly. When the crops failed 
_ through bad weather and mismanagement, he said easily, 
without the slightest sense of self-sacrifice, that the brother 
need not pay him the percentage that year. The brother 
did not pay it, as a matter of course, the next year, and 
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in fact never did. In three years the brother’s wife was 
ailing and the family increasing, and he was in debt for the 
taxes. Robinson paid them all, and he continued paying 
them as long as his money in the bank lasted. He wished 
his brother to keep his share intact on account of his fam- 
ily. Then he gave from his poor salary to everything and 
everybody. Then he was in debt for his board. He rented 
a small room, and lived, it was said, on oatmeal porridge 
until the debt was paid. 

Robinson Carnes had a fierce honesty. When he was in 
debt, he felt, for the first time in his life, disgraced, and 
like hiding his head. He often reflected with the greatest 
shame upon that period of his life when he had an impulse 
to go out of his way to avoid the woman whom he owed. 
He felt nothing like it, now, although to some his present 
mode of existence might savor of beggary. He considered 
that in some fashion he generally rendered an equivalent for 
the hospitality which kept the breath of life in him. Some- 
times the minister who entertained him was ailing, and 
he preached the sermon in his black bag in his stead. Some- 
times he did some copying for him; often he had toiled to 
good purpose at his woodpile or in his garden; he had even 
assisted the minister’s wife with her carpet beating in her 
spring cleaning. He had now nothing to be ashamed of, 
but he felt his very memory burn with shame when he re- 
membered that time of debt. That had been the end of 
his career as a regularly settled minister. People might 
have forgiven the debt, but they could not forgive nor over- 
look the fact that while in such dire straits he had given 
away the only decent coat which he owned to wear in the 
pulpit, and also that he had given away to a needy family, 
swarming with half-fed children, the cakes and pies with 
which some female members of his parish had presented 
him to alleviate his oatmeal diet. That last had in reality de- 
cided the matter. He was requested to resign. 
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So Robinson Carnes resigned his pastorate and had never 
been successful in obtaining another. He went out of the 
village on foot. He had given away every dollar of the 
last installment of his meager salary to a woman in sore 
straits. He had given away his trunk years ago to a young 
man about to be married and settle in the West. He re- 
gretted leaving his sermons behind because of the lack of a 
trunk. He stored them in a barrel in the garret of one of 
the deacons’ houses. He stowed away what he could of 
his poor little possessions in his black bag, feeling thankful 
that no one had seemed to need that also. Since he had 
given away his best coat, he had only his old one, which 
was very shabby. When he shook hands with his half- 
hearted friends at parting, he was careful not to raise his 
right arm too high, lest he reveal a sad rip in the underarm 
seam. Since, he had had several coats bestowed upon him 
by his clerical friends, when an old one was on the verge 
of total disruption, but the new coat was always at variance 
as to its right underarm seams. Robinson Carnes had 
thereby acquired such an exceedingly cautious habit of 
extending his right arm as to give rise to frequent inquiries 
whether he had put his shoulder out of joint or had rheu- 
matism. Now the ripped seam was concealed by an old 
but very respectable and warm overcoat which the Pres- 
byterian minister in Sanderson had bestowed upon him and 
which he had requited by an interpretation of the original 
Greek of one of the Gospels, which aided the minister ma- 
terially in the composition of his Christmas sermons. Carnes 
was an excellent Hebrew and Greek scholar, and his enter- 
tainer was rusty and had never been very proficient. Rob- 
inson had been in the theological seminary with this man, 
and had often come to his aid when there. Robinson had 
also set up the Christmas tree for the Sunday school in the 
church vestry. He was exceedingly skillful with his hands. 
The Christmas tree had awakened in him the old passion, 
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and his face saddened as he looked at the inviting spread 
of branches. 

“T wish I had something to hang on the tree for your 
children and the Sunday school,” he said, wistfully, to the 
minister; and the other man, who knew his history, re- 
ceived his speech in meaning silence. But when Carnes 
repeated his remark, being anxious that his poor little gift 
of a Christmas wish, which was all that he had to offer, 
might at least be accepted, the other replied, coldly, that 
one’s first duty was to oneself, and unjustified giving was 
pauperizing to the giver and the recipient. 

Then poor Robinson Carnes, abashed, for he understood 
the purpose of the speech, bade the minister good-by 
meekly and went his way. When he saw the other Christ- 
mas trees on the road to Elmville his wistful sadness be- 
came intensified. He felt the full bitterness of having abso- 
lutely nothing to give, of having even a kindly wish scorned 
when the wish was his last coin. He felt utterly bankrupt 
as to benefits toward his fellow creatures, that sorest bank- 
ruptcy for him who can understand it. 

Carnes had just watched a wagon loaded with Christmas 
greens pass slowly out of sight around a bend in the road, 
when he came unexpectedly upon a forlorn company. They 
were so forlorn, and so unusual in the heart of a prosper- 
ous State, that he could hardly believe his eyes at first. They 
seemed impossible. There were six of them in all: a man, 
two women—one young and one old—and three children, 
one a baby two years old, the others five and eight. The 
man stood bolt upright, staring straight ahead with blank 
eyes; the women were seated on the low stone wall which 
bordered the road. The younger, the mother, held the five- 
year-old child; the older, evidently the grandmother, held 
the youngest; the eldest—all were girls—sat apart, huddled 
upon herself, her small back hooped, hugging herself with 
her thin arms in an effort to keep warm. As Carnes drew 


THE LAST GIFT 107 


near she looked at him, and an impulse of flight was evi- 
dent in her eyes. The younger of the two women sur- 
veyed him with a sort of apathy which partook of anger. 
The youngest child, in the old woman’s lap, was wailing 
~ aloud. The grandmother did not try to hush it. Her face, 
full of a.dumb appeal to and questioning of something 
which Carnes felt dimly was beyond him, gazed over the 
small head in a soiled white hood which beat wrathfully 
against her withered bosom. The woman wore an old 
shawl which was warm; she kept a corner well wrapped 
about the crying child. The younger woman was very 
thinly clad. Her hat had a pathetic last summer’s rose in 
it. Now and then a long rigor of chill passed over her; at 
such times her meager body seemed to elongate; her arms 
held the little girl on her lap like two clamps. The man, 
standing still, with face turned toward the sky over the 
distant horizon line, gave a glance at Carnes with eyes 
which bore no curiosity or interest, but were simply indif- 
ferent. He looked away again, and Carnes felt that he was 
forgotten, while his shadow and the man’s still intermingled. 

Then Carnes broke the silence. He stepped in front 
of the man. “See here, friend,” he said, “what’s the mat- 
ter?” 

The man looked at him perforce. He was past words. 
He had come to that pass where speech as a means of ex- 
pression seemed superfluous. His look said as much to his 
questioner. “You ask me what is the matter?” the look 
said. “Are you blind?” But the question in the man’s 
dull eyes was not resentful. He was not one in whom 
misery arouses resentment against others or Providence. 
Fate seemed to have paralyzed him, as the clutch of a car- 
nivorous animal is said to paralyze a victim. 

“What is it?” Carnes inquired again. “What is the mat- 
ter?” 

Still the man did not answer, but the younger of the 
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two women did. She spoke with great force, but her lips 
were stiff and apparently not a muscle of her face moved, 
“Pll tell you what the matter is,” said she. “He’s good for 
nuthin’. He’s a no-account man. He ain’t fit to take care. 
of a family. That’s what’s the matter.” Then the other 
woman bore her testimony, which was horrible from its 
intensity and its triviality. It was the tragedy of a pin 
prick in a meager soul. 

“He’s left my hair sofy an’ my feather bed,” said she, 
in a high, shrill plaint. 

Then the forlorn male, badgered betwixt the two fe- 
males of his species, who were, as it often happens with 
birds, of a finer, fiercer sort than he, broke silence with a 
feeble note of expostulation. “Now don’t, mother,” said 
he. “You shall hev that sofy and that feather bed again,” 

The younger woman rose, setting the little girl on the 
frozen ground so hard that she began to cry. “Have ’em 
back? How is she goin’ to have ’em back?” she demanded. 
“There’s the haircloth sofy she earned and set her eyes 
by, and there’s the feather bed she’s always slept on, left 
over there in Sanderson, stored away in a dirty old barn. 
How’s she goin’ to ever git em again? What’s the poor old 
woman goin’ to sit on an’ sleep on?” 

“We'll go back an’ git ’em,” muttered the man. “Don’t, 
Emmy.” 

“Yes, I will!. I'll tell the truth, and I don’t care who 
knows it. You're a no-account man. How are we goin’ 
to git ’em back, I’d like to know? You hain’t a cent and 
you can’t get work. If I was a man, I’d git work if it 
killed me. How is your mother goin’ to git that sofy and 
feather bed again as long as she lives? And that ain’t all— 
there’s all my nice furniture that I worked for and earned 
before I was married; you didn’t earn none of it except 
jest that one bedstead and bureau that you bought. I 
earned all the other things workin’ in the shop myself, and 
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there they all be stored in that dirty old barn to be eaten 
up by rats and covered with dust.” 

“We will git °em back. Don’t, Emmy.” 

“How’ll we git ’em back? Yow’re a good-for-nuthin’ 
-man. You ain’t fit to support a family.” 

“He’s left my sofy an’ feather bed,” reiterated the old 
woman. 

The man looked helplessly from one to the other; then 
he cast a glance at Carnes—that look full of agony and 
appeal which one man gives another in such a crisis when 
he is set upon by those whom he cannot fight. 

Carnes, when he met his fellow man’s piteous look, felt 
at once an impulse of partisanship. He stepped close to 
him and laid a hand on the thin shoulder in the thin coat. 
“See here, friend,” he said, “tell me all about it”? The 
compassion in Carnes’s voice was a power in itself; he had, 
moreover, a great deal of the clergyman evident, as well in 
his manner as in the cut of his clothes. 

The man hesitated a moment, then he began, and the 
story of his woes flowed like a stream. It was a simple 
story enough. The man was evidently one of those who 
work well and faithfully while in harness, like a horse. 
Taken out, he was naked and helpless and ashamed, with- 
out spirit enough to leave his old hitching posts and beaten 
roads of life and gallop in new pastures unbridled. He 
became a poor nondescript, not knowing what he knew. 
The man, whose name was William Jarvis, had worked in 
a shoe factory ever since he was a boy. He had been an 
industrious and skilled workman, but had met with many 
vicissitudes. He had left a poor position for an exceed- 
ingly lucrative one in a large factory in Sanderson, and 
had moved there with his family. Then the factory had 
Been closed through the bankruptcy of the owner. Since 
then he had had a hard time. He had left his family in 
Sanderson in their little rented house, and he had been 
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about the country seeking in vain for employment. Then 
he had returned, to find that the old factory was to be re- 
opened in a month’s time, and then he could have a job; but 
every cent of his money was gone and he was in debt.: 
Not only Jarvis’s money was gone, but his credit. The 
tradesmen had learned to be wary about trusting the shift- 
ing factory population. tie 
~The rent was due on the house; Jarvis paid that and 
was literally penniless. He packed his humble furniture, 
and stored it in a neighbor’s barn, on condition that it 
should be taken for storage if he did not claim it within a 
year. 

Then he and his family set forth. It was the hopeless, 
senseless sort of exodus which might have been expected 
of people like these, who deal only with the present, being 
incapacitated, like some insects, from any but a limited 
vision in one direction. Carnes received a confused im- 
pression, from a confused statement of the man, that they 
had a hope of being able to reach a town in the northern 
part of the State, where the wife had some distant rela- 
tives, and the others of this poor clan might possibly come 
to their rescue. They had had a hope of friendly lifts in 
northward-journeying wagons. But there had been no 
lifts, and they had advanced only about five miles toward 
their forlorn Mecca on the day before Christmas. The 
children were unable to walk farther, and the parents were 
unable to carry them. The grandmother, too, was at the 
end of her strength. The weather was very cold, and snow 
threatened. They were none too warmly clad. They had 
only the small luggage which they could carry—an old 
valise and a bundle tied up in an old shawl. The middle 
child had an old doll that had lost one arm, her blond wig, 
and an eye, but was going on her travels in her best, faded 
pink muslin dress and a bit of blue sash. The child stood 
sobbing wearily, but she still held fast to the doll. The 
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eldest girl eyed her with tender solicitude. She had out- 
grown dolls. She got a dingy little handkerchief from 
her pocket and folded it cornerwise for a shawl; then she 
got down from the wall and pinned it closely around the 
~ doll. “There,” she said, “that is better.’ After that the 
children themselves felt warmer. 

Carnes saw everything—the people, the doll, their poor 
little possessions—and an agony of pity, which from the 
nature of the man and its futility became actual torture, 
seized him. He looked at the other man who had con- 
fided in him, at the women who now seemed to watch 
him with a lingering hope of assistance. He opened his 
mouth to speak, but he said nothing. What could he say? 

Then the man, William Jarvis, added something to this 
poor story. ‘Two weeks before he had slipped on the ice 
and injured his shoulder; he had strained it with moving, 
and it was causing him much distress. Indeed, his face, 
which was strained with pain as well as misery, bore wit- 
ness to the truth of that. 

The wife had eyed her husband with growing concen- 
tration during this last. When he had finished, her face 
brightened with tenderness; she made a sudden move for- 
ward and threw her arms around him and began to weep 
in a sort of rage of pity and love and remorse. “Poor 
Willy! Poor Willy!” she sobbed. “Here we’ve been abusin’ 
you when you’ve worked like a dog with your shoulder 
’most killin’ you. You’ve always done the best you could. 
I don’t care who says you haven’t. I’d like to hear any- 
body say you haven’t. I guess they wouldn’t darse say it 
twice to me.” She turned on the old woman with unrea- 
soning fury. “Hold your tongue about your old haircloth 
sofy an’ your feather bed, grandma!” said she. “Ain’t he 
your own son? I guess you won’t die if you lose your old 
haircloth sofy an’ your feather bed! The stuffin’s all comin’ 
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out of your old sofy, anyhow! You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, grandma! Ain’t he your own son?” 

“I guess he was my son afore he was your husband,” 
returned the old woman, with spirit. “I ain’t pesterin’: 
of him any more’n you be, Emmy Jarvis.” With that she 
began to weep shrilly like a child, leaning her face against 
the head of the crying child in her lap. The little girl 
with the doll set up a fresh pipe of woe; the doll slipped to 
the ground. The elder sister got down from the stone wall 
and gathered it up and fondled it. “You’ve dropped poor 
Angelina and hurt her, Nannie,” said she, reproachfully. 

“Poor Willy!” again sobbed his wife. “You’ve been 
treated like a dog by them you had a right to expect some- 
thing better of, an’ I don’t care if I do say so.” 

Again the man’s eyes, overlooking his wife’s head, sought 
the other man’s for an understanding of this peculiar mas- 
culine distress. 

Carnes returned the look with such utter comprehension 
and perfect compassion as would have lifted the other’s 
burden for all time could it have taken practical form. In 
reality, Carnes, at this juncture, suffered more than the 
man. Here was a whole family penniless, suffering. Here 
was a man with the impulse of a thousand Samaritans to 
bring succor, but positively helpless to lift a finger toward 
any alleviation of their misery. It ‘became evident to 
him in a flash what the outside view of the situation would 
be: that the only course for a man of ordinary sense and 
reason was to return to Sanderson and notify the authori- 
ties of this suicidal venture; that it was his duty for the 
sake of the helpless children to have them cared for by 
force, if there was no other way. But still, this course he 
could not bring himself to follow. It seemed an infringe- 
ment upon all the poor souls had left in the world—their 
individual freedom. He could not do it, and yet what 
else was there to do? He thought of his forty cents, his 
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only available asset against this heavy arrear of pity and 
generosity, with fury, At that moment the philanthropist 
without resources, the Samaritan without his flask of oil, 
was fairly dangerous to himself from this terrible blocking 
‘of almost abnormal impulses for good. It seemed to him 
that he must die or go mad if he could not do something 
for these people. He cast about his eyes, like a drowning 
man, and he saw in a field on the left, quite a distance 
away, a small house; only its chimneys were visible above 
a gentle slope. A thought struck him. “Wait a moment,” 
he ordered, and leaped the stone wall and ran across the 
field, crunching the frozen herbage until his footsteps 
echoed loudly. The forlorn family watched him. It was 
only a short time before he returned. He caught up the 
second little girl from the ground. “Come!” cried Carnes 
in an excited voice. “Come! Nobody lives in that house 
over there! I can get in! There is a shed with hay in it! 
There’s a fireplace! There’s plenty of wood to pick up in 
the grove behind it! Come!” 

His tone was wild with elation. Here was something 
which could be done. It was small, but something. The 
others were moved by his enthusiasm. Their faces light- 
ened. The father caught the youngest child from the 
grandmother; the mother took the eldest by the hand. 
They all started, the old grandmother outracing them with 
a quick, short-stepped toddle like a child. “See your mother 
go,” said the wife, and she fairly laughed. In fact, the 
old woman was almost at her last gasp, and it was an 
extreme effort of nature, a final spurt of nerve and will. 

The house was a substantial cottage, in fair repair. The 
door at the back was unlocked. Carnes threw it open and 
ushered in the people as if they had been his guests. A 
frightful chill struck them as they entered. It was much 
colder than outside, with a concentration of chill which 
overwhelmed like an actual presence of wintry death. The 
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children, all except the eldest girl, who hugged the doll 
tightly, and whispered to her not to mind, it would be 
warm pretty soon, began to cry again. This was a new 
deprivation added to the old. They had expected some- 
thing from the stranger, and he had betrayed them. The 
grandmother leaned exhausted against the wall; her lips 
moved, but nothing could be heard. The wife caught up 
the youngest crying child and shook her. 

“Be still, will you?” she said, in a furious voice. “We’ve 
got enough to put up with without your bawling.” Then 
she kissed and fondled it, and her own tears dropped fast 
on its wet face. 

But not one whit of Carnes’s enthusiasm abated. He 
beckoned the man, who sprang to his bidding. ‘They 
brought wood from the grove behind the house. Carnes 
built a fire on the old hearth, and he found some old boxes 
in the little barn. He rigged up some seats with boards, 
and barrels for backs; he spread hay on the boards for 
cushions. The warmth and light of the fire filled the room. 
All of a sudden it was furnished and inhabited. Their 
faces began to relax and lighten. The awful blue tints of 
cold gave place to soft rose and white. The children began 
to laugh. 

“What did I tell you?” the eldest girl asked the doll, 
and she danced it before the ruddy glow. The wife bade 
her husband sit with his lame shoulder next the fire. The 
youngest child climbed into her grandmother’s lap again, 
and sat with her thumb in her mouth surveying the fire. 
She was hungry, but she sucked her own thumb, and she 
was warm. The old woman nodded peacefully. She had 
taken off her bonnet, and her white head gleamed with a 
rosy tint in the firelight. 

Carnes was radiant for a few minutes. He stood sur- 
veying the transformation he had wrought. “Well, now, 


this is better,” he said, and he laughed like a child. Then 
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suddenly his face fell again. This was not a solution of 
the problem. He had simply stated it. There was no 
food; there was no permanent shelter. Then the second 
little girl, who was the most delicate and nervous of them all, 
began to cry again. “I want somefin to eat,” she wailed. 
Her father, who had been watching them with as much 
delight as Carnes, also experienced a revulsion. Again he 
looked at Carnes. 

“Yes,” said the wife in a bitter tone, “here is a fire and 
a roof over us, but we may get turned out any minute if 
anybody sees the smoke comin’ out of the chimney; and 
there’s nothing to eat.” 

The eldest little girl’s lip quivered. She hugged the doll 
more closely. 

“Don’t cry, and you shall have a piece of cake pretty 
soon,” she whispered. ‘The man continued to look at 
Carnes, who suddenly stood straight and threw up his head 
with a resolute look. “I’m going, but I will come back very 
soon,” said he, “and then we'll have supper. Don’t worry. 
Put enough wood on the fire to keep warm.” Then he 
went out. 

He hurried across the field to the road under the lower- 
ing quiet of the gray sky. His resolve was stanch, but 
his heart failed him. Again the agony of balked compas- 
sion was over him. He looked ahead over the reach of 
frozen highway without a traveler in sight, he looked up 
at the awful winter sky threatening with storm, and he was 
in a mood of blasphemy. There was that misery; there 
was he with the willingness to relieve, and—forty cents. It 
was a time when money reached a value beyond itself, 
when it represented the treasure of heaven. This poor forty 
cents would buy bread, at least, and a little milk. It would 
keep them alive a few hours, but that was only a part of 
the difficulty solved. The cold was intense, and they were 
not adequately protected against it. There were an old 
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woman and three children. He was giving them only the 
most ephemeral aid, and what would come next? 

Carnes, standing there in the road all alone, mechan- 
ically thrust his hand in his pocket for the feel of his forty 
cents; but instead of putting his hand in his own coat 
pocket, he thrust it in the pocket of the overcoat which the 
minister in Sanderson had given him. He pulled out, in- 
stead of his own poor old wallet, a prosperous portly one 
of black sealskin. He did not at first realize what it meant. 
He stood staring vacuously. Then he knew. The min- 
ister in Sanderson had left his own wallet in the overcoat 
pocket. ‘The coat was one which he had been wearing 
until his new one had come from the tailor’s the day before. 

Carnes stood gazing at this pocketbook; then he slowly, 
with shaking fingers, opened it. There were papers, which 
he saw at a glance were valuable, and there was a large 
roll of bills. Carnes began counting them slowly. He sat 
down on the stone wall the while. His legs trembled so 
that he could scarcely stand. There was over two hundred 
dollars in bills in the wallet. Carnes sat awhile regarding 
the bills. A strange expression was coming over his gentle, 
scholarly, somewhat weak face—an expression evil and 
unworthy in its original meaning, but, as it were, glorified 
by the motive which actuated it. The man’s face became 
full of a most angelic greed of money.. He was thinking 
what he could do with only a hundred dollars of that other 
man’s money. He knew with no hesitation that he would 
run to Elmville, hire a carriage, take the distressed family 
back to Sanderson to their old house, pay the rent a month 
in advance, pay their debts, get the stored furniture, help 
them set it up, give them money to buy fuel and provisions 
for the month before the factory opened. A hundred dol- 
lars of that money in his hand, which did not belong to 
him, meant respite for distress, which would be like a taste 
of heaven; it meant perhaps life instead of death; it meant 
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perhaps more than earthly life, perhaps spiritual life, to 
save this family from the awful test of despair. 

Carnes separated a hundred dollars from the rest. He 
put it in his own old wallet. He replaced the remainder 
in the minister’s, and he went on to Elmville. 


It was ten o’clock on Christmas Eve before Robinson 
Carnes, having left the Jarvis family reinstated in their 
old home, warmed and fed, and happier perhaps than they 
had ever been or perhaps ever would be, went to the vestry 
blazing with light in which the Christmas tree was being 
held. He stood in the door and saw the minister, portly 
and smiling, seated well forward. As he watched, the 
minister’s name was called, and he received a package. The 
minister was a man with a wealthy parish; he had, more- 
over, money of his own, and not a large reputation for 
giving. Carnes reflected upon this as he stood there. It 
seemed to him that with such a man his chances of mercy 
were small. He had his mind steeled for the worst. He 
considered, as he stood there, his every good chance of 
arraignment, of imprisonment. “It may mean State prison 
for me,” he thought. Then a wave of happiness came over 
him. “Anyway,” he told himself, “they have the money.” 
He did not conceive the possibility of the minister taking 
away the money from that poverty and distress; that was 
past his imagination. “They have the money,” he kept 
repeating. It also occurred to him, for he was strong in 
the doctrines of his church creed, that he had possibly 
incurred a heavier than earthly justice for his deed; and then 
he told himself again, “Well, they have it.” 

A mental picture of the family in warmth and comfort 
in their home came before him, and while he reflected upon 
theft and its penalty, he smiled like an angel. Presently 
he called a little boy near by and sent him to the minister. 

“Ask Mr. Abbot if he will please see Mr. Carnes a 
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moment,” he said. “Say he has something important to 
tell him.” 

Soon the boy returned, and his manner unconsciously 
aped Mr. Abbot. 

“Mr. Abbot says he is sorry, but he cannot leave just 
now,” he said. It was evident that the minister wished to 
shake off the mendicant of his holy profession. 

Carnes took the rebuff meekly, but he bade the boy wait 
a moment. He took a pencil from his pocket and wrote 
something on a scrap of paper. He wrote this: 

“I found this wallet in your pocket in the coat which 
you gave me. I have stolen one hundred dollars to re- 
lieve the necessities of a poor family. I await your pleasure, 
Robinson Carnes.” 

The boy passed up the aisle with the pocketbook and 
the note. Carnes, watching, saw a sudden convulsive mo- 
tion of the minister’s shoulders in his direction, but he did 
not turn his head. His name was called again for a present 
as the boy passed down the aisle, returning to Carnes. 

Again the boy unconsciously aped Mr. Abbot’s manner 
as he addressed Carnes. It was conclusive, coldly disap- 
proving, non-retaliative, dismissing. Carnes knew the min- 
ister, and he had no doubt. “Mr. Abbot says that he has 
no need to see you, that you can go when you wish,” said 
the boy. Carnes knew that he was quite free, that no 
penalty would attach to his theft. 

The snow had begun to fall as Robinson Carnes took 
his way out of Sanderson on the road to Elmville, but the 
earth had come into a sort of celestial atmosphere which 
obliterated the storm for human hearts. All around were 
innocent happiness and festivity, and the display of love 
by loving gifts. The poor minister was alone on a stormy 
road on Christmas Eve. He had no presentiment of any- 
thing bright in his future: he did not know that he was 
to find an asylum and a friend for life in the clergyman in 
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the town toward which his face was set. He traveled on, 
bending his shoulders before the sleety wind. His heart 
was heavier and heavier before the sense of his own guilt. 
He felt to the full that he had done a great wrong. He 
had stolen, and stolen from his benefactor. He had taken 
off the minister’s coat and laid it gently over the back of a 
settee in the vestry before he left, but that made no dif- 
ference. If only he had not stolen from the man who had 
given him his coat. And yet he always had, along with 
the remorse, that light of great joy which could not be 
wholly darkened by any thought of self, when he reflected 
upon the poor family who were happy. He thought that 
possibly the minister had in reality been glad, although 
he condemned him. He began to love him and thank him 
for his generosity. He pulled his thin coat closely around 
him and went on. He had given the last gift which he had 
to give—his own honesty. 


See eee res. 


VI. of NEW ENGLAND PROPHET! 


Ar half-past gix o’clock a little company of people passed 
down the village street in the direction of the Lennox farm- 
house. ; 

They passed in silence, stepping along the frozen ridges 
of the road. It was cold, but there was no snow. There 
was a young moon shining through thin white clouds like 
nebulz. 

Now and then, as the company went on, new recruits 
were gathered from the scattered houses. A man would 
emerge darkly from a creaking gate, with maybe a second 
and third dark figure following, with a flirt of feminine 
draperies. ‘“There’s Deacon Scranton,” or “There’s Thomas 
Jennings and his wife and Ellen,” the people would murmur 
to one another. 

Once a gleam of candlelight from an open door lay across 
the road in advance, and wavered into darkness with a 
slam of the door when the company drew near. Then a 
solitary woman came ponderously down the front walk, 
seeming to jar the frozen earth with the jolt of her great 
feminine bulk. “There’s Abby Mosely,” somebody mut- 
tered. Sometimes two young girls fluttered out of a door- 
yard, clinging together with nervous giggles and outcries, 
which were soon hushed. They moved along with the 
others, their little cold fingers clinging together with a rigid 
clutch. It was as if a strange, solemn atmosphere sur- 
rounded this group moving along the country road in the 
starlit night. Whoever came into their midst felt it, and 
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his emotions changed involuntarily as respiration changes 
on a mountaintop. 

When the party reached a windy hilltop in sight of the 
lighted windows of the Lennox house in the valley below, 
_ it numbered nearly twenty. Halfway down the hill some= 
body else joined them. He had been standing ahead of 
them, waiting in the long shadow of a poplar, and they 
had not discerned him until they were close to him. Then 
he stepped forward and the shadow of the tree was left 
motionless. The young girls half screamed, he appeared 
so suddenly, and their nerves were strained. The elders 
made a solemn hushed murmur of greeting. They knew 
as soon as he moved that he was Isaac Penfield. He had 
a martial carriage of his shoulders, he was a captain in the 
militia, and he wore an ash-colored cloak which distin- 
guished him. 

The young girls cast glances, bolder from the darkness, 
toward his stately ash-colored shoulders and the pale gleam 
of his face. Not one of them who had not her own lover 
but had her innocent secret dreams about this Isaac Pen- 
field. Now, had a light shone out suddenly in the dark- 
ness, their dreams would have shown in their faces. 

One slender girl slunk softly around in the rear dark- 
ness and crept so close to Isaac Penfield that his ash-col- 
ored cloak, swinging out in the wind, brushed her cheek. 
He did not notice her; indeed, after his first murmur of 
salutation, he did not speak to anyone. 

They all went in silence down the hill and flocked into 
the yard of the Lennox house. There was a red flicker 
of light in the kitchen windows from the great hearth fire, 
but a circle of dark heads and shoulders hid the fire itself 
from the newcomers. There were evidently a number of 
people inside. 

Deacon Scranton raised the knocker, and the door was 
opened immediately. Melissa Lennox stood there holding 
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a candle in a brass candlestick, with the soft light stream- 
ing up on her fair face. She looked through it with inno- 
cent, anxious blue eyes at the company. “Won’t you walk 
in?” she said, tremulously, and the people passed into the 
south entry, and through the door on the left into the 
great Lennox kitchen. Some dozen persons who had come 
from the other end of the village were already there. 

Isaac Penfield entered last. Melissa did not see him until 
he stepped suddenly within her radius of candlelight. Then 
she started, and bent her head before him, blushing. The. 
candle shook in her outstretched hand. 

Isaac Penfield took the candle without a word and set it 
on the stairs. Then he took Melissa’s slim right hand in 
his and stood a moment looking down at her bent head with 
its parted gloss of hair. His forehead was frowning, and 
yet he half smiled with tender triumph. 

“Come out in the front yard with me a moment,” he 
whispered. He pulled her with gentle force toward the 
door, and the girl yielded, after a faint murmur of ex- 
postulation. 

Out in the front yard Isaac Penfield folded a corner of 
his ash-colored cloak around Melissa’s slender shoulders. 

“Now I want you to tell me, Melissa,” he whispered. 
“You are not still carried away by all this?” He jerked 
his head toward the kitchen windows. 

Melissa trembled against the young man’s side under 
the folds of his cloak. 

“You are not, after all I said to you, Melissa?” 

She nodded against his breast, with a faint sob. 

“I hoped you would do as I asked you, and cut loose 
from this folly,” Isaac Penfield said, sternly. 

“Father—says—it’s true. Oh, I am afraid—I am afraid! 
My sins are so great, and I cannot hide from the exes of 
the Lord. _ I. am afraid!” 

Isaac Penfield tightened his clasp of the girl’s trembling 
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figure, and bent his head low down over hers. “Melissa 
dear, can’t you listen to me?” he whispered. 

Suddenly the kitchen door opened and a new light 
streamed across the entry. 

_ “Melissa, where be you?” called a woman’s voice, high 
pitched and melancholy. 

“There’s mother calling,’ Melissa said in a frightened 
whisper, and she broke away and ran into the house. 

Her mother stood in the kitchen door. ‘Where have 
you been?” she began. Then she stopped, and looked at 
Isaac Penfield with a half-shrinking, half-antagonistic. air. 
This stalwart young man, radiant with the knowledge of 
his own strength, represented to this delicate woman, who 
was held to the earth more by the tension of nerves than 
the weight of matter, the very pride of life, the material 
power which she was to fear and fight for herself and for 
her daughter. 

“I thought I would step into your meeting tonight, if I 
were permitted,” Isaac Penfield said. 

Mrs. Lennox looked at him with deep-blue eyes under 
high. thin temples. “All are permitted who listen to the 
truth with the right spirit,” said she, and turned shortly 
and glided into the kitchen. Melissa and Isaac followed. 

The company sat in wide semicircles, three deep, before 
the fire. In the open space between the first semicircle and 
the fire, his wide armchair on the bricks of the broad hearth, 
half facing the company, sat Solomon Lennox. Near him 
sat his deaf-and-dumb son Alonzo. He held up a large slate 
so the firelight fell upon it, and marked upon it with a grat- 
ing pencil. He screwed his face with every stroke, so it 
seemed that one watching attentively might discern the Bes 
ture itself from his changing features. 

Alonzo Lennox was fourteen years old, but he ioaked 
no more than ten, and he had been deaf and dumb from 
his birth. The firelight gave a reddish tinge to his silvery 
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blond hair, spreading out stiffly from the top of his head 
over his ears like the thatch of a hut. His delicate irregu- 
lar profile bent over the slate; now and then a spasm of 
silent merriment shook his narrow chest, and the surround-. 
ing people looked at him with awe, They regarded it as 
the mystic ecstasy of a seer. 

Melissa and her mother had slid softly through the semi- 
circles to the chairs they had left. Isaac Penfield stood 
on the outskirts, towering over all the people, refusing a 
seat which somebody offered him. He threw off his ash- 
colored cloak and held it on his arm. His costume of fine 
broadcloth and flowered satin and glittering buttons sur- 
passed any there, as did his face and his height and his 
carriage; and, more than all, he stood among the others 
raised upon a spiritual eminence, unseen, but none the less 
real, which his ancestors had reared for him before his 
birth. The Penfield name had been a great one in that 
vicinity for three generations. Once Penfields had owned 
the larger part of the township. Isaac’s father, and his 
grandfather before him, had been esquires, and held as 
nearly the position of lords of this little village as was pos- 
sible in New England. Now this young man was the last 
of his race, living, with his housekeeper and an old servant, 
in the Penfield homestead; and the village adulation which 
had been accorded to his ancestors was his also in a large 
measure. 

Tonight, as he entered, people glanced at him, away from 
Alonzo and his slate, but only for a moment. The matter 
under discussion that night was too solemn and terrible to 
be lost sight of long. 

In about ten minutes after Isaac Penfield entered, the 
boy gave a shout, grating and hideous, with a discord of 
human thoughts and senses in it. A shudder passed over 
the company like a wind. 

Alonzo Lennox sprang up and waved the slate, and his 
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father reached out for it. “Give it to me,” he demanded, 
sternly, as if the boy could hear. But Alonzo gave another 
shout, and leaped aside, and waved the slate out of his 
father’s reach. Then he danced lightly up and down on the 
' tips of his toes, shaking his head and flinging out fantastic 
heels. His shock of hair flew out wildly and looked like a 
luminous crown; the firelight struck his dilated eyes, and 
they gleamed red. 

The people watched him with sobbing breaths and pale 
faces, all except Isaac Penfield and one other. Isaac stood 
looking at him, with his mouth curling in a scornful smile. 
Solomon Lennox stood aside with a startled air; then he 
caught the boy firmly by the arm and grasped the slate. 

Alonzo grinned impishly in his father’s face; then he let 
go the slate and sank down on his stool in the chimney 
corner. There he sat submissive and inactive, except for 
the cunning, sharp flash of his blue eyes under his thatch of 
hair. 

Solomon Lennox held the slate to the light and looked at 
it, while the people waited breathless, their pale intent faces 
bent forward. Then he handed the slate, without a word, 
to the man at the end of the first semicircle, and it was cir- 
culated through the entire company. As one passed the 
slate to another a shuddering thrill like an electric shock 
seemed to be passed with it, and there was a faint murmur 
of horror. 

Isaac Penfield held the slate longest, and examined it 
closely. Drawn with a free hand, which certainly gave 
evidence of some inborn artistic skill aside from aught else, 
were great sweeping curves of wings upbearing an angel with 
a trumpet at his mouth. Under his feet were lashing 
tongues as of flames, with upturned faces of agony in the 
midst of them. And everywhere, between the wings and 
the angel and the flames and the faces, were, in groups of 
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five, those grotesque little symbols of the sun, a disk with 
human features therein, which one sees in the almanacs. 

After Isaac Penfield had finished looking at the mystic 
slate he passed it to Solomon Lennox’s elder brother, 
Simeon, who sat at his right. The old man’s hard shaven 
jaws widened in a sardonic grin; his small black eyes twin- 
kled derisively over the drawings. “Pretty pictures,” he 
said, half aloud. Then he passed the slate along with a 
contemptuous chuckle which was heard in the solemn still- 
ness all over the room. 

Solomon Lennox gave a furious glance in his brother’s di- 
rection. “This is no time nor season for scoffer!” cried he. 
And his voice seemed to shock the air like a musket shot. 

Simeon Lennox chuckled again. Solomon’s right hand 
clinched. He arose; then sat down again, with his mouth 
compressed. He sat still until the slate had gone its rounds 
and returned to the boy, who sat contemplating it with 
uncouth delight; then he stood up, and the words flowed 
from his mouth in torrents. Never at a loss for subject 
matter of speech was Solomon Lennox. By the fluency of 
his discourse he might well have been thought inspired. 
He spoke of visions of wings and holy candlesticks and 
beasts and cups of abomination as if he had with his own 
eyes seen them like the prophet of old. He expounded 
strange and subtle calculations and erratic interpretations 
of history as applied to revelation with a fervor which 
brought conviction to his audience. He caught the slate 
from his deaf-and-dumb son, and explained the weird char- 
acters thereon. The five suns were five days. Five times 
the sun should arise in the east, as it had done from the 
creation; then should the angel, upborne on those great 
white wings, sound his trumpet, and the flames burst forth 
from the lower pit, and those upturned faces in the midst 
of them gnash with despair. 

“Repent, for the day of the Lord is at hand!” shouted 
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Solomon Lennox at the close of his arguments, and his 
voice itself rang like a trumpet full of all intonations and 
reverberations, of awe and dread. “Repent, for the great 
and dreadful day of the Lord is at hand! Repent while 
_ there is yet time, while there is yet a foothold on the shore 
of the lake of at Repent! Repent! Prepare your ascen- 
sion robes! Renounce the world and all the lust and the 
vanity thereof! Repent, for the Day of Judgment is here! 
Soon shall ye choke with the smoke of the everlasting burn- 
ing, soon shall your eyes be scorched with the fiery scroll 
of the heavens, your ears be deafened with the blast of the 
trumpet of wrath, and the cry against you of your own 
sins!’ Repent! Repent! Repent!” 

Solomon Lennox’s slight figure writhed with his own emo- 
tion as with internal fire; the veins swelled out on his high 
bald forehead; his eyes pies with fanatical light. Aside 
from the startling nature of his discourse, he himself was 
a marvel and a terror to his neighbors. His complete devia- 
tion from a former line of life produced among them the 
horror of the supernatural. He affected them like his own 
ghost. He had always been a man of few and quiet words, 
who had never expressed his own emotions in public beyond 
an inaudible, muttered prayer’ at conference meeting, and 
now this flood of fiery eloquence from him seemed like a 
very convulsion of human nature. 

When a great physical malady is epidemic there are 
often isolated cases in remote localities whose connection 
with the main disturbance cannot be established. So in 
this little New England village, far from a railroad, scarcely 
reached by the news of the day, Solomon Lennox had de- 
veloped within himself, with seeming spontaneity, some of 
the startling tenets of Joseph Miller, and had established 
his own small circle of devoted disciples and followers. It 
was as if some germs of a great spiritual disturbance had 
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sought, through some unknown medium, this man’s mind 
as their best ripening place. 

After Solomon had arisen one night in conference meet- 
ing and poured forth his soul to his startled neighbors in’ 
a strain of fiery prophecy, Millerite publications had been 
sent for, and he had strengthened his own theories with 
those of the original leader, although in many respects his 
maintained a distinct variance. 

The effect of Solomon’s prophecies had been greatly 
enhanced by the drawings of his deaf-and-dumb son. 
Alonzo Lennox’s slate, covered with rude representations 
of beasts and trumpets and winged creatures—the weird 
symbolic figures of the prophet Daniel—had aroused a 
tumult of awe and terror in the village. And the more so 
because the boy had never learned the language of the deaf 
and dumb, and had no ordinary and comprehensible means 
of acquiring information upon such topics. 

Tonight, as his father spoke, he kept his blue eyes upon 
his face with such a keen look that it seemed almost im- 
possible that he did not hear and comprehend every word. 
Unbelievers in this new movement were divided between 
the opinion that Lonny Lennox had heard more than folks 
had given him credit for right along, and the one that he 
understood by some strange power which the loss of his 
other faculties had sharpened. 

“The boy has developed the sixth sense,” Isaac Penfield 
thought as he watched his intent face upturned toward his 
father’s; and he also thought impatiently that he should 
be cuffed and sent to bed for his uncanny sharpness. He 
grew more and more indignant as the time went on and the 
excitement deepened. He watched Melissa grow paler and 
paler and finally press her slender hands over her face and 
shake with sobs, and made a sudden motion as if he would 
go to her. Then he restrained himself and muttered some- 
thing between his teeth. 
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Old Simeon Lennox watched him curiously; then he hit 
him in the side with a sharp elbow. “Made up your mind 
to go up in our family chariot on the last day?” he whis- 
pered, with a hoarse whistle of breath in Isaac’s ear. Then 
he leaned back, with a long cackle of laughter in his throat, 
which was unheard in the din of his brother’s raging voice 
and the responsive groans and sobs. 

Isaac Penfield colored, and kept his eyes straight forward 
and his head up with a haughty air. Presently the old man 
nudged him again, with the sharpness of malice protected 
by helplessness. “Guess,” he whispered, craning up to the 
young man’s handsome, impatient face—“guess you ain’t 
much opinion of all this darned tomfoolery, neither.” 

Isaac shook his head fiercely. 

“Well,” said the old man, “let ’em go it,” and he cackled 
with laughter again. 

After Solomon Lennox had finished his fervid appeal, two 
or three offered prayers, and many testified and confessed 
sins and professed repentance and terror of the wrath to 
come, in hoarse, strained voices, half drowned by sobs and 
cries. 

It was nearly midnight before Solomon Lennox declared 
the meeting at a close, and recommended the brethren and 
sisters to repair to their homes, not to sleep, but to pray, 
and appointed another session for the next forenoon, for 
these meetings of terror-stricken and contrite souls were 
held three times a day—morning, afternoon, and evening. 
In those days the housewives’ kitchen tables were piled high 
with unwashed dishes; the hearths were unswept and the 
fires low; the pantry shelves were bare, and often the chil- 
dren went to bed with only the terrors of the judgment for 
sustenance. 

In those days the cattle grew lean and stood lowing pit- 
eously long after nightfall at the pasture bars. Even the 
horses turned in their stalls at every footfall and whinnied 
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for food. Men lost all thought for their earthly goods in 
“their fierce concern for their own souls. 

The people flocked out of Solomon Lennox’s kitchen, 
some with rapt eyes, some white-faced and trembling, hud- 
dling together as if with a forlorn hope that human com- 
panionship might avail somewhat even against divine judg- 
ment. ‘The deaf-and-dumb boy went sleepily out of the 
room and upstairs with his candle, leaving his slate on the 
hearthstone. Isaac Penfield stood a few minutes looking 
irresolutely at Melissa, who sat still with her hands pressed 
tightly over her face, as if she were weeping. Her mother 
stood near her, talking to Abby Mosely, who was Simeon 
Lennox’s housekeeper. The woman was fairly gasping with 
emotion; her broad shawled bosom heaved. 

“Repent!” cried Mrs. Lennox, loud, in her ears, like an 
echo of her husband. “Repent! There is yet time! There 
are five days before the heavens open! Repent!” Her 
nervous hands served to intensify her weak, straining voice. 
They pointed and threatened in the woman’s piteous, scared 
face. Isaac started to approach Melissa; then her mother 
half turned and seemed to shriek out her warning cry to- 
ward him, and he tossed his gray cloak over his shoulders, 
strode out of the room and out of the house. 

Old Simeon Lennox lingered behind the others. 

“Pm a-comin’ right along, Abby,” he called to his house- 
keeper when she started to leave the room. “If ye go to bed 
afore I come, mind ye put the cat out, so she won’t get 
afoul of that pig meat in the pantry.” Simeon spoke with 
cool disregard of the distressed sobs and moans with which 
the woman was making her exit. 

“D’ye hear what I say, Abby?” he called, sharply, when 
she did not reply. 

The housekeeper groaned a faint assent over her shoulder 
as she crossed the threshold. 

“Well, mind ye don’t forgit it,” said Simeon, “for I tell 
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ye what ’tis, if that cat does git afoul of that pig meat, 
there'll be a jedgment afore Thursday.” . 

The old man clamped leisurely across the room, drew an 
armchair close to the fire, and settled into it with a grunting 
yawn. 

“Fire feels good,” he remarked. His voice was thick, for 
he had tobacco in his mouth. 

“Woe be unto you, Simeon Lennox, if you can still think 
of the comfort of your poor body which will soon be ashes,” 
cried his sister-in-law. She waved before him like a pale 
flame; her white face seemed fairly luminous. 

Simeon shifted his tobacco into one cheek as he stared at 
her. “You’d better go to bed, Sophy Anne; you’re gittin’ 
highstericky,” said he, and chewed again. 

“Woe be unto you, for the bed you shall lie on, unless 
you repent, Simeon Lennox!” 

“Look at here, Sophy Anne,” said Simeon. “Ain’t you got 

“no mince pies in the house!” 

Mrs. Lennox looked at him, speechless, for a moment. 

“If you have,” Simeon went on, “I wish you’d give me a 
piece. I ain’t had no mince pie fit to eat I dun’no’ when. 
Abby Mosely wa’n’t never much of a cook, and sence she’s 
took to goin’ to your meeting here three times a day, it’s 
much as ever’s I get anything. It ain’t no more’n fair, 
Sophy Anne, that you should give me a piece of mince pie, 
if you’ve got any.” 

Mrs. Lennox broke in upon him with a cry which was 
almost a shriek: “I shall make no more pies in this world, 
Simeon Lennox. Woe be unto you! Woe be unto you if 
you think of such things in the face of death and eternal 
condemnation!” 

Solomon Lennox had followed the departing people into 
the yard. His exhorting voice could still be heard out there, 
for the doors were open. 

Simeon looked around and shivered. “If you ain’t got 
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no mince pie, I wish you’d shet that door, Sophy Anne,” 
he said. 

Sophia Anne Lennox stood looking at him for a minute. 
He chuckled in her face. She snatched a candle from the 
shelf and went out of the room with an air of desperation. 

Melissa rose up and crept after her, her face like a droop- 
ing white flower, gliding so closely in her mother’s wake 
that she seemed to have no individual motion of her own. 
Simeon looked hard at her as she went. 

“Sophy Anne is wiry,” he said, when his brother came 
in. “She’ll go it all right if the wires don’t snap, an’ I 
reckon they won’t; but you’d better look out for Melissy. 
She can’t stan’ such tearin’ work as this very long. She'll 
have a fever or somethin’.” 

“What matters that?” cried Solomon. “What matters 
any tribulation of the flesh when the end of all flesh is at 
hand?” His voice was hoarse with his long clamor. He 
leaned over and shook a nervous fist impressively before 
his brother’s face. 

Simeon chewed on, and looked at the fist without wink- 
ing. “You don’t mean to say, Solomon Lennox,” said he 
at length, “that you believe all this darned tomfoolery?” 

His brother looked at him with solemn wrath. 

“Do I believe revelation and the prophets?” he cried. 
“Woe be unto all scoffers, even though they be my own 
flesh and blood!” 

“Now, Solomon, I'll jest stump ye to point out any pas- 
sage in the Scripturs that says, up an’ down, square an’ 
fair, that the world’s comin’ to an end next Thursday. T’ll 
jest stump ye to do it.” 

“There are passages that point to the truth, and I have 
repeated them tonight,” replied Solomon, hotly. 

“Passages that ye’ve had to twist hind side foremost, an’ 
bottom side up, an’ add, an’ subtract, an’ divide, an’ mul- 
tiply, an’ hammer, an’ saw, an’ bile down, an’ take to a grist 
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mill, afore you got at the meanin’ you wanted,” returned 
his brother, contemptuously. “That ain’t the kind of pas- 
sage I’m after. There’s too much two-facedness an’ double- 
dealin’ about the Scripturs anyway, judgin’ by some of you 
folks. What I want is a square up-an’-down passage that 
Says, without no chance of its meanin’ anything else, ‘The 
world is comin’ to an end next week Thursday.’ I stump 
ye to show me sech a passage as that. Ye can’t do it!” 

The habits of a lifetime are strong even in strained and 
exalted states, acting like the lash of a familiar whip. Solo- 
mon Lennox was the younger brother; all his life he had 
borne a certain docility of attitude toward Simeon, which 
asserted itself now. 

The fervid orator stood for a moment silent before this 
sceptical, sneering elder brother. “I’d like to know how 
you account for Lonny’s drawin’s,” he said at length, in 
a tone which he might have used when bullied by Simeon in 
their boyhood. 

“Drawin’s,” drawled Simeon, and sarcasm itself seemed 
to hiss in the final s—“dr-r-awin’s! The little scamp is 
sharp as steel, an’ he’s watched an’ he’s eyed till he’s put 
two an’ two together. It’s easy enough to account for the 
drawin’s. The air here has been so thick lately with wings 
an’ wheels an’ horns an’ trumpets an’ everlastin’ fire that 
anybody that wa’n’t an idgit could breathe it in. An’ I miss 
my guess if his mother ain’t showed him the picturs in the 
big Bible more’n once when you’ve been talkin’, an’ pointed 
out the hearth fire an’ the candlesticks an’ the powderhorn. 
Sophy Anne’s sharp, an’ she’s done more to learn that boy 
than anybody knows of, though I’ve got my doubts now as to 
how straight he’s really got it in his mind. Lord! them 
drawin’s ain’t nothin’. Solomon Lennox, you can’t look me 
in the face an’ say that you actilly believe all this darned tom- 
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foolery ! 
Solomon for these few minutes had been on the old 
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level of a brotherly argument, but now he arose suddenly 
to his latter heights. 

“I believe that the end of the world is near, that the 
great and dreadful day of the Lord is at hand, accordin’ 
to prophecy and revelation,” he proclaimed, and his eyes 
shone under his high forehead as under a majestic dome of 
thought and inspiration. 

Simeon whistled. “Ye don’t, though. Look at here, 
Solomon; tell ye what I’ll do. I'll put ye to the test. Look 
at here, you say the world’s comin’ to an end next Thursday. 
Well, it stands to reason if it is, that you ain’t got no more 
need of temporal goods. S’pose—you give me a deed of this 
ere farm?” 

Solomon stared at his brother. 

Simeon shook his fist at him slowly. “Ye won’t do it,” 
he said, with a triumphant chuckle. 

“T will do it.” 

“Git Lawyer Bascombe to draw up the papers tomorrow!” 

“T will.” 

“Me to take possession by daylight next Friday mornin’, 
if the world don’t come to an end Thursday night?” 

“Yes,” replied Solomon, hurling the word at his brother 
like a stone. 

Simeon got up and buttoned his coat over his lean chest. 
“Well,” said he, “I’ve had pretty hard luck. I’ve lost three 
wives, and I’ve been burnt out twice, an’ the last house 
ain’t none too tight. Ill move right in here next Friday 
mornin’ at daylight. Mebbe I’ll get married again.” 

“Much good will the heaping up of barns an’ storehouses 
do when you hear the voice of the Lord saying, ‘Thou fool, 
this night shall thy soul be required of thee,’ ” returned his 
brother; but he spoke the fervid words with a certain feeble- 
ness. All his life since he was a boy had Solomon Lennox 
toiled and saved to own this noble farm. The bare imagina- 
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tion of giving it up to another cost him much, although 
he firmly believed that in a week’s space it would be only 
a modicum of the blackened ashes of a world. He stood 
_ the test of his faith, but he felt the scorch of sacrificial flame. 

“It ain’t me that’s the fool,” said Simeon, shrugging him- 
self into his greatcoat. “I ain’t goin’ to hang back with my 
soul when it’s required of me, but I ain’t goin’ to keep 
chuckin’ of it in the face of the Lord afore He’s ready for 
it, like some folks I know. Them’s the fools. When’ll you 
be down to Lawyer Bascombe’s tomorrow, Solomon, to deed 
away these barns an’ storehouses that you ain’t no more 
-use for?” 

“T’ll be down there at nine o’clock tomorrow mornin’.” 

“All right; you can count on me,” said Simeon. He went 
out, and Solomon bolted the door after him promptly. But 
he had no sooner returned to the kitchen than there came 
a sharp tap on the window, and there was Simeon’s hard 
leering old face pressed against the pane. “You’ll—have— 
to—fetch Sophy Anne down there tomorrow,” he called. 
“She’ll—have to sign that deed, too, or it won’t stan’.” 

“All right,” shouted Solomon, and the face at the window, 
with a parting nod, disappeared. 

Lawyer Bascombe’s office was in the center of the village, 
over the store. A steep flight of stairs at the right of the 
store led to it. Up these stairs, at nine o’clock the next 
morning, climbed Solomon Lennox and his wife Sophia 
Anne, with pale devoted faces, and signed away all their 
earthly goods as an evidence of their faith. 

In some way the matter had become known in the vil- 
lage. When Solomon and Sophia Anne came down the 
stairs there was quite a crowd before the door, standing 
back with awed curiosity to let them pass. Simeon Lennox 
did not leave at once after the signing of the deed. When 
he appeared in the doorway with a roll of paper in his hand 
the crowd had dispersed. 
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Without any doubt this act of Solomon Lennox and his 
wife materially strengthened their cause. When it became 
known that they had actually signed away their property 
in their confidence that days of property holding were over, 
even scoffers began to look serious. That evening the meet- 
ing at Solomon Lennox’s house numbered a third more than 
usual. The next evening it was doubled, and the best room 
as well as the kitchen was filled. Solomon stood at the 
foot of the stairs in the entry between the rooms and ex- 
horted, while the deaf-and-dumb boy’s slate circulated among 
the awe-stricken people. 

Isaac Penfield came to no more meetings, and he did not 
see Melissa again until Tuesday. Late Tuesday afternoon 
she went up to the village store with a basket of eggs. The 
days of barter were nearly over, as she had been taught to 
believe, but there was no molasses in the house, and the 
poor deaf-and-dumb boy was weeping for it with uncouth 
grief and could not be comforted by the prospect of eternal 
joys. When Melissa came out of the store with the bottle 
of molasses in her basket, Isaac Penfield’s bay mare and 
chaise were drawn up before the platform, and Isaac stood 
waiting. Melissa started and colored when she saw him. 

“Get in, please,” he said, motioning her toward the chaise. 

She looked at him falteringly. 

“Get in, please, Melissa. I want to speak to you.” 

The bay mare was restive, tossing her head and pawing 
with one delicate forefoot. Isaac could scarcely keep her 
quiet until Melissa got in. When he took the reins she 
gave a leap forward, and the chaise swung about with a 
lurch. Isaac threw himself back and held the reins taut; 
the mare flew down the road, pulling hard on her bit; the 
chaise rocked high on the frozen road. Melissa sat still, 
her delicate face retired within the dark depths of her silk 
hood. 


Isaac did not speak to her until they reached the foot of 
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a long hill. “I want to ask you something,” he said then, 
with a wary eye still on the straining shoulders of the mare. 
“I want to ask you again to give this up.” 

Melissa did not speak. 

“Won’t you promise me?” 

“I can’t,” she said, faintly. 

“You can if you will.” Suddenly Isaac leaned over her. 
“Won’t you promise me, Melissa?” 

She shrank away from him. “I—can’t. I believe father.” 

“Melissa, you don’t.” 

“I do,” said she, with a despairing sob. 

Isaac Penfield bent his face down close to hers. “Can’t 
you believe me as well as your father? Melissa, look at 
me.” 

Melissa bent her head down over her hands. 

“Look at me, Melissa.” 

She raised her head slowly as if there were a constraining 
hand under her chin, and her eyes met his. 

“Can’t you, Melissa?” 

Fair locks of hair fell over the girl’s gentle cheeks; her 
soft mouth quivered. It seemed as if her piteous blue eyes 
were upheld only by the look in the young man’s, and as if 
all the individual thought and purpose in her face and her 
whole soul were being overcast by his imperious will, but 
she shook her head. 

“Can’t you, Melissa?” 

She shook her head again. 

Isaac Penfield’s face turned white. He touched the whip 
to the mare and she gave a sharp bound forward. They 
had not much farther to go. Neither of them spoke again 
until Isaac assisted Melissa out of the chaise at her own 
gate. 

“Good-by,” he said, then, shortly. 

Melissa looked up at him and caught her breath. She 
could not speak. Isaac sprang into his chaise, and was out 


138 BEST STORIES OF MARY E. WILKINS 


of the yard with a sharp grate of wheels, and she went into 
the house. 

Her mother was setting chairs in order for the evening 
meeting. She looked up sharply as Melissa entered. 

“Who was that brought you home?” said she. 

“Isaac Penfield,” replied Melissa, turning her face from 
her mother’s eyes. 

“I hope you ain’t letting your thoughts dwell on anything 
of that kind now,” said her mother. 

“I met him as I was coming out of the store, and he 
asked me to ride. I shan’t ever see him again,” Melissa 
returned faintly. 

The deaf-and-dumb boy had been dozing with gaping 
mouth in his chimney corner. Now he waked and caught 
sight of his sister and the basket, and hastened to her with 
a cry of uncouth hunger and greediness. 

“In a minute, sonny,” Melissa said, in a sobbing voice. 
“Wait a minute.” She held the basket aloof while she re- 
moved her hood and shawl. 

“You may see him on his way to the outer darkness,” 
said her mother with solemn vindictiveness. 

“Mother, he has repented; he is a member of the church,” 
. Melissa cried out, with sudden sharpness. 

“Repentance avails nothing without faith,” returned her 
mother, setting down a chair so heavily that the deaf-and- 
dumb boy started at the concussion and looked about him 
wonderingly. 

“He has repented; he is a member of the church; he is 
safe,” Melissa cried again. 

“I tell you he is not,” said her mother. 

Melissa went into the pantry, with her brother at her 
elbow, and prepared for him a plate of bread and molasses. 
The tears fell over her cheeks, but Alonzo noticed nothing. 
His greedy eyes were fixed on the food. When it was ready 
for him he sat down on his stool in the chimney corner and 
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devoured it with loud smacks of his lips. That was all the 
evening meal prepared in the Lennox house that night. 
After the chairs were set in order for the meeting, Melissa 
and her mother sat down close to the fire and sewed on 
. some white stuff which flowed in voluminous folds over their 
knees to the floor. Solomon came in presently, and seated 
himself with the great Bible on his knees. He read silently, 
but now and then gesticulated fiercely, as if he read aloud. 

The meeting began at half-past six. About a quarter of 
an hour before, the outer door was heard opening, and 
there was a shuffling step and a clearing cough in the entry. 

“It’s your uncle Simeon,” whispered Mrs. Lennox to 
Melissa, and her mouth took on a severer tension. 

Solomon frowned over the Holy Writ on his knee. 

Simeon advanced into the room, his heavy boots clap- 
ping the floor with a dull clatter as of wood, dispelling the 
solemn stillness. His grinning old face, blue with the cold, 
was sunk in the collar of his greatcoat. He rubbed his hands 
together as he approached the fire. 

“Well, how are ye all?” he remarked, with a chuckle, as 
if there were a joke in the speech. 

Nobody replied. Simeon pulled a chair up close to the 
fire and sat down. 

“It’s *tarnal cold,” said he, leaning over and spreading 
out his old hands to the blaze. 

“The brands are all ready for the burning,” said his sister- 
in-law, in a hollow, trembling voice. She drew a long thread 
through the white stuff on her knee. 

Simeon turned suddenly and looked at her with a flash of 
small bright eyes. Then he laughed. “Lord bless ye, Sophy 
Anne, I forgot how ’tarnal hot you folks are calculatin’ to 
have it day after tomorrow,” said he. “Well, if you fail in 
your calculations, an’ the cold continues, I shall be mighty 
glad to come in here. My house is darned cold this weather, 
and Abby Mosely ain’t particular bout the doors; seems to 
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me sometimes as if I was settin’ in a hurricane the heft of 
the time, and as if my idees were gettin’ on aslant. Abby 
thinks she’s goin’ up Thursday, and I wish in thunder she 
would. I wouldn’t have her another day if she wa’n’t a lone 
woman and nowheres to go. She ain’t no kind of a cook. 
Look at here, Sophy Anne—” 

Mrs. Lennox sewed on with compressed lips. 

“Sophy Anne, look at here. You ain’t got no mince pies 
on hand now, have you!” 

SNosii:ain’t.” 

“Well, I didn’t much s’pose you’d made any, you’ve been 
so busy gettin’ ready to fly lately. Look at here, Sophy 
Anne, don’t you feel as if you could roll me out a few mince 
pies tomorrow, hey!” 

Mrs. Lennox looked at him. 

“TI dun’no’ when I’ve eat a decent mince pie,” pursued 
Simeon. “Abby Mosely keeps the Commandments, but 
she can’t make pies that’s fit to eat. I ain’t had a mince 
pie I could eat since my last wife died. I wish you’d con- 
trive an’ roll me out a few, Sophy Anne. Your mince 
pies used to go ahead of Maria’s; she always said they did. 
If the world don’t come to an end day after tomorrow, I’d 
take a sight of comfort with ’em, and I’ll be darned, if it 
does come to an end, if I don’t think I’ll have a chance 
to eat one or two of ’em before the fire got round to me. 
Can’t ye do it, Sophy Anne, nohow?” 

“Noy Loean’t.” 

“Can’t ye roll me out just half a dozen mince pies?” 

“T will never roll out a mince pie for you, Simeon Lennox,” 
said Sophia Anne, with icy fervor. 

“Ye never will?” 

“No, I never will.’ Sophia Anne’s stern eyes in their 
hollow blue orbits met his. 

Simeon chuckled; then he turned to his brother. “Well, 
Sol’mon, s’pose you’re flappin’ all ready to fly?” he said. 
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Solomon made no reply. He frowned over the great 
volume on his knees. The deaf-and-dumb boy had set his 
empty plate on the hearth and fallen asleep again, with his 
head tilted against the jamb. Melissa sewed, her pale face 
‘bent closely over her work. 

“Hear ye are goin’ to fly from Penfield’s hill?” said 
Simeon. 

Still Solomon said nothing. 

“Well, I s’pose that’s as good a place as any,” said 
Simeon, “though ’tain’t a very high hill. I should ’most think 
you’d want a higher hill than Penfield’s. I s’pose you'll be 
kind of unhandy with your wings at first, an’ start off some- 
thing like hens. But then I s’pose a few feet more or less 
won’t made no odds when they get fairly to workin’. I 
heard the women was makin’ flyin’ petticoats. Them what 
you're to work on, Sophy Anne, you and Melissy?” 

Sophia Anne gave one look at him, then she took a stitch. 

“Abby Mosely’s to work on one, I guess,” said Simeon. 
“She’s b’en a-settin’ in a heap of white cloth a-sewin’ for 
three days. I came in once, an’ she was tryin’ of it on, an’ 
she slipped out of it mighty sudden. All I’ve got to say is 
she’ll cut a queer figure flyin’. She’s pretty hefty. I miss 
my guess if she don’t find it a job to strike out at first. 
Now I should think you might take to flyin’ pretty natural, 
Sophy Anne.” 

Mrs. Lennox’s pale face was flushed with anger, but she 
sewed on steadily. 

“As for Melissy,” said Simeon, in his chuckling drawl, 
“I ruther guess she could fly without much practice, too. 
She’s built light; but it strikes me she’d better have a 
weddin’ gown than a flyin’ petticoat. Young Penfield goin’ 
to fly with you, Melissy:” 

Solomon Lennox closed the Bible with a great clap. “I'll 
have no more of this!” he said, with a shout of long-re- 
pressed fury. 
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“Now, Solomon, don’t ye get riled so near the end of 
the world,” drawled his brother, getting up slowly. “I’m 
goin’. I ain’t goin’ to be the means of makin’ you back- 
slide when ye’re so nigh the top of Zion’s Hill. I’m a-goin’ 
home. I don’t s’pose I shall get no supper on account of 
Abby’s hurryin’ up on her flyin’ petticoat. Sure you ain’t 
goin’ to make them mince pies for me, Sophy Anne?” 

“Yes, I be sure.” 

The brother-in-law thrust his sharp old face down close 
to Sophia Anne’s. “Sure?” he repeated. 

Sophia Anne started back and stared at him. There was 
something strange in his manner. 

The old man laughed and straightened himself. “Well, 
I’m a-goin’,” said he. “Good-by. Mebbe I shan’t see ye 
again before ye fly. Hope ye’ll ‘light easy. Good-by.” 

After Simeon had closed the door, he opened it again 
and thrust his sharp features through a narrow aperture. 
“Look at here, Solomon,” said he. “Mind ye leave the key 
in the door when ye go out to fly Thursday night. I want 
to come right in.” ‘Then Simeon shut the door again, but 
his malicious laugh could be plainly heard in the entry. 

He did not go straight home as he had said, but up the 
road to Lawyer Bascombe’s office. When he returned, the 
meeting in his brother’s house was in session and the win- 
dows were dark with heads against the red firelight. Old 
Simeon stared up at them, and laughed aloud to himself as 
he went by. “Sophy Anne won’t make me no mince pies. 
She’s sure on’t,” he said, and laughed again. 

The next day all the ordinary routine of life seemed at 
a standstill in the village. The storekeeper had become a 
convert; the store was closed, and the green inside shutters 
were fastened. Now and then a village loafer lounged dis- 
consolately up, shook the door on its rattling lock, stared at 
the shuttered windows, then lounged away, muttering. The 
summer resting place of his kind, the long, bewhittled wooden 
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bench on the store platform, could not be occupied that 
wintry day. The air was clear, and the dry pastures were 
white and stiff with the hoarfrost; the slants of the roofs 
glistened with it in the sun. The breaths of the people go- 
‘Ing to and from Solomon Lennox’s house were like white 
smoke. The meeting began at dawn. Children were dragged 
hither at their parents’ heels, cold and breakfastless. Not 
a meal was cooked that day in the houses of Solomon Len- 
nox’s followers. All the precious hours were spent in fast- 
ing and prayer. ‘Toward night the excitement deepened. 
There was present within the village a spiritual convulsion 
as real as any other convulsion of nature, and as truly al- 
though more subtly felt. Even they who had scoffed and 
laughed at this new movement from the first, and were 
now practically untouched by it, grew nervous and ill at 
ease toward night, as from the gathering of a storm. The 
air seemed charged with electricity generated by the touch 
of human thought and faith with the Unknown, The un- 
believers pressed their faces against the windowpanes, shad- 
ing their eyes from the light within as the dusk deepened, 
or stood out in their yards watching the sky, half fearful 
they should indeed see some sign or marvel therein. 

But the night came on and the stars shone out in their 
order as they had done from the first, and there was no 
sign but the old one of eternal love and beauty in the sky. 
The moon arose at nine o'clock, nearly at her full. That, 
from some interpretation of symbolical characters on the 
deaf-and-dumb boy’s slate, had been fixed upon as the hour 
of meeting upon Penfield’s hill. The solemn and dreadful 
moment which was to mark the climax of all creation was 
expected between that hour and dawn. 

At half-past eight white-robed figures began to move along 
the road. People peeped around their curtains to see them 
pass; now and then belated children ran shrieking with 
terror into the houses at sight of them. 
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Beside the road, close to the gate which led to the wide 
field at the foot of Penfield’s hill, under the shadow of a 
clump of hemlocks, Isaac Penfield had been waiting since 
quarter past eight o’clock. When the white company came 
in sight he drew farther back within the shadow, scanning 
the people eagerly as they passed. 

Solomon Lennox and Deacon Scranton let down the bars, 
and the people passed through silently, crowding one an- 
other whitely like a flock of sheep. Sophia Anne, the deaf- 
and-dumb boy holding fast to her hand, was among the first. 

Isaac had expected to see Melissa close to her mother; 
but she had become separated from her and came among 
the last. 

Her slender figure was hidden in her flowing white robes, 
but there was no mistaking her gentle faltering gait and 
the delicate bend of her fair uncovered head. 

Isaac stepped forward suddenly, threw his arms around 
Melissa, and drew her back with him within the shadow 
of the hemlocks. Nobody saw it but Abby Mosely, Simeon 
Lennox’s housekeeper, and she was too panic-stricken to 
heed it intelligently; she went panting on after the others 
in her voluminous white robe, and left Melissa alone with 
Isaac Penfield. 

Isaac pressed Melissa’s head close to his breast, leaned 
his face down to hers, and whispered long in her ear. She 
listened trembling and unresisting; then she broke away 
from him weakly. “I can’t, I can’t!” she moaned. But he 
caught her again, and whispered again with his lips close 
to her soft pale cheek, and frequent kisses between the 
words. 

“Come, now, sweetheart,” he said at length, and attempted 
to draw her with him into the road; but she pulled herself 
away from him again, and stood warding him off with her 
white-draped arms. 
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“I can’t, I can’t!” she moaned again. “I must go with 
father and mother.” 

“I tell you they are wrong. Can’t you believe me?” 

_ “T—must—go with them.” 

“No; come with me, Melissa.” 

Melissa, still with her arms raised against him, looked 
away over the meadow, full of moving white figures. The 
moon shone out over it, and it gleamed like a field of 
Paradise peopled with angels. Then she looked up in her 
lover’s face, and suddenly it was to her as if she saw therein 
the new earth of all her dreams. 

Solomon Lennox and his followers kept on to Penfield’s 
hill, which arose before them crowned with silver, and Isaac 
Penfield hastened down the road to the village, half carry- 
ing Melissa’s little white-clad figure, wrapped against the 
cold in his own gray cloak. 

Early the next morning a small company of pallid shiver- 
ing people crept through the village to their homes. Many 
had weakened and deserted long before dawn, chilled to their 
very thoughts and fancies by their long vigil on the hilltop. 
Young girls ran home, crying aloud like children, and men 
half dragged hysterical wives rigid with chills. Solomon 
Lennox and his wife remained until the dawn light shone; 
then he beckoned to her and the whimpering deaf-and-dumb 
boy, and led the way down the hill without a word. He 
never looked at the rest of the company, but they followed 
silently. 

The Penfield house was about a quarter of a mile from 
the pasture bars. When they reached it, Isaac stood wait- 
ing at the gate. He went up to Solomon, who was passing 
without a look, and touched his arm with an impatient yet 
respectful gesture. “You and Mrs. Lennox and Lonny had 
better come in here, I think,” he said. 

Solomon was moving on with dull obstinacy, but Isaac laid 
his hand on his arm. “I—think you have—forgotten,” he 
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said. “I am sorry, but—your brother Simeon has—taken 
possession of your house.” 

Solomon stared at him dully. He did not seem to com- 
prehend. Sophia Anne looked as blue and bloodless in her 
white robe as if she were dead. She had scarce more con- 
trol of her trembling tongue than if it were paralyzed, but 
her highly strung feminine nerves gave out vibrations still. 

“Has Simeon took possession?” she demanded, fiercely. 

Isaac Penfield nodded. “I think it would be pleasanter 
for you to come in here now,” he said. Then he hesitated 
and colored suddenly. “Your daughter is in here,” he 
added. 

Sophia Anne gave a keen glance at him. Then she turned 
in at the gate with a sharp twitch at the arm of the deaf- 
and-dumb boy, who was making strange cries and moans, 
like a distressed animal. “Come, father,” she called, im- 
patiently; and Solomon also entered the Penfield gate with 
a piteous, dazed air. 

In the great south room of the Penfield house were 
Melissa and Mrs. Martha Joyce, the housekeeper. Mrs. 
Joyce was mixing something in a steaming bowl; Melissa 
sat still, gazing at the fire. She was dressed in a blue satin 
gown and fine lace tucker, which had belonged to Isaac 
Penfield’s mother. Madam Penfield had been nearly Me- 
lissa’s size, and the gown fitted her slender figure daintily. She 
sat with her fair head bent, the color coming and going in 
her soft cheeks, as if from her own thoughts. Her little 
hands were folded in her blue satin lap, and on one finger 
gleamed a great pearl which Madam Penfield had used 
to wear. 

When the door opened and her parents entered, she half 
started up, with a great blush; then she sank back, trem- 
bling and pale. 

Isaac Penfield crossed over to her and laid his hand on 
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her shoulder. “She is my wife,” he said. “We were mar- 
ried last night.” 

Sophia Anne made a faint gesture, which might have ex- 
pressed anything. Solomon staggered to a chair without a 
look. In truth, when they entered the warm room, and 
the long strain of resistance against cold and fatigue ceased, 
exhaustion overcame them. Mrs. Joyce administered hot 
porridge and cordials, and Melissa knelt down in her blue 
satin and rubbed her mother’s benumbed hands. 

Solomon took whatever was offered him, meekly, like a 
child. His face was changed; the look which it had worn 
during the greater part of his life, the expression of him- 
self within his old worn channel, had returned. 

He was sitting by the fire, sipping cordial, when his 
brother Simeon came in; he had not even noticed the brazen 
clang of the knocker. 

Simeon came tiptoeing around in front of his brother, 
thrust down his face on a level with his, and peered at him 
with a sharp twinkle of black eyes. Then he looked at 
Sophia Anne and chuckled. “’Pears to me wings didn’t 
work very well,” said he. 

Simeon had a roll of paper in his hand. He went to the 
desk and spread it out ostentatiously. Then he began to 
read in a high, solemn voice, with an undertone of merri- 
ment in it. “Know all men by these presents,” began 
Simeon Lennox, and read straight through the deed, with 
all its strange legal formalities, by which his brother Solomon 
had conveyed his worldly goods to him. 

Sophia Anne writhed in her chair as Simeon read. She 
was on a rack of torture, and every new word was a turn 
of the screw. Solomon set his tumbler of cordial on the 
hearth, and rested his head on his hands. 

After Simeon had finished reading the deed, he paused 
for a moment. Sophia Anne gave a dry sob. 

Simeon cleared his throat, and continued: “The foregoing 
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I do hereby declare null and void, and I do hereby remise, 
release, sell, and forever quitclaim, for myself and my heirs, 
by these presents, the aforementioned premises, with all the 
privileges and appurtenances thereunto belonging, to the said 
Solomon Lennox, his heirs and assigns forever, in considera- 
tion that Sophia Anne, the wife of said Solomon Lennox, 
shall, during the term of her natural life, unless she be 
prevented by sickness from so doing, make, mix, season, 
and bake for me with her own hands, with her best skill, 
according to her own conscience, seven mince pies during 
every week of the year, with one extra for every Inde- 
pendence and Thanksgiving day, and that the said Sophia 
Anne, the wife of the said Solomon Lennox, shall hereunto 
set her hand and seal.” 

Simeon looked at Sophia Anne. She stared back at him, 
speechless. 

“Well, what ye goin’ to do about it, Sophy Anne?” said 
Simeon. 

Sophia Anne still looked at him as if he were a blank 
wall against which her very spirit had been brought to a 
standstill. 

“Goin’ to sign it, Sophy Anne?” 

Sophia Anne got up. Her knees trembled, but she mo- 
tioned back Isaac Penfield’s proffered arm. She went to 
the desk, sat down, took the quill, dipped it carefully in the 
inkstand, and shook it lest it blot. Her lean arm crooked 
as stiffly as a stick, her lips were a blue line, but she wrote 
her name with sharply rippling strokes, and laid the pen 
down. 

“Sure ye won’t make them mince pies, Sophy Anne?” said 
Simeon. . 

Sophia Anne made no reply. She put her elbow on the 
desk, and leaned her head on her hand. Simeon looked at 
her a moment, then he gave her a rough pat on her shoul- 
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der and turned and went to the window, and stood there, 
staring out. 

Melissa was weeping softly; Isaac stood beside her, 
smoothing her hair tenderly. The deaf-and-dumb boy’s fair 
head hung helplessly over his shoulder. He had fallen 
asleep with the tears on his cheeks. 

The morning sunlight shone broadly into the room over 
them all, but Solomon Lennox did not seem to heed that 
or anything that was around him, sitting sadly within him- 
self: a prophet brooding over the ashes of his own prophetic 
fire. 


VIL. of VILLAGE SINGER} 


Tue trees were in full leaf, a heavy south wind was blow- 
ing, and there was a loud murmur among the new leaves. ~ 
The people noticed it, for it was the first time that year that 
the trees had so murmured in the wind. The spring had 
come with a rush during the last few days. 

The murmur of the trees sounded loud in the village 
church, where the people sat waiting for the service to be- 
gin. The windows were open; it was a very warm Sunday 
for May. 

The church was already filled with this soft sylvan music 
—the tender harmony of the leaves and the south wind, and 
the sweet, desultory whistles of birds—when the choir arose 
and began to sing. 

In the center of the row of women singers stood Alma 
Way. All the-people stared at her, and turned their ears 
critically. She was the new leading soprano. Candace 
Whitcomb, the old one, who had sung in the choir for forty 
years, had lately been given her dismissal. The audience 
considered that her voice had grown too cracked and un- 
certain on the upper notes. There had been much com- 
plaint, and after long deliberation the church officers had 
made known their decision as mildly as possible to the old 
singer. She had sung for the last time the Sunday before, 
and Alma Way had been engaged to take her place. With 
the exception of the organist, the leading soprano was the 
only paid musician in the large choir. The salary was very 
modest; still, the village people considered it large for a 
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young woman. Alma was from the adjoining village of East 
Derby; she had quite a local reputation as a singer. 

Now she fixed her large solemn blue eyes; her long, deli- 
cate face, which had been pretty, turned paler; the blue 
flowers on her bonnet trembled; her little thin gloved 
hands, clutching the singing ook) shook perceptibly ; but 
she sang out bravely. The most formidable mountain height 
of the world, self-distrust and timidity, arose before her, 
but her nerves were braced for its ascent. In the midst of 
the hymn she had a solo; her voice rang out piercingly 
sweet; the people nodded admiringly at one another; but 
suddenly there was a stir; all the faces turned toward the 
windows on the south side of the church. Above the din 
of the wind and the birds, above Alma Way’s sweetly strain- 
ing tones, arose another female voice, singing another hymn 
to another tune. 

“It’s her,” the women whispered to each other; they were 
half aghast, half smiling. 

Candace Whitcomb’s cottage stood close to the south side 
of the church. She was playing on her parlor organ, and 
singing, to drown out the voice of her rival. 

Alma caught her breath; she almost stopped; the hymn 
book waved like a fan; then she went on. But the long 
husky drone of the parlor organ and the shrill clamor of the 
other voice seemed louder than anything else. 

When the hymn was finished, Alma sat down. She felt 
faint; the woman next her slipped a peppermint into her 
hand. “It ain’t worth minding,” she whispered, vigorously. 
Alma tried to smile; down in the audience a young man 
was watching her with a kind of fierce pity. 

In the last hymn Alma had another solo. Again the par- 
lor organ droned above the carefully delicate accompani- 
ment of the church organ, and again Candace Whitcomb’s 
voice clamored forth in another tune. 

After the benediction, the other singers pressed around 
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Alma. She did not say much in return for their expressions 
of indignation and sympathy. She wiped her eyes furtively 
once or twice, and tried to smile. William Emmons, the 
choir leader, elderly, stout, and smooth-faced, stood over 
her and raised his voice. He was the old musical digni- 
tary of the village, the leader of the choral club and the 
singing schools. “A most outrageous proceeding,” he said. 
People had coupled his name with Candace Whitcomb’s. 
The old bachelor tenor and old maiden soprano had been 
wont to walk together to her home next door after the Satur- 
day-night rehearsals, and they had sung duets to the par- 
lor organ. People had watched sharply her old face, on 
which the blushes of youth sat pitifully, when William Em- 
mons entered the singing seats. They wondered if he would 
ever ask her to marry him. 

And now he said further to Alma Way that Candace 
Whitcomb’s voice had failed utterly of late, that she sang 
shockingly, and ought to have had sense enough to know it. 

When Alma went down into the audience room, in the 
midst of the chattering singers, who seemed to have de- 
scended, like birds, from song flights to chirps, the minister 
approached her. He had been waiting to speak to her. He 
was a steady-faced, fleshy old man, who had preached from 
that one pulpit over forty years. He told Alma, in his 
slow way, how much he regretted the annoyance to which she 
had been subjected, and intimated that he would endeavor 
to prevent a recurrence of it. “Miss Whitcomb—must be— 
reasoned with,” said he; he had a slight hesitation of speech, 
not an impediment. It was as if his thoughts did not slide 
readily into his words, although both were present. He 
walked down the aisle with Alma, and bade her good morn- 
ing when he saw Wilson Ford waiting for her in the door- 
way. Everybody knew that Wilson Ford and Alma were 
lovers; they had been for the last ten years. 

Alma colored softly and made a little imperceptible mo- 
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tion with her head; her silk dress and the lace on her man-’ 
tle fluttered, but she did not speak. Neither did Wilson, 
although they had not met before that day. They did not 
look at each other’s faces—they seemed to see each other 
without that—and they walked along side by side. 

They reached the gate before Candace Whitcomb’s little 
house. Wilson looked past the front yard, full of pink and 
white spikes on flowering bushes, at the lace-curtained win- 
dows; a thin white profile, stiffly inclined, apparently over a 
book, was visible at one of them. Wilson gave his head a 
shake. He was a stout man, with features so strong that 
they overcame his flesh. “I’m going up home with you, 
Alma,” said he; “and then—I’m just coming back, to give 
Aunt Candace one blowing up.” 

“Oh, don’t, Wilson.” 

“Yes, I shall. If you want to stand this kind of a thing 
you may; I shan’t.” 

“There’s no need of your talking to her. Mr. Pollard’s 
going to.” 

“Did he say he was?” 

“Yes. I think he’s going in before the afternoon meet- 
ing, from what he said.” 

“Well, there’s one thing about it, if she does that thing 
again this afternoon, I’ll go in there and break that old or- 
gan up into kindling wood.” Wilson set his mouth hard 
and shook his head again. 

Alma gave little side glances up at him; her tone was 
deprecatory, but her face was full of soft smiles. “I sup- 
pose she does feel dreadfully about it,” said she. “I can’t 
help feeling kind of guilty, taking her place.” ! 

“I don’t see how you're to blame. It’s outrageous, her 
acting so.” 

“The choir gave her a photograph album last week, didn’t 
they?” 

“Yes. They went there last Thursday night, and gave her 
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an album and a surprise party. She ought to behave herself.” 

“Well, she’s sung there so long, I suppose it must be 
dreadful hard for her to give it up.” 

Other people going home from church were very near 
Wilson and Alma. She spoke softly that they might not 
hear; he did not lower his voice in the, least. Presently 
Alma stopped before a gate. 

“What are you stopping here for?” asked Wilson. 

“Minnie Lansing wanted me to come and stay with her 
this noon.” 

“You’re going home with me.” 

“T’m afraid I’ll put your mother out.” 

“Put mother out! I told her you were coming, this 
morning. She’s got all ready for you. Come along; don’t 
stand here.” 

He did not tell Alma of the pugnacious spirit with which 
his mother had received the announcement of her coming, 
and how she had stayed at home to prepare the dinner and 
make a parade of her hard work and her injury. 

Wilson’s mother was the reason why he did not marry 
Alma. He would not take his wife home to live with her, 
and was unable to support separate establishments. Alma 
was willing enough to be married and put up with Wilson’s 
mother, but she did not complain of his decision. Her deli- 
cate blond features grew sharper, and her blue eyes more 
hollow. She had had a certain fine prettiness, but now she 
was losing it and beginning to look old, and there was 
a prim, angular, old-maiden carriage about her narrow 
shoulders. 

Wilson never noticed it, and never thought of Alma as 
not possessed of eternal youth, or capable of losing or re- 
gretting it. 

“Come along, Alma,” said he; and she followed meekly 
after him down the street. 

Soon after they passed Candace Whitcomb’s house, the 
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minister went up the front walk and rang the bell. The 
pale profile at the window had never stirred as he opened 
the gate and came up the walk. However, the door was 
promptly opened, in response to his ring. “Good morning, 
Miss Whitcomb,” said the minister. 

“Good morning.” Candace gave a sweeping toss of her 
head as she spoke. There was a fierce upward curl to her 
thin nostrils and her lips, as if she scented an adversary. 
Her black eyes had two tiny cold sparks of fury in them, 
like an enraged bird’s.. She did not ask the minister to 
enter, but he stepped lumberingly into the entry, and she 
retreated rather than led the way into her little parlor. He 
settled into the great rocking-chair and wiped his face. 
Candace sat down again in her old place by the window. 
She was a tall woman, but very slender and full of pliable 
motions, like a blade of grass. 

“It’s a—very pleasant day,” said the minister. 

Candace made no reply. She sat still, with her head 
drooping. The wind stirred the looped lace curtains; a 
tall rose tree outside the window waved; soft shadows 
floated through the room. Candace’s parlor organ stood in 
front of an open window that faced the church; on the 
corner was a pitcher with a bunch of white lilacs. The 
whole room was scented with them. Presently the minister 
looked over at them and sniffed pleasantly. 

“You have—some beautiful—tiilacs there.” 

Candace did not speak. Every line of her slender figure 
looked flexible, but it was a flexibility more resistant than 
rigor. 

The minister looked at her. He filled up the great rock- 
ing-chair; his arms in his shiny black coat sleeves rested 
squarely and comfortably upon the haircloth arms of the 
chair. 

“Well, Miss Whitcomb, I suppose I—may as well come 
to—the point. There was—a little—matter I wished to 
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speak to you about. I don’t suppose you were—at least I 
can’t suppose you were—aware of it, but—this morning, 
during the singing by the choir, you played and—sung a lit- 
tle too—loud. That is, with—the windows open. It—dis- | 
turbed us—a little. I hope you won’t feel hurt—my dear’ 
Miss Candace, but I knew you would rather I would speak 
of it, for I knew—you would be more disturbed than any- 
body else at the idea of such a thing.” 

Candace did not raise her eyes; she looked as if his 
words might sway her through the window. “I ain’t dis- 
turbed at it,” said she. “I did it on purpose; I meant to.” 

The minister looked at her. 

“You needn’t look at me. I know jest what I’m about. 
I sung the way I did on purpose, an’ I’m goin’ to do it again, 
an’ I’d like to see you stop me. I guess I’ve got a right to 
set down to my own organ, an’ sing a psalm tune on a Sab- 
bath day, ’f I want to; an’ there ain’t no amount of talkin’ 
an’ palaverin’ a-goin’ to stop me. See there!” Candace 
swung aside her skirts a little. “Look at that!” 

The minister looked. Candace’s feet were resting on a 
large red-plush photograph album. 

“Makes a nice footstool, don’t it?” said she. 

The minister looked at the album, then at her; there was 
a slowly gathering alarm in his face; he began to think she 
was losing her reason. 

Candace had her eyes full upon him now, and her head 
up. She laughed, and her laugh was almost a snarl. “Yes; 
I thought it would make a beautiful footstool,” said she. 
“T’ve been wantin’ one for some time.” Her tone was full 
of vicious irony. 

“Why, Miss—” began the minister; but she interrupted 
him: 

“I know what you’re a-goin’ to say, Mr. Pollard, an’ now 
I’m goin’ to have my say; I’m a-goin’ to speak. I want to 
know what you think of folks that pretend to be Christians 
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treatin’ anybody the way they’ve treated me? Here I’ve | 
sung in those singin’ seats forty year. I ain’t never missed 
a Sunday, except when I’ve been sick, an’ I’ve Bone an’ sung 
a good many times when I’d better been in bed, an’ now I’m 

turned out without a word of warnin’. My voice is jest as 
good as ever ’twas; there can’t anybody say it ain’t. It 
wa’n’t ever quite so high pitched as that Way girl’s, mebbe; 
but she flats the whole durin’ time. My voice is as good an’ 
high today as it was twenty year ago; an’ if it wa’n’t, I’d 
like to know where the Christianity comes in. I’d like to 
know if it wouldn’t be more to the credit of folks in a church 
to keep an old singer an’ an old minister, if they didn’t sing 
an’ hold forth quite so smart as they used to, ruther than 
turn ’em off an’ hurt their feelin’s. I guess it would be full 
as much to the glory of God. S’pose the singin’ an’ the 
preachin’ wa’n’t quite so good, what difference would it 
make? Salvation don’t hang on anybody’s hittin’ a high note, 
that I ever heard of. Folks are gettin’ as high steppin’ an’ 
fussy in a meetin’ house as they are in a tavern, nowadays. 
S’pose they should turn you off, Mr. Pollard, come an’ give 
you a photograph album, an’ tell you to clear out, how’d you 
like it? I ain’t findin’ any fault with your preachin’; it was 
always good enough to suit me; but it don’t stand to reason 
folks’ll be as took up with your sermons as when you was a 
young man. You can’t expect it. S’pose they should turn 
you out in your old age, an’ call in some young bob squirt, 
how’d you feel? There’s William Emmons, too; he’s three 
years older’n I am, if he does lead the choir an’ run all the 
singin’ in town. If my voice has gi’en out, it stan’s to rea- 
son his has. It ain’t, though. William Emmons: sings jest 
as well as he ever did. Why don’t they turn him out the 
way they have me, an’ give him a photograph album? I 
dunno’ but it would be a good idea to send everybody, 
as soon as they get a little old an’ gone by, an’ young folks 
begin to push, on to some desert island, an’ give ’em each a 
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photograph album. Then they can sit down an’ look at 
pictures the rest of their days. Mebbe government’ll take 
1t up. 

There they come here last week Thursday, all the choir, | 
jest about eight o’clock in the evenin’, an’ pretended they’d 
come to give me a nice little surprise. Surprise! h’m! 
Brought cake an’ oranges, an’ was jest as nice as they could 
be, an’ I was real tickled. I never had a surprise party be- 
fore in my life. Jenny Carr she played, an’ they wanted me 
to sing alone, an’ I never suspected a thing. I’ve been mad 
ever since to think what a fool I was, an’ how they must 
have laughed in their sleeves. 

“When they’d gone I found this photograph album on the 
' table, all done up as nice as you please, an’ directed to Miss 
Candace Whitcomb from her many friends, an’ I opened it, 
an’ there was the letter inside givin’ me notice to quit. 

“If they’d gone about it any decent way, told me right 
out honest that they’d got tired of me an’ wanted Alma 
Way to sing instead of me, I wouldn’t minded so much, I 
should have been hurt ’nough, for I’d felt as if some that 
had pretended to be my friends wa’n’t; but it wouldn’t have 
been as bad as this. They said in the letter that they'd al- 
ways set great value on my services, an’ it wa’n’t from any 
lack of appreciation that they turned me off, but they thought 
the duty was gettin’ a little too arduous for me. H’m! I 
hadn’t complained. If they’d turned me right out fair an’ 
square, showed me the door, an’ said, “Here, you get out,’ 
but to go an’ spill molasses, as it were, all over the threshold, 
tryin’ to make me think it’s all nice an’ sweet— 

“Td sent that photograph album back quick’s I could 
pack it, but I didn’t know who started it, so I’ve used it 
for a footstool. It’s all it’s good for, ’cordin’ to my way 
of thinkin’, An’ I ain’t been particular to get the dust off 
my shoes before I used it, neither.” 

Mr. Pollard, the minister, sat staring. He did not look 
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at Candace; his eyes were fastened upon a point straight 
ahead. He had a look of helpless solidity, like a block of 
granite. This country minister, with his steady, even tem- 
perament, treading with heavy precision his one track for 
over forty years, having nothing new in his life except the 
new sameness of the seasons, and desiring nothing new, was 
incapable of understanding a woman like this, who had lived 
as quietly as he, and all the time held within herself the ele- 
ments of revolution. He could not account for such vio- 
lence, such extremes, except in a loss of reason. He hada’, 
conviction that Candace was getting beyond herself. He 
himself was not a typical New Englander; the national ele- 
ments of character were not pronounced in him. He was 
aghast and bewildered at this outbreak, which was tropical, 
and more than tropical, for a New England nature has a 
floodgate, and the power which it releases is an accumula- 
tion. Candace Whitcomb had been a quiet woman, so deli- 
cately resolute that the quality had been scarcely noticed in 
her, and her ambition had been unsuspected. Now the reso- 
lution and the ambition appeared raging over her whole 
self. 

She began to talk again. “I’ve made up my mind that 
I’m goin’ to sing Sundays the way I did this mornin’, an’ I 
don’t care what folks say,” said she. “D’ve made up my 
mind that I’m goin’ to take matters into my own hands. 
I’m goin’ to let folks see that I ain’t trod down quite flat, 
that there’s a little rise left in me. I ain’t goin’ to give up 
beat yet a while; an’ I’d like to see anybody stop me. If 
I ain’t got a right to play a psalm tune on my organ an’ 
sing, I’d like to know. If you don’t like it, you can move 
the meetin’ house.” 

Candace had had an inborn reverence for clergymen. She 
had always treated Mr. Pollard with the utmost deference. 
Indeed, her manner toward all men had been marked by a 
certain delicate stiffness and dignity. Now she was talking 
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to the old minister with the homely freedom with which she 
might have addressed a female gossip over the back fence. 
He could not say much in return. He did not feel compe- 
tent to make headway against any such tide of passion; all. 
he could do was to let it beat against him. He made a few 
expostulations, which increased Candace’s vehemence; he 
expressed his regret over the whole affair, and suggested 
that they should kneel and ask the guidance of the Lord in 
the matter, that she might be led to see it all in a different 
light. 

Candace refused flatly. “I don’t see any use prayin’ 
about it,” said she. “I don’t think the Lord’s got much to 
do with it, anyhow.” 

It was almost time for the afternoon service when the 
minister left. He had missed his comfortable noontide rest, 
through this encounter with his revolutionary parishioner. 
After the minister had gone, Candace sat by the window 
and waited. The bell rang, and she watched the people 
file past. When her nephew, Wilson Ford, with Alma ap- 
peared, she grunted to herself. “She’s thin as a rail,” said 
she; “guess there won’t be much left of her by the time 
Wilson gets her. Little soft spoken nippin’ thing, she 
wouldn’t make him no kind of a wife, anyway. Guess it’s 
jest as well.” 

When the bell had stopped tolling, and all the people en- 
tered the church, Candace went over to her organ and 
seated herself. She arranged a singing book before her, 
and sat still, waiting. Her thin, colorless neck and temples 
were full of beating pulses; her black eyes were bright and 
eager; she leaned stiffly over toward the music rack, to hear 
better. When the church organ sounded out she straight- 
ened herself; her long skinny fingers pressed her own organ 
keys with nervous energy. She worked the pedals with all 
her strength; all her slender body was in motion. When 
the first notes of Alma’s solo began, Candace sang. She 
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had really possessed a fine voice, and it was wonderful how 
little she had lost it. Straining her throat with jealous fury, 
her notes were still for the main part true. Her voice filled 
the whole room; she sang with wonderful fire and expres- 
~ sion. That, at least, mild little Alma Way could never emu- 
late. She was full of steadfastness and unquestioning con- 
stancy, but there were in her no smoldering fires of ambi- 
tion and resolution. Music was not to her what it had 
been to her older rival. To this obscure woman, kept re- 
lentlessly by circumstances in a narrow track, singing in the 
village choir had been as much as Italy was to Napoleon 
-——and now on her island of exile she was still showing 
fight. 

After the church service was done, Candace left the or- 
gan and went over to her old chair by the window. Her 
knees felt weak and shook under her. She sat down and 
leaned back her head. There were red spots on her cheeks. 
Pretty soon she heard a quick slam of her gate and an im- 
petuous tread on the gravel walk. She looked up, and there 
was her nephew, Wilson Ford, hurrying up to the door. She 
cringed a little; then she settled herself more firmly in her 
chair. 

Wilson came into the room with a rush. He left the door 
open, and the wind slammed it to after him. 

“Aunt Candace, where are you?” he called out, in a loud 
voice. 

She made no reply. He looked around fiercely, and his 
eyes seemed to pounce upon her. 

“Look here, Aunt Candace,” said he, “are you crazy?” 
Candace said nothing. “Aunt Candace!” She did not 
seem to see him. “If you don’t answer me,” said Wilson, 
“ll just go over there and pitch that old organ out of the 
window!” 

“Wilson Ford!” said Candace, in a voice that was almost 
a scream. 
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“Well, what say! What have you got to say for your- 
self, acting the way you have? I tell you what ’tis, Aunt 
Candace, I won’t stand it.” 

“T’d like to see you help yourself.” 

“I will help myself. I’ll pitch that old organ out of the 
window, and then I’ll board up the window on that side of 
your house. Then we'll see.” 

“Tt ain’t your house, and it won’t never be.” 

“Who said it was my house? You're my aunt, and I’ve 
got a little lookout for the credit of the family. Aunt Can- 
dace, what are you doing this way for?” 

“It don’t make no odds what I’m doin’ so for. I ain’t 
bound to give my reasons to a young fellar like you, if you 
do act so mighty toppin’. But I’ll tell you one thing, Wilson 
Ford, after the way you’ve spoke today, you sha’n’t never 
have one cent of my money, an’ you can’t never marry that 
Way girl if you don’t have it. You can’t never take her 
home to live with your mother, an’ this house would have 
been mighty nice an’ convenient for you some day. Now 
you won’t get it. I’m goin’ to make another will. I’d made 
one, if you did but know it. Now you won’t get a cent of 
my money, you nor your mother, neither. An’ I ain’t goin’ 
to live a dreadful while longer, neither. Now I wish you’d 
go home; I want to lay down. I’m "bout sick.” 

Wilson could not get another word from his aunt. His 
indignation had not in the least cooled. Her threat of dis- 
inheriting him did not cow him at all; he had too much 
rough independence, and indeed his aunt Candace’s house 
had always been too much of an air castle for him to con- 
template seriously. Wilson, with his burly frame and his 
headlong common sense, could have little to do with air 
castles, had he been hard enough to build them over graves. 
Still he had not admitted that he never could marry Alma. 
All his hopes were based upon a rise in his own fortunes, 
not by some sudden convulsion, but by his own long and 
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steady labor. Sometime, he thought, he should have saved 
enough for the two homes. 

He went out of his aunt’s house still storming. She 
arose after the door had shut behind him, and got out into 
‘the kitchen. She thought that she would start a fire and 
make a cup of tea. She had not eaten anything all day. 
She put some kindling wood into the stove and touched a 
match to it; then she went back to the sitting room, and set- 
tled down again into the chair by the window. The fire in 
the kitchen stove roared, and the light wood was soon burned 
out. She thought no more about it. She had not put on 
the teakettle. Her head ached, and once in a while she 
shivered. She sat at the window while the afternoon waned 
and the dusk came on. At seven o’clock the meeting bell 
rang again, and the people flocked by. This time she did 
not stir. She had shut her parlor organ. She did not need 
to outsing her rival this evening; there was only congrega- 
tional singing at the Sunday-night prayer meeting. 

She sat still until it was nearly time for meeting to be 
done; her head ached harder and harder, and she shivered 
more. Finally she arose. “Guess I’ll go to bed,” she mut- 
tered. She went about the house, bent over and shaking, to 
lock the doors. She stood a minute in the back door, look- 
ing over the fields to the woods. There was a red light over 
there. “The woods are on fire,” said Candace. She watched 
with a dull interest the flames roll up, withering and destroy- 
ing the tender green spring foliage. The air was full of 
smoke, although the fire was half a mile away. 

Candace locked the door and went in. The trees with 
their delicate garlands of new leaves, with the new nests of 
song birds, might fall; she was in the roar of an intenser 
fire; the growths of all her springs and the delicate wonted- 
ness of her whole life was going down in it. Candace went 
to bed in her little room off the parlor, but she could not 
sleep. She lay awake all night. In the morning she crawled 
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to the door and hailed a little boy who was passing. She bade 
him go for the doctor as quickly as he could, then to Mrs. 
Ford’s, and ask her to come over. She held on to the door 
while she was talking. The boy stood staring wonderingly 
at her. The spring wind fanned her face. She had drawn 
on a dress skirt and put her shawl over her shoulders, and 
her gray hair was blowing over her red cheeks. 

She shut the door and went back to her bed. She never 
arose from it again. The doctor and Mrs. Ford came and 
looked after her, and she lived a week. Nobody but herself 
thought until the very last that she would die; the doctor 
called her illness merely a light run of fever; she had her 
senses fully. 

But Candace gave up at the first. “It’s my last sickness,” 
she said to Mrs. Ford that morning when she first entered; 
and Mrs. Ford had laughed at the notion; but the sick 
woman held to it. She did not seem to suffer much physi- 
cal pain; she only grew weaker and weaker, but she was 
distressed mentally. She did not talk much, but her eyes 
followed everybody with an agonized expression. 

On Wednesday William Emmons came to inquire for her. 
Candace heard him out in the parlor. She tried to raise 
herself on one elbow that she might listen better to his 
voice. 

“William Emmons come in to ask how you was,” Mrs, 
Ford said, after he was gone. 

“I—heard him,” replied Candace. Presently she spoke 
again. “Nancy,” said she, “where’s that photograph album?” 

“On the table,” replied her sister, hesitatingly. 

“Mebbe—you’d better—brush it up a little.” 

“Well.” 

Sunday morning Candace wished that the minister should 
be asked to come in at the noon intermission. She had 
refused to see him before. He came and prayed with her, 
and she asked his forgiveness for the way she had spoken 
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the Sunday before. “I—hadn’t ought to—spoke so,” said | 
she. “I was—dreadful wrought up.” 

“Perhaps it was your sickness coming on,’ 
ister, soothingly. 

Candace shook her head. “No—it wa’n’t. I hope the 
Lord will—forgive me.” 

After the minister had gone, Candace still appeared un- 
happy. Her pitiful eyes followed her sister everywhere with 
the mechanical persistency of a portrait. 

“What is it you want, Candace?” Mrs. Ford said at last. 
She had nursed her sister faithfully, but once in a while her 
impatience showed itself. 

“Nancy!” 

“What say?” 

“I wish—you’d go out when—meetin’s done, an’—head 
off Alma an’ Wilson, an’—ask ’em to come in. I feel as if— 
I'd like to—hear her sing.” 

Mrs. Ford stared. “Well,” said she. 

The meeting was now in session. The windows were all 
open, for it was another warm Sunday. Candace lay listen- 
ing to the music when it began, and a look of peace came 
over her face. Her sister had smoothed her hair back and 
put on a clean cap. The white curtain in the bedroom 
window waved in the wind like a white sail. Candace al- 
most felt as if she were better, but the thought of death 
seemed easy. 

Mrs. Ford at the parlor window watched for the meeting 
to be out. When the people appeared, she ran down the 
walk and waited for Alma and Wilson. When they came 
she told them what Candace wanted, and they all went in 
together. 

“Here’s Alma an’ Wilson, Candace,” said Mrs. Ford, 
leading them to the bedroom door. 

Candace smiled. “Come in,” she said, feebly. And 
Alma and Wilson entered and stood beside the bed. Can- 
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dace continued to look at them, the smile straining her 
lips. 

“Wilson!” 

“What is it, Aunt Candace?” 

“T ain’t altered that—will. You an’ Alma can—come 
here an’—live—when ’m—gone. Your mother won’t mind 
livin’ alone. Alma can have—all—my things.” 

“Don’t, Aunt Candace.” ‘Tears were running over Wil- 
son’s cheeks, and Alma’s delicate face was all of a quiver. 

“I thought—maybe—Alma’d be willin’ to—sing for me,” 
said Candace. 

“What do you want me to sing?” Alma asked, in a trem- 
bling voice. 

“ “Jesus, lover of my soul.’ ” 

Alma, standing there beside Wilson, began to sing. At 
first she could hardly control her voice; then she sang sweetly 
and clearly. 

Candace lay and listened. Her face had a holy and ra- 
diant expression. When Alma stopped singing it did not 
disappear, but she looked up and spoke, and it was like a 
secondary glimpse of the old shape of a forest tree through 
the smoke and flame of the transfiguring fire the instant 
before it falls. “You flatted a little on—soul,” said Candace. 


Dee cecececerec ts 


IX. OLD WOMAN MAGOUX! 


Tue hamlet of Barry’s Ford is situated in a sort of high 
valley among the mountains. Below it the hills lie in move- 
less curves like a petrified ocean; above it they rise in green- 
cresting waves which never break. Itis Barry’s Ford because 
one time the Barry family was the most important in the 
place; and Ford because just at the beginning of the hamlet 
the little turbulent Barry River is fordable. There is, how- 
ever, now a rude bridge across the river. 

Old Woman Magoun was largely instrumental in bring- 
ing the bridge to pass. She haunted the miserable little 
grocery, wherein whisky and hands of tobacco were the 
most salient features of the stock in trade, and she talked 
much. She would elbow herself into the midst of a knot 
of idlers and talk. 

“That bridge ought to be built this very summer,” said 
Old Woman Magoun. She spread her strong arms like 
wings, and sent the loafers, half laughing, half angry, flying 
in every direction. “If I were a man,” said she, “I’d go 
out this very minute and lay the fust log. If I were a pas- 
sel of lazy men layin’ round, I’d start up for once in my 
life, I would.” The men cowered visibly—all except Nelson 
Barry; he swore under his breath and strode over to the 
counter. 

Old Woman Magoun looked after him majestically. “You 
can cuss all you want to, Nelson Barry,” said she; “TI ain’t 
afraid of you. I don’t expect you to lay ary log of the 
bridge, but I’m goin’ to have it built this very summer.” 
She did. The weakness of the masculine element in Bar- 
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ry’s Ford was laid low before such strenuous feminine 
assertion. 

Old Woman Magoun and some other women planned a 
treat—two sucking pigs, and pies, and sweet cake—for a 
reward after the bridge should be finished. They even 
viewed leniently the increased consumption of ardent spirits. 

“Tt seems queer to me,” Old Woman Magoun said to 
Sally Jinks, “that men can’t do nothin’ without havin’ to 
drink and chew to keep their sperits up. Lord! Pve worked 
all my life and never done nuther.” 

“Men is different,” said Sally Jinks. 

“Yes, they be,” assented Old Woman Magoun, with open 
contempt. 

The two women sat on a bench in front of Old Woman 
Magoun’s house, and little Lily Barry, her granddaughter, 
sat holding her doll on a small mossy stone near by. From 
where they sat they could see the men at work on the new 
bridge. It was the last day of the work. 

Lily clasped her doll—a poor old rag thing—close to her 
childish bosom, like a little mother, and her face, round 
which curled her long yellow hair, was fixed upon the men 
at work. Little Lily had never been allowed to run with 
the other children at Barry’s Ford. Her grandmother had 
taught her everything she knew—which was not much, but 
tending at least to a certain measure of spiritual growth— 
for she, as it were, poured the goodness of her own soul into 
this little receptive vase of another. Lily was firmly grounded 
in her knowledge that it was wrong to lie or steal or disobey 
her grandmother. She had also learned that one should 
be very industrious, It was seldom that Lily sat idly hold- 
ing her doll baby, but this was a holiday because of the 
bridge. She looked only a child, although she was nearly 
fourteen; her mother had been married at sixteen. That 
is, Old Woman Magoun said that her daughter, Lily’s 
mother, had married at sixteen; there had been rumors, 
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but no one had dared openly gainsay the old woman. She 
said that her daughter had married Nelson Barry and he 
had deserted her. She had lived in her mother’s house, and 
Lily had been born there, and she had died when the baby 
was only a week old. 

Lily’s father, Nelson Barry, was the fairly dangerous de- 
generate of a good old family. Nelson’s father before him 
had been bad. He was now the last of the family, with the 
exception of a sister of feeble intellect, with whom he lived 
in the old Barry house. He was a middle-aged man, still 
handsome. The shiftless population of Barry’s Ford looked 
up to him as to an evil deity. They wondered how Old 
Woman Magoun dared brave him as she did. But Old 
Woman Magoun had within her a mighty sense of reliance 
upon herself as being on the right track in the midst of a 
maze of evil, which gave her courage. Nelson Barry had 
manifested no interest whatever in his daughter. Lily sel- 
dom saw her father. She did not often go to the store which 
was his favorite haunt. Her grandmother took care that 
she should not do so. 

However, that afternoon she departed from her usual 
custom and sent Lily to the store. 

She came in from the kitchen, whither she had been to 
baste the roasting pig. “There’s no use talkin’,” said she, 
“T’ve got to have some more salt. I’ve jest used the very 
last I had to dredge over that pig. I’ve got to go to the 
store.” 

Sally Jinks looked at Lily. “Why don’t you send her?” 
she asked. 

Old Woman Magoun gazed irresolutely at the girl. She was 
herself very tired. It did not seem to her that she could 
drag herself up the dusty hill to the store. She glanced with 
covert resentment at Sally Jinks. She thought that she 
might offer to go. But Sally Jinks said again, “Why don’t 
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you let her go?” and looked with a languid eye at Lily hold- 
ing her doll on the stone. 

Lily was watching the men at work on the bridge, with 
her childish delight in a spectacle of any kind, when her 
grandmother addressed her. 

“Guess I’ll let you go down to the store an’ git some salt, 
Lily,” said she. 

The girl turned uncomprehending eyes upon her grand- 
mother at the sound of her voice. She had been filled with 
one of the innocent reveries of childhood. Lily had in her 
the making of an artist or a poet. Her prolonged child- 
hood went to prove it, and also her retrospective eyes, as 
clear and blue as blue light itself, which seemed to see past 
all that she looked upon. She had not come of the old 
Barry family for nothing. The best of the strain was in 
her, along with the splendid stanchness in humble lines 
which she had acquired from her grandmother. 

“Put on your hat,” said Old Woman Magoun; “the sun 
is hot and you might git a headache.” She called the girl 
to her, and put back the shower of fair curls under the 
rubber band which confined the hat. She gave Lily some 
money, and watched her knot it into a corner of her little 
cotton handkerchief. “Be careful you don’t lose it,” said 
she, “and don’t stop to talk to anybody, for I am in a hurry 
for that salt. Of course, if anybody speaks to you answer 
them polite, and then come right along.” 

Lily started, her pocket handkerchief weighted with the 
small silver dangling from one hand, and her rag doll car- 
ried over her shoulder like a baby. The absurd travesty of 
a face peeped forth from Lily’s yellow curls. Sally Jinks 
looked after her with a sniff. 

“She ain’t goin’ to carry that rag doll to the store?” 
said she, 

“She likes to,” replied Old Woman Magoun, in a half- 
shamed yet defiantly extenuating voice, 
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“Some girls at her age is thinkin’ about beaux instead 
of rag dolls,” said Sally Jinks. 

The grandmother bristled, “Lily ain’t big nor old for 
her age,” said she. “I ain’t in any hurry to have her git 
' married. She ain’t none too strong.” 

“She’s got a good color,” said Sally Jinks. She was 
crocheting white cotton lace, making her thick fingers fly. 
She really knew how to do scarcely anything except to 
crochet that coarse lace; somehow her heavy brain or her 
fingers had mastered that. 

“I know she’s got a beautiful color,” replied Old Woman 
Magoun, with an odd mixture of pride and anxiety, “but 

it comes an’ goes.” 

“T’ve heard that was a bad sign,” remarked Sally Jinks, 
loosening some thread from her spool. 

“Yes, it is,” said the grandmother. “She’s nothin’ but a 
baby, though she’s quicker than most to learn.” 

Lily Barry went on her way to the store. She was clad 
in a scanty short frock of blue cotton; her hat was tipped 
back, forming an oval frame for her innocent face. She 
was very small, and walked like a child, with the clap- 
clap of little feet of babyhood. She might have been con- 
sidered, from her looks, under ten. 

Presently she heard footsteps behind her; she turned 
around a little timidly to see who was coming. When she 
saw a handsome well-dressed man, she felt reassured. The 
man came alongside and glanced down carelessly at first; 
then his look deepened. He smiled, and Lily saw he was 
very handsome indeed, and that his smile was not only 
reassuring but wonderfully sweet and compelling. 

“Well, little one,” said the man, “where are you bound, 
you and your dolly?” 

“T am going to the store to buy some salt for grandma,’ 
replied Lily, in her sweet treble. She looked up in the 
man’s face, and he fairly started at the revelation of its 
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innocent beauty. He regulated his pace by hers, and the 
two went on together. The man did not speak again at 
once. Lily kept glancing timidly up at him, and every 
time that she did so the man smiled and her confidence. 
increased. Presently when the man’s hand grasped her 
little childish one hanging by her side, she felt a complete 
trust in him. Then she smiled up at him. She felt glad 
that this nice man had come along, for just here the road 
was lonely. 

After a while the man spoke. “What is your name, little 
one?” he asked, caressingly. 

“Lily Barry.” 

The man started. “What is your father’s name?” 

“Nelson Barry,” replied Lily. 

The man whistled. “Is your mother dead?” 

SY es tein? 

“How old are you, my dear?” 

“Fourteen,” replied Lily. 

The man looked at her with surprise. “As old as that?” 

Lily suddenly shrank from the man. She could not have 
‘told why. She pulled her little hand from his, and he let 
it go with no remonstrance. She clasped both her arms 
around her rag doll, in order that her hand should not be 
free for him to grasp again. 

She walked a little farther away from the man, and he 
looked amused. 

“You still play with your doll?” he said, in a soft voice. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Lily. She quickened her pace and 
reached the store. 

When Lily entered the store, Hiram Gates, the owner, 
was behind the counter. The only man besides in the store 
was Nelson Barry. He sat tipping his chair back against 
the wall; he was half asleep, and his handsome face was 
bristling with a beard of several days’ growth and darkly 
flushed. He opened his eyes when Lily entered, the strange 
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man following. He brought his chair down on all fours, and 
he looked at the man—not noticing Lily at all—with a look | 
compounded of defiance and uneasiness. 

“Hullo, Jim!” he said. 

“Hullo, old man!” returned the stranger. 

Lily went over to the counter and asked for the salt, in 
her pretty little voice. When she had paid for it and was 
crossing the store, Nelson Barry was on his feet. 

“Well, how are you, Lily? It is Lily, isn’t it?” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Lily, faintly. 

Her father bent down and, for the first time in her life, 
kissed her, and the whisky odor of his breath came into 
her face. 

Lily involuntarily started, and shrank away from him. 
Then she rubbed her mouth violently with her little cot- 
ton handkerchief, which she held gathered up with the rag 
doll. 

“Damn it all! I believe she is afraid of me,” said Nelson 
Barry, in a thick voice. 

“Looks a little like it,” said the other man, laughing. 

“Tt’s that damned old woman,” said Nelson Barry. Then 
he smiled again at Lily. “I didn’t know what a pretty little 
daughter I was blessed with,” said he, and he softly stroked 
Lily’s pink cheek under her hat. 

Now Lily did not shrink from him. Heredity instincts 
and nature itself were asserting themselves in the child’s 
innocent, receptive breast. 

Nelson Barry looked curiously at Lily. “How old are 
you, anyway, child?” he asked. 

“T’ll be fourteen in September,” replied Lily. 

“But you still play with your doll?” said Barry, laughing 
kindly down at her. 

Lily hugged her doll more tightly, in spite of her father’s 
kind voice. “Yes, sir,” she replied. 
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Nelson glanced across at some glass jars filled with sticks 
of candy. “See here, little Lily, do you like candy?” said 
he. 

SYeosvsire: 

“Wait a minute.” 

Lily waited while her father went over to the counter. 
Soon he returned with a package of the candy. 

“I don’t see how you are going to carry so much,” he 
said, smiling. “Suppose you throw away your doll?” 

Lily gazed at her father and hugged the doll tightly, and 
there was all at once in the child’s expression something 
mature. It became the reproach of a woman. Nelson’s 
face sobered. 

“Oh, it’s all right, Lily,” he said; “keep your doll. Here, 
I guess you can carry this candy under your arm.” 

Lily could not resist the candy. She obeyed Nelson’s in- 
structions for carrying it, and left the store laden. The two 
men also left, and walked in the opposite direction, talking 
busily. 

When Lily reached home, her grandmother, who was 
watching for her, spied at once the package of candy. 

“What’s that?” she asked, sharply. 

“My father gave it to me,” answered Lily, in a falter- 
ing voice. Sally regarded her with something like alertness. 

“Your father?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” 

“Where did you see him?” 

“In the store.” 

“He gave you this candy?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” 

“What did he say?” 

“He asked me how old I was, and—” 

“And what?” 

“T don’t know,” replied Lily; and it really seemed to her 
that she did not know, she was so frightened and bewildered 
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by it all, and, more than anything else, by her grandmother’s 
face as she questioned her. 

Old Woman Magoun’s face was that of one upon whom 
a long-anticipated blow had fallen. Sally Jinks gazed at 
~ her with a sort of stupid alarm. 

Old Woman Magoun continued to gaze at her grand- 
child with that look of terrible solicitude, as if she saw the 
girl in the clutch of a tiger. “You can’t remember what 
else he said?” she asked, fiercely, and the child began to 
whimper softly. . 

“No, ma’am,” she sobbed. “I—don’t know, and—” 

“And what? Answer me.” 

“There was another man there. A real handsome man.” 

“Did he speak to you?” asked Old Woman Magoun. 

“Yes, ma’am; he walked along with me a piece,” con- 
fessed Lily, with a sob of terror and bewilderment. 

“What did he say to you?” asked Old Woman Magoun, 
with a sort of despair. 

Lily told, in her little, faltering, frightened voice, all of 
the conversation which she could recall. It sounded harm-. 
less enough, but the look of the realization of a long-ex- 
pected blow never left her grandmother’s face. 

The sun was getting low and the bridge was nearing com- 
pletion. Soon the workmen would be crowding into the 
cabin for their promised supper. ‘There became visible in 
the distance, far up the road, the heavily plodding figure 
of another woman who had agreed to come and help. Old 
Woman Magoun turned again to Lily. 

“You go right upstairs to your own chamber now,” said 
she. 

“Good land! ain’t you goin’ to let that poor child stay 
up and see the fun?” said Sally Jinks. 

“You jest mind your own business,” said Old Woman 


Magoun, forcibly, and Sally Jinks shrank. “You go right 
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up there now, Lily,” said the grandmother, in a softer tone, 
“and grandma will bring you up a nice plate of supper.” 

“When be you goin’ to let that girl grow up?” asked Sally 

Jinks when Lily had disappeared. 

| “She’ll grow up in the Lord’s good time,” replied Old 
Woman Magoun, and there was in her voice something both 
\sad and threatening. Sally Jinks again shrank a little. 

Soon the workmen came flocking noisily into the house, 
Old Woman Magoun and her two helpers served the boun- 
tiful supper. Most of the men had drunk as much as, and 
more than, was good for them, and Old Woman Magoun had 
stipulated that there was to be no drinking of anything 
except coffee during supper. 

“T’ll git you as good a meal as I know how,” she said, 
“but if I see ary one of you drinkin’ a drop, I'll run you 
all out. If you want anything to drink, you can go up to 
the store afterward. That’s the place for you to go to, if 
you’ve got to make hogs of yourselves. I ain’t goin’ to have 
no hogs in my house.” 

Old Woman Magoun was implicitly obeyed. She had a 
curious authority over most people when she chose to exer- 
cise it. When the supper was in full swing, she quietly 
stole upstairs and carried some food to Lily. She found 
the girl, with the rag doll in her arms, crouching by the 
window in her little rocking-chair—a relic of her infancy, 
which she still used. 

“What a noise they are makin’, grandma!” she said, in 
a terrified whisper, as her grandmother placed the plate 
before her on a chair. 

“They’ve ’most all of ’em been drinkin’. They air a passel 
of hogs,” replied the old woman. 

“Is the man that was with—with my father down there?” 
asked Lily, in a timid fashion. Then she fairly cowered 
before the look in her grandmother’s eyes. 

“No, he ain’t, and what’s more, he never will be down 
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there if I can help it,” said Old Woman Magoun, in a fierce 
whisper. “I know who he is. They can’t cheat me. He’s 
one of them Willises—that family the Barrys married into. 
They’re worse than the Barrys, ef they have got money. 
. Eat your supper, and put him out of your mind, child.” 

It was after Lily was asleep, when Old Woman Magoun 
was alone, clearing away her supper dishes, that Lily’s 
father came. The door was closed, and he knocked, and 
the old woman knew at once who was there. The sound of 
that knock meant as much to her as the whir of a bomb to 
the defender of a fortress. She opened the door, and Nelson 
Barry stood there. 
“Good evening, Mrs. Magoun,” he said. 

Old Woman Magoun stood before him, filling up the door- 
way with her firm bulk. 

“Good evening, Mrs. Magoun,” said Nelson Barry again. 

“I ain’t got no time to waste,” replied the old woman, 
harshly. “I’ve got my supper dishes to clean up after them 
men,” 

She stood there and looked at him as she might have 
fooked at a rebellious animal which she was trying to tame. 
The man laughed. 

“Tt’s no use,” said he. “You know me of old. No human 
being can turn me from my way when I am once started 
in it. You may as well let me come in.” 

Old Woman Magoun entered the house, and Barry fol- 
lowed her. 

Barry began without any preface. “Where is the child?” 
asked he. 

“Upstairs. She has gone to bed.” 

“She goes to bed early.” 

“Children ought to,” returned the old woman, polishing 


a plate. 
Barry laughed. “You are keeping her a child a long 
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while,” he remarked, in a soft voice which had a sting in it. 

“She is a child,” returned the old woman, defiantly. 

“Her mother was only three years older when Lily was 
born.” 

The old woman made a sudden motion toward the man 
which seemed fairly menacing. Then she turned again to 
her dish washing. 

“T want her,” said Barry. 

“You can’t have her,” replied the old woman, in a still 
stern voice. 

/ “T don’t see how you can help yourself. You have al- 
ways acknowledged that she was my child.” 

The old woman continued her task, but her strong back 
heaved. Barry regarded her with an entirely pitiless 
expression. 

“I am going to have the girl, that is the long and short 
of it,” he said, “and it is for her best good, too. You are a 
fool, or you would see it.” 

“Her best good?” muttered the old woman. 

“Yes, her best good. What are you going to do with her, 
anyway? The girl is a beauty, and almost a woman grown, 
although you try to make out that she is a baby. You can’t 
live forever.” 

“The Lord will take care of her,” replied the old woman, 
and again she turned and faced him, and her expression 
was that of a prophetess. 

“Very well, let Him,” said Barry, easily. “All the same 
I’m going to have her, and I tell you it is for her best good. 
Jim Willis saw her this afternoon, and—” 

Old Woman Magoun looked at him. “Jim Willis!” she 
fairly shrieked. 

“Well, what of it?” 

“One of them Willises!” repeated the old woman, and 
this time her voice was thick. It seemed almost as if she 
were stricken with paralysis. She did not enunciate clearly. 
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The man shrank a little. “Now what is the need of your 
making such a fuss?” he said. “I will take her, and Isabel 
will look out for her.” 

“Your half-witted sister?” said Old Woman Magoun. 

“Yes, my half-witted sister. She knows more than you 
think.” 

“More wickedness.” 

“Perhaps. Well, a knowledge of evil is a useful thing. 
How are you going to avoid evil if you don’t know what 
it is like? My sister and I will take care of my daughter.” 

The old woman continued to look at the man, but his 
eyes never fell. Suddenly her gaze grew inconceivably 
keen. It was as if she saw through all externals. 

“I know what it is!” she cried. “You have been playing 
cards and you lost, and this is the way you will pay him.” 

Then the man’s face reddened, and he swore under his 
breath. 

“Oh, my God!” said the old woman; and she really spoke 
with her eyes aloft as if addressing something outside of 
them both. Then she turned again to her dish washing. 

The man cast a dogged look at her back. “Well, there is 
no use talking. I have made up my mind,” said he, “and 
you know me and what that means. I am going to have 
the girl.” 

“When?” said the old woman, without turning around. 

‘Well, I am willing to give you a week. Put her clothes 
in good order before she comes.” 

The old woman made no reply. She continued washing 
dishes. She even handled them so carefully they did not 
rattle. 

“You understand,” said Barry. “Have her ready a week 
from today.” 

“Yes,” said Old Woman Magoun, “I understand.” 

Nelson Barry, going up the mountain road, reflected that 
Old Woman Magoun had a strong character,.that-she under- 
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stood ‘much better than her sex in general the futility of 
withstanding the inevitable. 

“Well,” he said to Jim Willis when he reached home, “the 
old woman did not make such a fuss as I expected.” 

“Are you going to have the girl?” 

“Yes; a week from today. Look here, Jim; you’ve got 
to stick to your promise.” 

“All right,” said Willis. “Go you one better.” 

The two were playing at cards in the old parlor, once 
magnificent, now squalid, of the Barry house. Isabel, the 
half-witted sister, entered, bringing some glasses on a tray. 
She had learned with her feeble intellect some tricks, like 
a dog. One of them was the mixing of sundry drinks. She 
set the tray on a little stand near the two men, and watched © 
them with her silly simper. 

“Clear out now and go to bed,” her brother said to her, 
and she obeyed. 

Early the next morning Old Woman Magoun went up 
to Lily’s little sleeping chamber, and watched her a second 
as she lay asleep, with her yellow locks spread over the pil- 
low. Then she spoke. “Lily,” said she—“Lily, wake up. 
I am going to Greenham across the new bridge, and you can 
go with me.” 

Lily immediately sat up in bed and smiled at her grand- 
mother. Her eyes were still misty, but the light of awaken- 
ing was in them. 

“Get right up,” said the old woman. “You can wear your 
new dress if you want to.” 

Lily gurgled with pleasure like a baby. “And my new 
hat?” said she. 

“T don’t care.” 

Old Woman Magoun and Lily started for Greenham be- 
fore Barry’s Ford, which kept late hours, was fairly awake. 
It was three miles to Greenham. The old woman said that, 
since the horse was a little lame, they would walk. It was 
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a beautiful morning, with a diamond radiance of dew over 
everything. Her grandmother had curled Lily’s hair more 
punctiliously than usual. The little-face peeped like a rose 
out of two.rows.of golden spirals. Lily wore her néwmuslitt 
- dress with a pink sash, and her best hat of a fine white 
straw trimmed with a wreath of rosebuds; also the neatest 
black openwork stockings and pretty shoes. She even had 
white cotton gloves. When they set out, the old, heavily 
stepping woman, in her black gown and cape and bonnet, 
looked down at the little pink fluttering figure. Her face 
was full of the tenderest love and admiration, and yet there 
was something terrible about it. They crossed the new 
bridge—a primitive structure built of logs in a slovenly 
fashion. Old Woman Magoun pointed to a gap. 

“Jest see that,” said she. “That’s the way men work.” 

“Men ain’t very nice, be they?” said Lily, in her sweet 
little voice. 

“No, they ain’t, take them all together,” replied her 
grandmother. 

“That man that walked to the store with me was nicer 
than some, I guess,” Lily said, in a wishful fashion. Her 
grandmother reached down and took the child’s hand in its 
small cotton glove. “You hurt me, holding my hand so 
tight,” Lily said presently, in a deprecatory little voice. 

The old woman loosened her grasp. “Grandma didn’t 
know how tight she was holding your hand,” said she. “She 
wouldn’t hurt you for nothin’, except it was to save your 
life, or somethin’ like that.” She spoke with an undertone 
of tremendous meaning which the girl was too childish to 
grasp. They walked along the country road. Just before 
they reached Greenham they passed a stone wall.overgrewn 
with blackberry vines, and, an ‘unusual thing i in that vicinity, 
a lusty ‘Spread of aenaly miehtshade full a berries. 

“Those berries look good to eat, grandma,” Lily said. 

At that instant the old woman’s face became something 
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terrible to see. “You can’t have any now,” she said, and 
hurried Lily along. 

“They look real nice,” said Lily. 

When they reached Greenham, Old Woman Magoun took 
her way straight to the most pretentious house there, the 
residence of the lawyer, whose name was Mason. Old 
Woman Magoun bade Lily wait in the yard for a few mo- 
ments, and Lily ventured to seat herself on a bench beneath 
an oak tree; then she watched with some wonder her grand- 
mother enter the lawyer’s office door at the right of the house. 
Presently the lawyer’s wife came out and spoke to Lily 
under the tree. She had in her hand a little tray containing 
a plate of cake, a glass of milk, and an early apple. She 
spoke very kindly to Lily; she even kissed her, and offered 
her the tray of refreshments, which Lily accepted grate- 
fully. She sat eating, with Mrs. Mason watching her, when 
Old Woman Magoun came out of the lawyer’s office with a 
ghastly face. 

“What are you eatin’?” she asked Lily, sharply. “Is that 
a sour apple?” 

“I thought she might be hungry,” said the lawyer’s wife, 
with loving, melancholy eyes upon the girl. 

Lily had almost finished the apple. “It’s real sour, but 
I like it; it’s real nice, grandma,” she said. 

“You ain’t been drinkin’ milk with a sour apple?” 

“It was real nice milk, grandma.” 

“You ought never to have drunk milk and eat a sour 
apple,” said her grandmother. “Your stomach was all out 
of order this mornin’, an’ sour apples and milk is always 
apt to hurt anybody.” 

“I don’t know but they are,” Mrs. Mason said, apolo- 
getically, as she stood on the green lawn with her lavender 
muslin sweeping around her. “I am real sorry, Mrs. Ma- 


goun. I ought to have thought. Let me get some soda for 
her.” 
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“Soda never agrees with her,” replied the old woman, 
in a harsh voice. “Come,” she said to Lily, “it’s time we 
were goin’ home.” 

After Lily and her grandmother had disappeared down 
the road, Lawyer Mason came out of his office and joined 
his wife, who had seated herself on the bench beneath the 
tree. She was idle, and her face wore the expression of those 
who review joys forever past. She had lost a little girl, her 
only child, years ago, and her husband always knew when 
she was thinking about her. Lawyer Mason looked older| 
than his wife; he had a dry, shrewd, slightly one-sided! 
face. 

“What do you think, Maria?” he said. “That old woman 
came to me with the most pressing entreaty to adopt that 
little girl.” 

“She is a beautiful little girl,’ said Mrs. Mason, in a 
slightly husky voice. 

“Yes, she is a pretty child,” assented the lawyer, looking 
pityingly at his wife; “but it is out of the question, my dear. 
Adopting a child is a serious measure, and in this case a 
child who comes from Barry’s Ford!” 

“But the grandmother seems a very good woman,” said 
Mrs. Mason. 

“T rather think she is. I never heard a word against her. 
But the father! No, Maria, we cannot take a child with 
Barry blood in her veins. The stock has run out; it is 
vitiated physically and morally. It won’t do, my dear.” 

“Her grandmother had her dressed up as pretty as a 
little girl could be,” said Mrs. Mason, and this time the tears 
welled into her faithful, wistful eyes. 

“Well, we can’t help that,” said the lawyer, as he went 
back to his office. 

Old Woman Magoun and Lily returned, going slowly along 
the road to Barry’s Ford. When they came to the stone 
wall where the blackberry vines and the deadly nightshade 
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grew, Lily said she was tired, and asked if she could not 
sit down for a few minutes. The strange look on her grand- 
mother’s face had deepened. Now and then Lily glanced at 
her and had a feeling as if she were looking at a stranger. 

“Yes, you can set down if you want to,” said Old Woman 
Magoun, deeply and harshly. 

Lily started and looked at her, as if to make sure that 
it was her grandmother who spoke. Then she sat down on 
a stone which was comparatively free of the vines. 

“Ain’t you goin’ to set down, grandma?” Lily asked, 
timidly. 

“No; I don’t want to get into that mess,” replied her 
grandmother. “I ain’t tired. I'll stand here.” 

Lily sat still; her delicate little face was flushed with heat. 
She extended her tiny feet in her best shoes and gazed at 
them. “My shoes are all over dust,” said she. 

“It will brush off,’ said her grandmother, still in that 
strange voice. 

Lily looked around. An elm tree in the field behind her 
cast a spray of branches over her head; a little cool puff 
of wind came on her face. She gazed at the low mountains 
on the horizon, in the midst of which she lived, and she 
sighed, for no reason that she knew. She began idly pick- 
ing at the blackberry vines; there were no berries on them; 
then she put her little fingers on the berries of the deadly 
nightshade. “These look like nice berries,” she said. 

Old Woman Magoun, standing stiff and straight in the 
road, said nothing. 

“They look good to eat,” said Lily. 

Old Woman Magoun still said nothing, but she looked up 
into the ineffable blue of the sky, over which spread at 
intervals great white clouds shaped like wings. 

Lily picked some of the deadly nightshade berries and 
ate them. “Why, they are real sweet,” said she. “They 
are nice.” She picked some more and ate them. 
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Presently her grandmother spoke. “Come,” she said, “it 
is time we were going. I guess you have set long enough.” 

Lily was still eating the berries when she slipped down 
from the wall and followed her grandmother obediently up 
_ the road. 

Before they reached home, Lily complained of being very 
thirsty. She stopped and made a little cup of a leaf and 
drank long at a mountain brook. “I am dreadful dry, but 
it hurts me to swallow,” she said to her grandmother when 
she stopped drinking and joined the old woman waiting for 
her in the road. Her grandmother’s face seemed strangely 
dim to her. She took hold of Lily’s hand as they went on. | 
- “My stomach burns,” said Lily, presently. “I want some 
more water.” 

“There is another brook a little farther on,” said Old 
Woman Magoun, in a dull voice. 

When they reached that brook, Lily stopped and drank 
again, but she whimpered a little over her difficulty in swal- 
lowing. “My stomach burns, too,” she said, walking on, 
“and my throat is so dry, grandma.” Old Woman Magoun 
held Lily’s hand more tightly. “You hurt me, holding my 
hand so tight, grandma,” said Lily, looking up at her grand- 
mother, whose face she seemed to see through a mist, and 
the old woman loosened her grasp. 

When at last they reached home, Lily was very ill. Old 
Woman Magoun put her on her own bed in the little bed- 
room out of the kitchen. Lily lay there and moaned, and 
Sally Jinks came in. 

“Why, what ails her?” she asked. “She looks feverish.” 

Lily unexpectedly answered for herself. “I ate some sour 
apples and drank some milk,” she moaned. 

“Sour apples and milk are dreadful apt to hurt anybody,” 
said Sally Jinks. She told several people on her way home 
that Old Woman Magoun was dreadful careless to let Lily 
eat such things. 
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Meanwhile Lily grew worse. She suffered cruelly from 
the burning in her stomach, the vertigo, and the deadly 
nausea. “I am so sick, I am so sick, grandma,” she kept 
moaning. She could no longer see her grandmother as she 
bent over her, but she could hear her talk. 

Old Woman Magoun talked as Lily had never heard her 
talk before, as nobody had ever heard her talk before. She 
spoke from the depths of her soul; her voice was as tender 
as the coo of a dove, and it was grand and exalted. “You'll 
feel better very soon, little Lily,” said she. 

“I am so sick, grandma.” 

“You will feel better very soon, and then—” 

“T am sick.” 

“You shall go to a beautiful place.” 

Lily moaned. 

“You shall go to a beautiful place,” the old woman 
went on. 

“Where?” asked Lily, groping feebly with her cold little 
hands. Then she moaned again. 

“A beautiful place, where the flowers grow tall.” 

“What color? Oh, grandma, I am so sick.” 

“A blue color,” replied the old woman. Blue was Lily’s 
favorite color. “A beautiful blue color, and as tall as your 
knees, and the flowers always stay there, and they never 
fade.” 

“Not if you pick them, Grandma? Oh!” 

“No, not if you pick them; they never fade, and they are so 
sweet you can smell them a mile off; and there are birds 
that sing, and all the roads have gold stones in them, and 
the stone walls are made of gold.” 

“Like the ring grandpa gave you? I am so sick, grandma.” 

“Yes, gold like that. And all the houses are built of 
silver and gold, and the people all have wings, so when they 
get tired walking they can fly, and—” 

“I am so sick, grandma.” 
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“And all the dolls are alive,” said Old Woman Magoun. 
“Dolls like yours can run, and talk, and love you back again.” 
Lily had her poor old rag doll in bed with her, clasped 
Close to her agonized little heart. She tried very hard with 
her eyes, whose pupils were so dilated that they looked 
black, to see her grandmother’s face when she said that, but 
she could not. “It is dark,” she moaned, feebly. 

“There where you are going it is always light,” said the 
grandmother, “and the commonest things shine like that 
breastpin Mrs. Lawyer Mason had on today.” 

Lily moaned pitifully, and said something incoherent. 
Delirium was commencing. Presently she sat straight up 
in bed and raved; but even then her grandmother’s wonder- 
ful compelling voice had an influence over her. 

“You will come to a gate with all the colors of the rain- 
bow,” said her grandmother; “and it will open, and you 
will go right in and walk up the gold street, and cross the 
field where the blue flowers come up to your knees, until 
you find your mother, and she will take you home where 
you are going to live. She has a little white room all ready 
for you, white curtains at the windows, and a little white 
looking-glass, and when you look in it you will see—” 

“What will I see? I am so sick, grandma.” 

“You will see a face like yours, only it’s an angel’s; and 
there will be a little white bed, and you can lay down an’ 
rest.” 

‘“Won’t I be sick, grandma?” asked Lily. Then she 
moaned and babbled wildly, although she seemed to under- 
stand through it all what her grandmother said. 

“No, you will never be sick any more. Talkin’ about 
sickness won’t mean anything to you.” 

It continued. Lily talked on wildly, and her grand- 
mother’s great voice of soothing never ceased, until the 
child fell into a deep sleep, or what resembled sleep; but 
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she lay stiffly in that sleep, and a candle flashed before her 
eyes made no impression on them. 

Then it was that Nelson Barry came.. Jim Willis waited 
outside the door. When Nelson entered he found Old. 
Woman Magoun on her knees beside the bed, weeping with 
dry eyes and a might of agony which fairly shook Nelson 
Barry, the degenerate of a fine old race, 

“Ts she sick?” he asked, in a hushed voice. 

Old Woman Magoun gave another terrible sob, which 
sounded like the gasp of one dying. 

“Sally Jinks said that Lily was sick from eating milk and 
sour apples,” said Barry, in a tremulous voice. “I remem- 
ber that her mother was very sick once from eating them.” 

Lily lay still, and her grandmother on her knees shook 
with her terrible sobs. 

Suddenly Nelson Barry started. “I guess I had better 
go to Greenham for a doctor if she’s as bad as that,” he 
said. He went close to the bed and looked at the sick 
child. He gave a great start. Then he felt of her hands 
and reached down under the bedclothes for her little feet. 
“Her hands and feet are like ice,” he cried out. “Good 
God! why didn’t you send for some one—for me—before? 
Why, she’s dying; she’s almost gone!” 

Barry rushed out and spoke to Jim Willis, who turned 
pale and came in and stood by the bedside. 

“She’s almost gone,” he said, in a hushed whisper. 

“There’s no use going for the doctor; she’d be dead before 
he got here,” said Nelson, and he stood regarding the pass- 
ing child with a strange, sad face—unutterably sad, because 
of his incapability of the truest sadness. 

“Poor little thing, she’s past suffering, anyhow,” said the 
other man, and his own face also was sad with a puzzled, 
mystified sadness. 

Lily died that night. There was quite a commotion in 
Barry’s Ford until after the funeral, it was all so sudden, 
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and then everything went on as usual. Old Woman Ma- 
goun continued to live as she had done before. She sup- 
ported herself by the produce of her tiny farm; she was 
very industrious, but people said that she was a trifle 
touched, since every time she went over the log bridge with 
her eggs or her garden vegetables to sell in Greenham, she 


carried with her, as one might have carried an infant, Lily’s 
old rag doll. 


See ee ee oe 


X. THE OY OF YOUTH? 


Emme.ine Ames, going down the village street that winter 
afternoon, was conscious of a little uncomfortable lump in 
her right shoe. She was also conscious of an innocent 
bravado of shame as the lump worked from the hollow of 
her instep toward her toes. A soft red, and a delicious, silly 
smile, overspread her face. The lump was composed of 
some dried sprigs of the plant called boys’-love, or_southern- 
w _ Emmeline believed firmly in the superstition con- 
cerning it. She was sure that a girl with a sprig of boys’- 
love in her shoe would marry the first boy whom she met. 
In summer, when the plant with its long, gray-green, 
aromatic leaves flourished in the garden, she often wore a 
sprig in her shoe, and she had secretly pressed some in her 
own particular books, in order that she might be able to 
try the charm in the wintertime. Emmeline had too much 
credulity and imagination to be in a perfectly normal state; 
or, on the contrary, she may have been too normal, with all 
her human instincts dangerously near the surface, and as 
prone to injury as her great-grandmother’s eggshell china 
teacups. 

There was a cousin of Mr. John Adams’s, whom her aunt 
Martha had married, who visited often at the Ames house. 
The cousin’s name was Miss Abby Jennison; she was a pro- 
fessor in a girls’ college, and rather uncomfortably analyti- 
cal. One day she told Emmeline’s anxious mother that 
Emmeline was a good example of overgrowth induced by 
the strain of civilization, and when Emmeline’s mother had 
rejoined that she was such a simple, even primitive, child, 
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Miss Jennison had triumphantly declared that that only con- 
firmed her in her opinion. Emmeline had reverted to an 
original type. “How long can you keep a pansy from re- 
turning to a little heartsease if it blooms season after sea- 
son in the same garden?” inquired Miss Jennison. “Emme- 
line is a First Principle, bless her. I adore First Principles.” 

Emmeline’s mother inferred that it must be desirable for 
a little girl to be a First Principle; still, she felt a little un- 
easy. One day, after Miss Jennison had returned to her 
college, she asked her sister Martha, Mrs. John Adams, what 
she supposed Abby Jennison had meant. Martha was rock- 
ing comfortably with her second little girl in her lap. The 
first little girl was playing on the floor at her feet with six 
dolls, a very small horse, and a very large woolly lamb. 
Martha looked smilingly over the golden downy ball of the 
baby’s head. “She meant what most people mean who live 
on paper and in words,” said Martha Adams. 

“You don’t think she meant that Emmeline was not 
healthy—too nervous or anything?” 

“Of course she is a little too nervous,” said Martha. “But 
what would one give for a child without nerves? Emme- 
line never begun to have the nerves that my children have.” 
She spoke as if nerves were a distinction, and her sister said 
no more. She had imbibed a hazy idea that being a First 
Principle meant being nervous, and that being nervous might 
be desirable; still, she remained somewhat uneasy. Had she 
begun to know what went on within Emmeline’s little blos- 
soming mind she would have been distracted. Her own 
child was to her as a sealed casket filled with mysterious 
processes which were quite beyond her scope. Emmeline 
reflected much upon topics which her elders considered as 
being remote from her furthest imaginings. For instance, 
that sprig of dried southernwood in her shoe would have 
been incredible to her mother and aunt. 

Emmeline walked along, gazing hopefully ahead. She 
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was slight and straight, and carried her delicate chin high. 
She was very pretty, and she was glad on account of the 
Boy. She stepped daintily, carefully pointing her toes out. 
She had a tendency to toe in, which she was trying to over- 
come. She was going to the store. She had a number of 
commissions for her mother and aunt. 

° It was very cold, and the snow, which was trodden hard, 
gave out silvery creaks underfoot. The fields lay in wide 
\ frozen levels of a uniform pearl gray. There were no blue 
\lights; the sky was clouded. The trees stretched out their 
‘limbs with a curious stiffness. The bushes, in which were 
still tangled a few dry leaves, looked brittle. Emmeline 
came to a large bush, and a swarm of sparrows flew out of 
it, as if the dead leaves had been assailed by a sudden wind. 
She walked on, gazing ahead for the Boy whom she should 
know for her future husband by virtue of that sprig of dry 
southernwood in her shoe. 

Emmeline, as she went on, became very much afraid that 
this test would end as had former ones. She had been 
singularly unfortunate in her experiments with boys’-love. 
Her most intimate friend, Anita Lord, had met Johnny 
Woodfield while trying the charm, and Emmeline, who had 
included Johnny in her own list of possibilities, had straight- 
way loyally eliminated him. After that it had seemed as 
if she were fated to meet Johnny Woodfield when she her- 
self was afield with southernwood aromatically crushed 
underfoot. Now she saw him approaching, and sighed. It 
did seem hard that she should inevitably meet a boy who 
was destined to become the husband of her dearest friend. 
She spoke rather stiffly to him and was passing on, but 
Johnny stopped her. 

“What’s your hurry?” he inquired, affably. 

“I have some errands at the store, and I must get home 
before dark.” 

“Shucks! loads of time! Say, Emmeline—” 
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Johnny, who was rather large and stout for his age, hesi- 
tated. He shifted his weight from one foot to the other. 
His cheeks were already crimson with the cold, but a 
warmer glow of young blood deepened the tint. 

“Tt’s a corking cold day, ain’t it?” he said at length. 

“Awful,” returned Emmeline. She looked up in Johnny 
Woodfield’s face. It was a handsome boy face. She realized 
that had it not been for Anita, she might—but she shook 
her head impatiently. She made a motion to pass, then 
Johnny spoke to the point. 

“Say, Emmeline,” he blurted out, “don’t you want to go 
to the concert with me tomorrow night?” It was the first 
time that Johnny Woodfield had ever invited a girl to go 
anywhere with him, and it was the first time that Emme- 
line had been invited. It was a tremendous moment for 
both of them. Emmeline, however, was a girl, and she 
had her wits about her. She knew exactly what to say, and 
she said it beautifully. 

“Thank you,” she said; “you are very kind, but I have 
a previous engagement.” 

Johnny Woodfield realized the dignity and finality of the 
reply. He jerked his cap from his head, which looked 
pathetically curly. His cheeks blazed. He stood aside for 
Emmeline to pass. Then the little girl’s pitiful heart mis- 
gave her. She looked at him, and her pretty mouth 
quivered. 

“You aren’t mad, are you, Johnny?” she said. 

“Of course I ain’t,” replied Johnny, manfully. “If you 
have a previous engagement, that settles it.” 

“TI don’t think Anita has any engagement.” 

“Oh, well, I may not go to the concert, anyway,” returned 
Johnny. “Good evening, Emmeline.” 

“Good evening,” returned Emmeline. She walked on 
rather sadly. She had no regrets concerning Johnny, since 
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she firmly believed him to be Anita’s property, but she was, 
of course, facing an irony of fate. 

It was not long before she faced another. She saw some 
one approaching, and her heart leaped. Was it—? A young. 
man jauntily swinging a tightly rolled umbrella came to- 
ward her. Emmeline did not raise her eyes until she met 
him. She was almost sure. When she did look up she 
encountered the handsome, patronizing eyes of Mr. Lionel 
Bates, who was going to be married in the spring to Miss 
Ellen Sylvester. Emmeline knew Mr. Bates. He was a 
lawyer and had had business dealings with her mother. 

“How do you do, little one?” said Mr. Bates as he passed. 
He did not even consider it worth his while to raise his hat. 
Emmeline passed on. She reflected that if a grown-up 
young man could know what a girl of fourteen really thought 
of him, he perhaps would not swing his umbrella quite so 
airily. 

Then she saw old Mr. Henry T. Meredith, who was 
eighty and had had three wives, approaching. Emmeline 
shuddered at the thought that the southernwood might point 
to him. Mr. Meredith was fond of little girls, and he was 
perpetually mistaking a little girl for one of his own de- 
scendants. He had grandchildren and great-grandchildren, 
and his memory had begun to fail. He stopped and rested 
on his stick when he met Emmeline, and felt in his over- 
coat pocket, from which he drew a sticky molasses drop. 
Then he thrust the sweet into Emmeline’s mouth with a 
loud cackle of intense enjoyment. 

“Didn’t think ye was goin’ to meet grandpa, did ye?” 
said he. “How be ye, grandpa’s little Lizzie? How’s 
your ma?” 

Emmeline’s disgust and indignation struggled with her 
native politeness and veneration for age. She spoke as well 
as she could on account of the sticky sweetmeat in her mouth. 
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“I am not Lizzie,” said she. “You have made a mistake, 
Mr. Meredith. I am Emmeline Ames.” 

It was all thrown away on Mr. Meredith. He did not 
hear one word. He thrust another molasses drop into 
_ Emmeline’s hand, and he cackled again. “Here’s another 
for ye,” said he. “Now run right home to your ma, Lizzie, 
or you'll ketch cold.” 

Old Mr. Meredith went his way and Emmeline went hers. 
As soon as she was quite sure she was unobserved she dis- 
posed of the two molasses drops. This time the irony of 
fate had almost cuffed her ears. 

She walked on a little farther. She had almost given 
_ up when she saw the Boy advancing. This time she knew. 
When they met she glanced quickly at him, disclosing a flash 
of brilliant blue under gold-fringed lids which immediately 
dropped upon paling cheeks. She was sure the Boy’s eyes 
had met hers, but he did not look away so quickly. She 
could feel his earnest gaze upon her face. She knew that 
he turned and looked after her. She wondered if she were 
walking straight. She felt the boys’-love in her shoe. Her 
heart beat so loud that she did not hear the resonant creak 
of the snow. She did not feel the bite of the winter wind 
upon her face. A sleigh passed with a loud jangle of bells, | 
She did not notice it. She had met the Boy. She had no 
doubt. She did not know who he was. He was a beau- | 
tiful boy. He was tall and straight and slender, and he had 
a handsome dark face. Emmeline had met him with a sprig | 
of southernwood in her shoe, and she knew. It made no | 
difference to her that the superstition was to the effect that | 
a girl would marry the first one whom she met. She obvi- 
ously could not marry a boy who was the property of her 
dearest friend, or an engaged young man, or an old gentle- 
man who could not tell her from one of his own great- 
grandchildren. 


In her agitation, Emmeline walked nearly a quarter of a 
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mile past the store. Then she met Anita, who asked her 
where she was going, and she remembered. 

“To the store?” repeated Anita. “Why, Emmeline Ames, 
you have walked ’way past it! It is freezing cold, too.” 

Anita was very fat, and there was a curious unfinished 
effect about her nose and mouth. She had a quantity of 
black hair, and she had just begun to do it up. A great 
knot of it wobbled about her neck as she spoke. 

“I don’t feel a bit cold,” replied Emmeline. 

“It is cold—the coldest day of the year. Well, turn round 
and walk back with me. I am going to the store, too. Aunt 
Rachel wants some knitting cotton—she is out of it—for 
those everlasting face cloths she is always knitting.” 

“I suppose she likes to knit them,” Emmeline remarked, 
dreamily, as she walked back with Anita. 

“I suppose she does, or she knits them because she hasn’t 
anything she does like to do.” 

Emmeline did not hear what Anita said. She was think- 
ing of the Boy. Then suddenly she thought she must say 
something to her friend. “I met Johnny just now,” she said. 

The color flew into Anita’s face. She tossed her head, and 
the great knot of black hair wobbled dangerously. 

“Huh!” said she, “I don’t know as I think so very much 
of Johnny Woodfield, after all.” 

“But, Anita,” Emmeline said, wonderingly, “you remem- 
ber how you met him last summer when you had that sprig 
of boys’-love in your shoe.” 

“Huh!” said Anita, quite violently, “I don’t know as I 
have much faith in that sign, anyway. Johnny Woodfield 
isn’t the only boy in this town, and I don’t waste my thoughts 
on any boy myself. I am going to begin to study French 
with Miss Laselle next week. Grandmother says perhaps 
I can go to Europe for a year after I am through the high 
school, and if I can’t speak French nobody can understand 
a word I say. I might just as well be a cat traveling!” 
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Emmeline stared at Anita. 

“Grandmother says she thinks I shall need a year’s rest 
before I go to college,” said Anita, proudly. “I am not 
very strong.” 

Emmeline, little, slender, high-browed girl, looked at her 
with surprise. “Why, Anita, you look real strong!” said she. 

“I know I weigh more than you do, Emmeline,” Anita 
returned, severely, “but weight does not always mean health. 
I am very delicate.” 

Then they entered the store. Emmeline made her pur- 
chases, and Anita bought white knitting cotton. Then she 
and Anita said good-by to each other and parted. Emme- 
line walked home through the deepening winter twilight. 
She gazed ahead with her innocent, serious blue eyes. She 
had a listening air, as if she heard music. She was very 
happy. 

When she reached home she went into the sitting room, 
where her mother and Aunt Martha and the children and 
her little dog Spotty were all grouped before the hearth fire. 
Spotty sprang at her, yelping with delight. He tried to 
reach her beloved little face with his affectionate, quivering 
tongue. 

“Have you almost perished with the cold, dear?” asked 
Emmeline’s mother. 

“T am not a bit cold,” replied Emmeline. 

She removed her wraps, and sat down with the others 
before the fire, which cast a strange crimson glow upon 
her head. Emmeline sat still, smiling a strange, inscrutable 
smile. Her eyes, very blue and bright, seemed gazing 
within herself into long vistas of joy. Little Sally was fast 
asleep on the bearskin rug. The firelight was playing over 
her, and she also was smiling, in her sleep, with ineffable 
mystery. The baby in Aunt Martha’s arms laughed and 
crowed, and held out little imploring arms to Emmeline, 
who immediately arose and took her carefully, with tender 
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kisses. The baby cuddled up against her shoulder when 
she sat down again, and Emmeline smiled over the little 
head, that same smile of inscrutable joy. 

Mr. John Adams, Aunt Martha’s husband, came in. 
“Whew! but it is a cold night! It seems mighty good to 
get home,” he said. He kissed Martha, and patted the 
children’s and Emmeline’s heads. 

Then Annie came to the door and said that dinner was 
ready. After dinner Emmeline read a little while, then went 
to bed. When she had left the room after her good-night 
kisses, Mr. John Adams looked across his evening paper at 
his wife and sister-in-law. 

“That girl is going to make havoc with young men’s hearts 
before very long,” said he. 

“She is growing prettier every day,” assented Martha. 

Mrs. Ames smiled proudly but a little uneasily. “Don’t 
put such ideas into the child’s head, John,” she said. 

“There is no need of putting in things which are there 
already,” said John, shrewdly. Then the door bell rang, 
and he had to go into another room to see a man on business. 

Mrs. Ames regarded her sister with a troubled expres- 
sion. “You don’t think that baby has begun to even think 
of such things?” she said, piteously. 

“Of course not, dear,” replied Martha. “It is only John’s 
nonsense.” 

“She always tells me everything,” said Mrs. Ames, look- 
ing somewhat consoled, “and I have never allowed her to 
read novels.” 

“I think you have been very wise about that,” said 
Martha. “I don’t mean that Sally and Rosamond shall 
read a page of a novel before they are eighteen.” 

Neither woman dreamed how the girl in her dainty nest 
overhead was lying awake and reading that novel of her 
own heart, which the most loving and watchful of guardians 
cannot close from the eyes of youth. Emmeline, curled up 
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in her little white bed, was thinking of the Boy. An inno- 
cent rapture permeated every nerve when his face .came 
before her mental vision. Such a beautiful boy, and she had 
not a doubt about the linking of his future with her own. 

The next morning, when she woke, her first thought was 
of the Boy, and a great ecstasy followed the thought. She 
looked at her window and saw the snow drifting past it like 
a white veil. If it had been pleasant she might have gone 
to the post office for the morning mail and she might have 
met the Boy; now Sydney would go. However, she was 
not troubled; the thought of the Boy was enough to fill 
her with strange content. 

She was very happy all day. She sat beside a window, 
looking out often at the white storm. She had some em- 
broidery in her lap, but she did not work much. She 
watched the snow fall and thought of the Boy. It was a 
very severe storm. The wind blew and the snow drifted in 
the yard with curling crests like waves. The trees stood 
as if knee-deep in eddying hollows of snow. It was strange, 
but the fiercer the storm became the greater became the 
spiritual exaltation of the little girl with first love blossom- 
ing in her heart. The storm and her happiness increased 
by a similar ratio. She would not have been as happy on a 
day when the weather was commonplace. She hardly spoke 
from morning until night. She had never, in all her life, 
been so happy. Even the baby’s crying when the light be- 
gan to wane did not disturb her. The baby was cutting teeth. 
Usually Emmeline was troubled when the baby, of whom 
she was very fond, cried. Now cutting teeth seemed a part 
of the universal joyous scheme of things.. Emmeline took 
the baby, and danced her up and down and comforted her. 
When the child finally fell asleep on her shoulder the sleep 
also seemed a part of joy. 

The storm continued all night and during the next day 
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until noon. Then the sky cleared and the world was a 
great blue dazzle, sparkling as if with diamonds. 

Emmeline watched the men clearing the road and Sydney 
heaping up the snow in great ridges on either side of the 
front walk. She did not go out that day, and missed more 
chances of seeing the Boy; still, the thought of him was 
entirely sufficient to content her. 

The thought of him was sufficient to content her as days 
and weeks and months passed and she did not see him 
again. She was even curiously afraid that somebody might 
mention him to her and she might discover who he was. 
She felt instinctively that any mention of the Boy might 
disturb the beautiful crystalline isolation in which she dwelt 
with him. 

The winter was over, then the spring school term when 
Emmeline graduated at the village high school, then the 
long summer vacation began. All this time Emmeline was 
very happy with her remembrance and her dream and her 
blossoming hopes, although she never saw the Boy. She 
grew taller, and people said she was fast becoming a beauty. 
Emmeline herself did not realize any difference. She had 
always considered herself pretty, and loved, very innocently, 
her face in her looking-glass. She lived so in her dream 
that she could not realize what changes the dream was work- 
ing within herself. 

Toward twilight one summer day Emmeline started to 
spend the night at Anita Lord’s. Anita was to have a little 
party, and Emmeline was invited to remain all night with 
her. Emmeline wore her new white dress trimmed with 
lace and embroidery, and a white hat trimmed with white 
ribbon and roses. She carried a bag containing her night- 
gown and toilet things. 

She walked fast, for there was a cloud in the northwest 
which might mean a-thundershower, the light was waning 
fast, and she wanted to reach Anita’s house. She had come 
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to an unsettled place bordered by fields when she heard a 
hoarse, drunken shout behind her which filled her with panic. 
She ran, but as she ran she glanced back. She saw a huge 
figure coming after her at a staggering run. She knew imme- 
- diately who it was—Mr. Ticknor. He shouted again, and 
she understood. “Violetty! Violetty!” shouted Mr. Tick- 
nor. Emmeline knew that he was mistaking her for his 
daughter Violetta. 

She had heard a great deal about Mr. Ticknor’s brutal 
treatment of his family. She reflected that since Mr. Tick- 
nor mistook her for his daughter Violetta he might, if he 
caught her, be brutal to her. She ran on. The hoarse 
shouts gained in intensity. She heard the name of Violetta 
coupled with alarming threats. She made out that she was 
to be beaten within an inch of her life. Her slim legs 
skimmed the ground as lightly as a bird’s, but, alas! Mr. 
Ticknor could cover twice as much at a jump as she. 
He would certainly have caught her had it not been for 
his frequent departures from a straight course. As it was, 
Emmeline heard the heavy, padding footsteps nearer and 
nearer. She saw at a quick glance what might be her only 
chance. She had reached the field in which stood the little 
corn house where she had fastened Spotty four years ago. 

She turned abruptly, and made for the little structure. 
She flashed through the ranks of fodder corn like a fright- 
ened bird. She heard a louder shout of rage from Mr. Tick- 
nor. She did not look around. She wondered, as she ran, 
if she remembered correctly that, besides the wooden bolt 
on the outside of the corn-house door, there was a lock and 
key. If she were mistaken, and it was a padlock to be 
fastened only from the outside, she was lost. She hoped 
that she remembered rightly and that there was a lock, al- 
though it was unusual in such a place. When she reached 
the corn house she saw that it had an old house door which 
was equipped with a heavy lock and key. Emmeline dashed 
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in. She slammed the door. She laid her hand on the key 
which was in the lock. 

There was a moment of breathless agony; the key turned 
very hard. But at last it clicked, and Emmeline sank down 
on the dusty floor. She realized that she was faint. There 
was a singing in her ears, but through the singing she 
heard Mr. Ticknor’s raging voice. Then suddenly it ceased. 
After a while Emmeline got strength enough to rise and stand 
on tiptoe and push the little sliding window a crack aside. 
No one was in sight. She tried to turn the key back, but 
she could not move it at all. It was hampered. Then she 
knew that she was a prisoner in the corn house until some 
chance rescuer should arrive. The one window was high 
in the wall, and too small for even a girl of Emmeline’s pro- 
portions to crawl through. Emmeline tugged again at the 
key. She blistered one hand, but it was all useless. ‘Then 
she stood on tiptoe again and peeped out of the window. 
Presently a buggy drawn by a white horse passed, and she 
did make a dismal little outcry, but the buggy rattled rapidly 
past. Emmeline sat down on a pile of last year’s corn. 
She did not weep. The situation was beyond tears. 

She could not sit still long. She was at the window again. 
She saw in the dim light a figure pass along the road. Then 
she realized that she could not possibly know who it was, 
that she might be rushing from one danger to another. She 
realized that she must remain where she was all night!— 
that she must make up her mind to it. She thought of the 
party at Anita’s. She knew that her relatives would have 
no occasion to worry because she did not come home; that 
Anita would only think that something had detained her, 
and would not worry, either; that nobody would institute a 
search for her until the next day. Then she heard a fa- 
miliar little sound which revived her. It was Spotty’s small, 
far-reaching bark. The little dog came across the field like 
a flying shadow. First he leaped at the window, which he 
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could not reach. He whined; he called his consternation, 
his sympathy, with all the tones in his faithful dog voice. 
All night long he barked and howled at intervals. If it had 
not been for Spotty, Emmeline considered that she could 
never have endured such a night. The little dog’s scratchings 
on the door and his commiserating cries were all she had to 
sustain her. She sat miserably on the pile of corn, and 
waited for morning. She soon realized that there were 
mice, if not rats, in the corn house. She had frequently to 
move about to keep them quiet. 

Finally the sun rose. Then she took up her station at 
the window. People began to pass, on the road, walking 
and driving. Emmeline, whenever she thought she was 
safe in so doing, cried out, but her voice did not carry well 
and nobody heard her. Spotty also made frantic dashes 
at everybody, but he was simply shooed away. Nobody 
understood his dog language. It was ten o'clock before 
help came. Emmeline saw a slim, straight young figure 
swinging along the road. Spotty made one of his desperate 
dashes. The figure stopped. Then Emmeline saw the 
dog, mad with joy, careering back to her prison, and run- 
ning in his wake the Boy. When the Boy reached the 
corn house he saw, in a little window high in the wall, a 
beautiful little pale face fluffed around with yellow hair 
against a background of amber dusk. 

“What is the matter!” said the Boy. 

Emmeline explained in little gasps as well as she was 
able. The Boy immediately rose to the situation. He 
was a strong Boy. He put knee and shoulder against the 
corn-house door and Emmeline was free. “You poor little 
soul!” said the Boy. Emmeline was so weak she could 
hardly stand. “Here, take my arm,” said the Boy. He 
was not at all awkward with a girl, although he was a 
boy. Emmeline took his arm, and the two went through 
the corn, every blade of which was strung with a row of 
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dewdrops, like a lily-of-the-valley, and Spotty raced ahead 
with joyous yelps, and returned to circle with leaping bounds 
around the two. “That’s a nice little dog,” said the Boy, 
when a lull in the explanations of the situation came. _ 

“Yes,” said Emmeline. “I don’t know how I could ever. 
have lived through the night if it hadn’t been for Spotty.” 

“Poor little soul!” said the Boy, again. 

Emmeline felt a thrill of something which seemed like 
the light of the dewy morning. 

“IT don’t know what your name is,” said the Boy. 

“Emmeline Ames. I don’t know what your name is, 
either.” 

“My name is Guy Russell. I am Mrs. Elizabeth Rus- 
sell’s nephew. My father and mother died when I was a 
baby. When I haven’t been at school I have lived with 
my aunt Edith, but she died last winter, and now I sup- 
pose I shall be here with Aunt Elizabeth a good deal. I 
enter Yale next fall, and next summer I am going abroad.” 

Emmeline felt a sinking at her heart. 

“Are you?” she said. 

“Yes. I shall be gone only six weeks. I shall be here 
with Aunt Elizabeth the rest of the time when I am at 
college. I am to stay here the rest of this summer.” 

“I am sorry your aunt Edith died,” said Emmeline. 

“She was just like a mother to me,” said the Boy, simply. 

Emmeline felt very sorry for him. It seemed to her 
that she had never felt so sorry for anyone before. She 
gave the Boy’s arm the most delicate little pressure with 
her hand, and he immediately pressed the arm closer against 
his side. 

“But Aunt Elizabeth is all right,” said the Boy. “Do you 
know her?” 

“By sight,” replied Emmeline, and she spoke with a lit- 
tle awe. Mrs. Elizabeth Russell was a very wealthy woman, 
the only really wealthy woman in the village. She lived in 
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a most beautiful house. She had traveled. She had won- 
derful guests from cities during the summer. She min- 
gled very little with the village people. She was popularly 
supposed to be very proud, although she was said to be 
. Charitable, and very pleasant “when you knew her.” She 
had once called on Emmeline’s mother, and Mrs. Ames, 
very particularly dressed, had returned the call, but that 
was when Emmeline was very young. She had seen Mrs. 
Russell only across the church or driving, but she had al- 
ways regarded her with a sort of feudal admiration. “I 
think your aunt Elizabeth is beautiful,” she said, warmly. 

“Yes, she is,” assented the Boy. 

Then they had reached Emmeline’s house, and Em- 
meline was trembling with irresolution as to whether she 
ought or ought not to invite the Boy in. Her mother and 
Aunt Martha solved the question by rushing out with 
exclamations and questions. ‘They had just heard that 
Emmeline had not been at Anita’s party, and Mr. John 
Adams was even then on another road with some men 
searching for her. 

While Mrs. Ames and Aunt Martha hugged Emmeline 
and exclaimed over her, she and the Boy, between them, 
told the story. Then Emmeline and the Boy were in the 
house at the breakfast table. It seemed that, although the 
Boy had already eaten one breakfast, there was something 
about Annie’s waffles and coffee and omelette which sur- 
passed his aunt’s French cook’s efforts. Emmeline was 
- blissfully watchful of the Boy while he ate. She herself 
ate, but did not seem to taste anything except what the 
Boy ate. 

“T wonder the dear child looks so well after such an 
awful night,” Aunt Martha said to Emmeline’s mother. 

Mrs. Ames looked happily at Emmeline’s pink cheeks 
and the blue delight of her eyes. “I wonder she isn’t down 
sick,” said she. The two women looked approvingly at 
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young Guy Russell. After he had gone and Emmeline had 
been put to bed, they agreed that he looked as if he might 
grow to be a splendid man. 

“I suppose he will have all his aunt’s money, too,” said 
Mrs. Ames. Then she looked ashamed of herself. “But 
that is nothing compared with his being such a good, hon- 
est, innocent boy,” she said. 

“His aunt Edith Sloan was a splendid woman, from 
everything I have heard of her. It is easy to see that 
the boy has been brought up by a good woman. He shows 
it.” Mrs. Ames had a dreamy look in her eyes. Her sister 
smiled a little furtive smile. 

They both thought Emmeline, upstairs in her little room, 
was asleep, but she was not. She was too happy to sleep. 
She was one of the very few on the face of this earth who 
dream and keep the precious crystal of the dream unshat- 
tered by the shock with reality. 

It was a week after that that Mrs. Elizabeth Russell gave 
a party for her nephew, and Emmeline was invited. Mrs. 
Russell sent her carriage for her. Emmeline had her first 
silk dress to wear. It was made over from one her mother 
had worn when a girl. It was white silk sprinkled with 
little silver dots. Emmeline’s hair was tied with a great 
white bow, and she had white shoes, and she looked, her 
mother and aunt thought, the prettiest thing in the world. 
“IT am glad the dear child doesn’t know what a beauty she 
is,” said Mrs. Ames, after the carriage had rolled away. 

“She hasn’t an olen ” said Martha. 

Neither dreamed that Emmeline knew perfectly sell 
how she looked, and that an innocent rapture because of 
her beauty in her silver-dotted gown seemed to perfume 
her very soul. It is more beautiful than beauty itself to be 
innocently conscious of it, and to value it more for the 
sake of the love of another than for self-love. Emmeline 
reflected how pleased the Boy would be with her appear- 


TAPER OF YO URE 207 


ance and she tasted that pleasure instead of her own, ex- 
actly as she had tasted the breakfast the morning after he 
had rescued her from her prison. 

There was a palm room in Mrs. Elizabeth Russell’s house. 
- An hour later Emmeline and the Boy were in there. They 
stood under some great spreading fronds and looked out 
of a wide window at a wonderful sight. The lawn was 
all dotted with swinging Japanese lanterns, and electric 
lights made strange shadows which seemed alive. The 
night looked like another world, full of mysteries of beauty 
unfolding upon beauty, and joy upon joy. Each saw more 
than there really was, because each saw with the other’s 
eyes. They looked out at the fairy night; then they looked 
at each other. 

“You are the most beautiful girl I ever saw in my whole 
life,’ said the Boy, with blunt fervor. He spoke as if he 
had lived ages. The girl made no disclaimer. She be- 
lieved him. She gazed back at him with radiant delight 
in his appreciation of her. 

The window opened like a door. The Boy threw it wide, 
and took Emmeline’s hand with a caressing touch in his 
hard, boyish one. “Let’s walk out there,” he said, stam- 
meringly. He and Emmeline went out. They strolled arm 
in arm along a broad gravel walk, and finally sat down 
under a tree swarming with brilliant lanterns like butter- 
flies. They were quite alone. Most of the guests were on 
the other side of the lawn, where refreshments were being 
served and where the orchestra played behind some flow- 
ering bushes. The Boy put his arm around the girl. “I 
love you,” he whispered. Emmeline said nothing. She 
felt as if some divine fluid were coursing through all her 
veins. 

“Don’t you love me?” said the Boy. 

“Yes,” replied Emmeline. 

She and the Boy kissed each other. 
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“Then we are engaged,” said the Boy. Emmeline nodded. 
She looked at him, and her face of love, and ignorance of 
love was fairly dazzling. The Boy kissed her again. Then 
they sat still. The Boy’s arm was around the girl and 
her head on his shoulder. Both tasted the uttermost joy of 
the present. Happiness stood still in their heaven. 


BRBSSBaE 
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For years the sisters, Miss Melissa Abbot and Mrs. Sarah 
Drew, had lived in peace and concord, not in the same house, 
but in adjoining ones. Mrs. Drew had married when very 
young, and her husband had lived only a year. At that 
time the old Abbot homestead had been filled with un- 
married sons and daughters, and the young widow had 
continued to reside in the pretty little cottage which her 
husband had built for her. Now Miss Melissa had been 
living alone for some years, and so had Mrs. Drew, and 
people wondered why they did not keep house together, 
but both were women of habit, and did not relish any 
change. Moreover, the two houses, the square old home- 
stead and the little cottage with its piazza under the over- 
hang of the roof, were so near that the sisters could talk 
from open windows. They were devoted to each other; in 
fact, they were considered an example of sisterly affec- 
tion for the whole village, until they were both old women 
and the advent of Billy and Susy. Billy and Susy were 
two remarkably pretty yellow kittens; young Mira Holmes 
had brought them over one afternoon in May, in a covered 
basket. She stopped at Mrs. Drew’s. Miss Melissa was 
spending the afternoon there. She could see both elderly 
heads at the sitting-room windows. She knocked, and then 
ran in. She was quite at home there. She kissed both 
sisters; then she opened the basket, and two little yellow 
balls of fur flew out. “Our cat had five,” said Mira, “and 
they were so pretty we could not bear to have them drowned. 
So we thought maybe you would like these. Nellie Stowe 


1 Copyright, 1909, by Harper & Brothers. 
209 


210 BEST STORIES OF MARY E. WILKINS 


has two, and we are going to keep one ourselves. Would 
you like them?” Mira Holmes was a very pretty, slight 
girl, and she had a wistful, affectionate way of speaking, 
and a little pathetic expression. Mira had been as good 
as engaged to Harry Ayres, but he had ceased to visit 
her some six months before. Mira went her way patiently, 
but she was thinner, and pathetic, in spite of everything. 
She laughed with the old ladies when the yellow kittens 
flew out of the basket, but the laugh was as sad as a sob. 
The sisters were enthusiastic over the gift. 

“It was only yesterday that sister and I were saying 
that we really must have some cats; we are both overrun 
with mice,” declared Mrs. Sarah Drew, and she appropriated 
directly one of the kittens, and folded it under her soft 
double chin. “I will call him Billy, after the cat I had 
when I first came to live here,” said she. “That was a yel- 
low cat, too.” 

Miss Melissa gathered up the other kitten lovingly. “I 
will call her Susy,” she announced. “You remember I had 
a yellow cat named Susy, once, sister?” 

Mira did not remain very long. She went her way with 
her empty basket on her arm. As she went out of the yard 
between the bridal-wreath bushes, and the flowering al- 
mond, and the striped grass, her head drooped wearily 
under her spring hat trimmed with rosebuds. 

“Poor little thing!” said Mrs. Drew, pityingly. 

Miss Melissa tossed her head. “Good land!” said she. “I 
guess she will get another beau, a girl as pretty as Mira 
Holmes, and if she doesn’t it is no matter; beaux are not 
everything in the world. Girls are silly.” 

Then Miss Melissa turned toward her yellow kitten, 
but both sisters had put the kittens on the floor when they 
bade farewell to Mira, and now came disaster; their first 
quarrel. Miss Melissa gathered up a kitten lovingly, but 


BILLY AND SUSY 211 


Mrs. Drew interposed. “Stop, Melissa,” said she; “that is 
my kitten; that is my yellow kitten, that is Billy.” 

“Why, Sarah Drew,” cried Miss Melissa, “you know bet- 
ter! You know this is Susy.” 

Mrs. Drew caught up the other yellow kitten, and both 
sisters glared over the little, soft, yellow, wriggling things. 
“This is Susy,” declared Melissa. 

“This is Susy. You have got my cat,” insisted Sarah. 

The kittens were exactly alike to the ordinary observer, 
but not to the sisters. “I know I have my Susy,” said 
Melissa. “I noticed particularly her expression.” 

“Cat’s hind leg!” said Sarah, contemptuously. It was a 
sarcastic expletive peculiar to her herself, and in this case 
more appropriate than usual. “Talk about a cat having 
expression,” she added. Then she laughed a disagreeable 
laugh. Sarah had a temper. 

Miss Melissa also had a temper, but hers was of the 
tearful variety. Tears streamed over her faded blond cheeks 
—tears of rage and hurt sentiment. “Cats have expres- 
sion,” she declared, in a hysterical voice. “You can talk 
all you want. My Susy had the most innocent expression, 
and this one looks just like her. Precious little Susy cat!” 
she crooned to the yellow kitten. 

“Susy nothing,” said Sarah. “That cat is my Billy, and 
this is your precious Susy. I wouldn’t have this kind of a 
cat, anyway. They keep you always drowning kittens or 
trying to give them away. Give me Billy!” 

“You have got Billy now,” said Miss Melissa, tearfully. 
“Precious little Susy cat!” 

“That cat you have is Billy,” said Sarah Drew, with awful 
firmness. 

“You have Billy, and this precious is Susy,” returned 
Melissa, with more sentiment but equal obstinacy. 

Neither would yield. Melissa, grasping the yellow cat 
which she claimed so tightly that it clawed and mewed, 
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went home. Sarah Drew thrust the remaining cat viciously 
into the kitchen. “Here, Abby,” she said to the old woman 
who had worked for her ever since her marriage, “take 
this miserable cat! Miss Mira brought it, but I don’t 
want it.” 

Abby had heard every word of the discussion. She 
always heard: she considered it her duty. She gathered up 
the kitten, and presently she came to the sitting-room 
door. 

“Miss Sarah,” said she. 

“I don’t want to hear a word,” replied Sarah, shortly and 
haughtily. 

SOP te 

“I don’t want to hear a word. I know you were listen- 
ing, and you always take everybody’s part against me. 
Now, you can either keep that miserable cat in the kitchen 
or drown it, I don’t care which, but if you do keep it, you 
must dispose of the kittens. Now, I don’t want to hear 
another word.” 

Abby, who was as tall and angular as a man, went out. 

Later in the afternoon she and Miss Melissa’s girl, who 
was also an old woman, had a conference out in the garden, 
over the fence. Each held a yellow kitten. They parted 
after a while, because Mrs. Drew was seen standing in 
the kitchen door watching them. But Maria, Miss Me- 
lissa’s maid, said, in a whisper, “Both of them were always 
awful set,” and Abby nodded assent. 

Neither of the women was a gossip. It was nearly a 
month before it leaked out that Melissa Abbot and Sarah 
Drew had had a quarrel and were not on speaking terms. 
The two led a sad life. Melissa got no comfort from 
fondling her yellow cat, which grew in size and beauty. 
Abby kept the other carefully from her mistress’ sight, and 
tried to cook things to tempt her appetite. Both sisters 
were very unhappy. They had always been of a sociable 
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disposition, and each was afraid to accept an invitation 
-lest she should meet her sister. They stayed at home and 
moped. The curtains were drawn over the opposite win- 
dows in the cottage and homestead. Mrs. Drew was con- 
-stantly on the alert, and never stirred out-of-doors unless 
she was quite sure that her sister was at home and there 
was no danger of meeting her upon the street. Each 
became afraid of venturing abroad unless the other was 
housed. Sarah Drew watched. Melissa Abbot watched. 
Each knew that the other watched. Each knew the other 
so well that she could judge exactly of her sister’s state of 
mind from her own. Thus each suffered doubly. 

Mira Holmes heard of the estrangement, and came to 
see Mrs. Drew about it. “I am so sorry,” said she, and 
the tears, always in her heart for her own trouble, welled 
into her patient blue eyes. 

“It is nothing you are to blame for, child,” replied Sarah 
Drew with dignity. Both sisters were too proud to say 
anything to each other’s detriment. “It is unfortunate 
that the cats looked so much alike, but I can’t see how you 
are responsible for that.” 

“Maybe not,” admitted Mira. Then she broke down, 
and wept. “I am so sorry to have been the means of part- 
ing two sisters like you,” she sobbed. Her own grief stung 
her afresh as she wept for that of the sisters. 

“You didn’t part us,” replied Sarah Drew. “It was two 
yellow cats that looked exactly alike.” She called to Abby 
to make some tea and cut some sponge cake. When the 
tea and cake arrived she served them as calmly as if there 
were no yellow cats of confused identity in the world. 
“Drink this tea and eat some cake,” said she. “There is 
no sense in making yourself sick. This is a personal matter 
between my sister and myself.” 

“I wish they didn’t look so much alike,’ sobbed Mira, 
trying to sip the tea. 
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“T can’t see how you are to blame for that,” Sarah Drew 
said again. 

“If I had only brought one tiger cat and one yellow! 
There were two lovely tigers that I gave Nellie Stowe,” 
said Mira, pitifully. 

“I never liked tiger cats; I prefer yellow cats, but not 
one of this kind,” said Sarah Drew. Then she changed 
the subject. “It’s a beautiful day,” said she, “though it 
is pretty warm for so early in the season.” She talked at 
length about the weather, and how the apple trees were 
blooming; then she talked about the fair which the ladies 
of the Mission Circle were to give. Whenever poor young 
Mira Holmes essayed to bring up the subject of the yel- 
low cats, Sarah gently, but firmly, swerved her aside. 

When Mira left, she went to make a call upon Melissa, 
but her call was just as devoid of good results. Miss Me- 
lissa was much more reserved than her sister upon the 
subject. She even refused to justify herself in her conduct. 
The only thing she did was to call Maria and ask her to 
take Susy out of the room. The kitten had been curled 
up in a little coil of yellow fur upon the sofa when Mira 
entered. Poor Mira had to drink another cup of tea, and 
eat more sponge cake made from the identical recipe of 
the other; then she went home. On her way home she met 
Harry Ayres, the young man to whom she had been en- 
gaged, and he hardly noticed her, simply raising his hat 
without a smile, as if she had been a stranger. Mira 
scarcely inclined her pretty head. When she reached home, 
however, she found a certain comfort in throwing herself 
openly into a chair and weeping, and sobbing out to her 
mother how bad she felt about Mrs. Drew and Miss Me- 
lissa and the two yellow cats. She had felt obliged to con- 
ceal her tears heretofore from her mother. Now it was 
a comfort to weep before her for something for which she 
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need not be ashamed, and at the same time weep for her 
own private misery. 

If Mira’s mother knew that the girl was weeping for 
something besides the complication of the cats, she did not 
‘show it. She was a very gentle, soft-voiced woman, with 
beautiful rippling folds of yellow hair over her ears. She 
stroked Mira’s head. “Don’t, dear,” said she. “You are 
not to blame.” 

“I thought they would—like the—cats,” sobbed Mira. 

“Of course you did, dear. Don’t feel so. I will go over 
and see them myself tomorrow afternoon. I have an er- 
rand about the fair, and I will see if I can’t do some- 
thing.” 

“Miss Melissa may be mistaken, and Mrs. Drew may 
be mistaken; nobody knows,” said Mira. 

“If they are, it will be very hard for them to give in,” 
said Mrs. Holmes. “They are nice women, but they were 
always very set. ‘They were when I used to go toschool with 
them. But I will see what I can do.” 

It ended in Mrs. Holmes drinking tea and eating sponge 
cake in both houses, and coming away exactly as Mira 
had done. It ended in the same way for many others. 
Many good women called, and drank tea and ate sponge 
cake and tried to make peace between the sisters, and 
came away realizing that their effort had been fruitless. 
Even the minister’s wife drank tea and ate sponge cake, 
and the minister himself drank, and ate, and offered prayer 
in vain. After his call the sisters did not attend church 
at all. Previously they had gone to church, but had sat 
in different pews, leaving the old Abbot pew quite unoc- 
cupied. Both Miss Melissa and Mrs. Drew, on the Sunday 
after the minister’s call, watched with secret pride and ap- 
proved each other’s staying at home from church. Although 
at bitter enmity with her, each sister felt that she should 
have been personally mortified had she seen the other 
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emerge from her front door, clad in her Sabbath best, after 
the minister’s call and his direct importunities at the throne 
of grace that they of the Abbot family should see the 
error of their ways. 

Miss Melissa caressed her yellow cat, and said, aloud? 
“Well, I am glad she has some pride, if she hasn’t any- 
thing else”; and Mrs. Drew told Abby, after the church 
bell had done ringing, if she had made up her mind to keep 
that miserable cat, to be sure it had plenty of milk and no 
meat until it was older, for fear of fits, and added that 
if she had to keep animals that belonged to other folks 
she did not want them neglected under her roof anyway. 

That Sunday there was almost a rift in the cloud of 
dissension between the sisters, a rift based upon common 
pride and resentment of interference: an unworthy rift 
of unnatural sunlight of forgiveness caused by anger against 
another. But it did not last. By the next Sunday, neither 
expecting the other to go to church, each realized a complete 
return of the old bitterness. And the bitterness, as the 
days and weeks went on, caused more and more unhappi- 
ness. The two old women were fighting with two-edged 
swords, which they who love and fight must always use, 
and every time one inflicted a wound upon the other she 
hurt herself. People began to say that the sisters were 
aging terribly. Finally the doctor was seen stopping every 
day at both houses; then the news was spread abroad that 
the sisters had been told that they must have a change of 
scene. They were not wealthy enough to have a change 
of scene, unless it took the form of a visit. Then Miss 
Melissa went to pay her married brother, Thomas Abbot, 
who lived in Springfield, a visit, and Mrs. Drew went to 
pay her married sister Eliza, who lived in New York State, 
a visit, and Abby and Maria took care of their houses and 
the two yellow cats. Now and then they had letters from 
the sisters, which stated that they were improving in health, 
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but one day the two old servants, knee-deep in catnip and 
with their skirts catching in a tangle of sweetbrier, talking 
over the back fence, agreed that their mistresses did not 
write as if they were happy. 

_“T know Mis’ Drew,” said Abby. “She can set up as 
stiff as she’s a mind to, but she can’t cheat me. She'll 
never be herself ag’in till she and her sister make up. When 
two women have lived as many years as they have, and 
thought so much of each other, it’s goin’ to take somethin’ 
more’n a quarrel over two yeller cats to make them live 
this way and be jest as chipper as if nothin’ had hap- 
pened.” 

“T know Miss Melissa never will be the same,” said 
Maria. “She’s tried to make out as if she set the earth 
by that cat, but I’ve seen her look as if she’d like to pitch it 
out of the winder.” 

“It’s a pity they wouldn’t neither of them let us tell 
them,” said Abby. 

“Well, they wouldn’t. The minute I begun to speak I 
was hushed up, and so was you,” said Maria. 

“Yes, that’s so,” said Abby. “Guess I’ll take in some of 
this catnip for the cat. It won’t last much longer, and I 
guess I’ll dry some.” 

“I guess I will, too,” said Maria. “It looks something 
like frost tonight.” 

“There won’t be a frost unless the wind goes down,” 
returned Abby. Her gray hair whipped about her face as 
she picked a great bunch of catnip. 

“It does blow. When do you expect her home?” 

“She hasn’t said anything about coming. I shouldn’t 
wonder if she didn’t come before Thanksgiving. When 
do you expect her?” 

“TI don’t know any more than you do. Good land! It 
will be a queer Thanksgiving if they don’t make up first!” 

“Maybe they will.” 
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“They’re awful set, both of them.” 

“Well,” said Abby, “they may hate each other like poi- 
son for the rest of their natural lives. They may be set 
about that, but there’s some things they can’t be set about, 
nohow.” 

Both women laughed as they parted, and went their 
ways with bundles of catnip. 

It was a week before Thanksgiving when Miss Melissa 
came home, and Mrs. Drew arrived the next day. It was 
four o’clock in the afternoon when Melissa, with her white 
hood over her head, muffled against the bitter wind in her 
soft gray shawl, entered the south door, just as she had 
been accustomed to. “So you’ve got home, Sarah?” said 
she. She was pale and red by turns. She looked afraid 
and troubled, and yet as if she wanted to laugh. Mrs. Drew 
had much the same shift of expression. 

“Yes,” she said. “I came on the half-past-three train. 
Sit down.” 

Melissa sat down. 

“Take your things off and stay to supper. Abby’s mak- 
ing cream-of-tartar biscuits. Did you have a pleasant visit 
at Thomas’s?” 

“Very pleasant, thank you.” 

“How are they all? How is Thomas’s wife? Is Grace 
well?” 

“They both seem real well. Did you have a pleasant 
visit at Eliza’s?” 

“Very pleasant, thank you.” 

“How is Eliza? Is Henry getting on well in his law 
office, and how is Lizzie?” 

“They all seem real well, and Henry is smart as a whip. 
Eliza has a beautiful new winter cloak.” 

There was a silence. Miss Melissa’s face reddened and 
paled, then reddened. She laughed nervously. “Oh,” said 
she, “I have something to say to you, Sarah.” 
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“Well?” 

“It’s nothing, only—I feel as if I must tell you, I—was 
right—Billy is Susy, and she’s got five kittens. They 
haven’t got their eyes open yet.” 

Mrs. Drew laughed. “Susy, is she?” 

“Yes. You must have been mistaken.” 

“Well, I guess I was; but as for Billy’s being Susy, 
well—” Mrs. Drew gave a long sigh. Then she laughed 
again, a sharp cackle of nervous mirth. 

Miss Melissa stared at her. She looked relieved, but a 
little alarmed. “I’m glad you don’t lay it up,” said she, 
“but—” 

“Just wait a minute. Abby!” 

Abby opened the door. 

“Bring in that basket, please, Abby,” said Mrs. Drew. 

Melissa looked at her sister with such curiosity that her 
face assumed a vacant expression. Mrs. Drew continued 
to laugh. Finally Melissa joined in, although unwillingly. 
“What in the world we are laughing at I don’t see,” she 
tittered. 

“Because we've been a pair of fools,” said Mrs. Drew, 
as Abby returned. She set down on the floor before the 
two old women a basket in which lay curled up a yellow 
mother cat luxuriously purring love to some yellow kittens. 

“There are four of them,” said Mrs. Drew, “all yellow, 
and they have had their eyes open some time.” 

Miss Melissa stared at the cat and kittens, then at her 
sister. 

“Then—” she began. 

“They were both Susy,” said Mrs. Drew, “and we quar- 
reled over nothing at all.” 

“Sarah—” 

“Well?” 

“T had made up my mind, anyway, to come over here 
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and ask you to forgive me, and take my Susy if you thought 
she was Billy.” 

“And I had made up my mind to go over to your house, 
anyway, and ask you to forgive me, and keep Billy if sigh 
thought he was Susy,” said Mrs. Drew. 

Then the two women laughed in chorus. “No Billy at 
all,” said Miss Melissa, giggling like a girl. 

“And two old women making themselves ridiculous, fight- 
ing over two yellow cats,” said Mrs. Drew. 

Out in the kitchen Abby echoed their mirth with an ir- 
restrainable peal of laughter. 

“Mira Holmes and Harry Ayres have made up and are 
going to be married, Abby tells me,” said Mrs. Drew. “I 
mean she shall have two of those yellow kittens.” 

“I hate to have my Susy’s drowned,” said Melissa. “Maria 
says she thinks we can give them away. They are beautiful 
kittens: all yellow, just like these. Of course, you are com- 
ing over to dinner tomorrow, Sarah. Maria has the 
Thanksgiving cooking all done.” 

“I'd like to see myself doing anything else,” said Mrs. 
Drew. 

“Tl tell you what I’ll do,” said Melissa. 

“What?” 

“Tl send over and ask Mira and her mother and Harry 
to supper tomorrow night. I suppose they’ll go to his folks 
to dinner, but maybe they’ll like to come to supper. Maria 
has made some chicken pies.” 

“I think that is a real good idea,” said Sarah Drew, 
warmly. 

So it happened that Thanksgiving evening the old Abbot 
house was brightly lighted, and after supper the sisters, 
Mira and her mother, and Harry Ayres all sat in the best 
parlor in the old Abbot house, before the hearth fire. It 
was so pleasant that Mira had begged not to have the 
lamp lighted. She wore a red gown, and the firelight 
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played over her pretty face and over her lover’s, and the 
two held hands under a fold of the red gown, and trusted 
that nobody saw in the uncertain light. 

“I thought maybe you would like to have two of the 
_ kittens when you begin housekeeping,” Mrs. Drew was 
saying. 

“That house your father has bought for you is the hand- 
somest in the village,” Miss Melissa said to Harry; “but 
it is old, and I never saw an old house yet where there 
weren’t mice.” 

“That is true,” said Mira’s mother, in her soft voice. 

“I think that is a grand idea, thank you, Mrs, Drew,” 
Harry said, in his pleasant, happy, boyish voice. 

“T should love to have them, thank you, Mrs. Drew,” said 
Mira. 

Neither she nor her young lover dreamed that the love 
in the hearts of the two old sisters struck, albeit free from 
all romance, a note which chorded with their own into a 
true harmony of thanksgiving. 


RINT GEG SUT Tene he 


“T7’s time for Vilola to come home again, and B. F. Brown 
is havin’ paintin’ and paperin’ done,” said Mrs. Abner 
Wells to her sister. Her sister’s name was Mrs. Francis 
Baker, and she had come over with her work and her baby 
to spend the afternoon. 

‘Well, I thought there was something goin’ on there when 
I came past,” responded Mrs. Baker. “I noticed that the 
front chamber windows were open, and I saw some old room 
paper flyin’ round the yard.” 

“The man just finished it—went away since dinner.” 

“That front room is Vilola’s, ain’t it?” 

“Yes, of course it is. Didn’t you know it?” 

“Why, when did he have that room papered before!” 

“He had it papered only the last time she came,” said 
Mrs. Wells, impressively. 

“Why, that couldn’t have been more’n a year ago.” 

“Of course it couldn’t. Don’t Vilola Brown always come 
once a year and spend six months with her father, and 
then go back to Jefferson and spend six months with her 
mother? Ain’t she done that ever since her father and 
mother separated when she was a baby? I should think 
you might know that as well as I do, Elmira Baker.” 

“Oh, of course I do,” said Mrs. Baker. “I was only 
talking at random. I was only wondering what he was 
having that room papered for if it was done only a year 
ago.” 

“Well, I can tell you,” said Mrs. Wells, with asperity. 

1 Copyright, 1902, 1903, 1904, by Harper & Brothers. 
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“Some folks have money to throw away for nothing, or 
think they do. They may find out they don’t have any 
more than some other folks in the long run. I can tell 
you why. When we had that heavy spell of rain last fall 
it leaked in that room around the chimney and there was a 
place about as big as a saucer Jee that’s why.” 

“Was that all?” 

“Yes, that was all. B. F. Brown ain’t goin’ to have his 
precious Vilola comin’ home to sleep in a room that’s got 
a spot on the paper, if it ain’t any bigger than the head of a 
pin. I don’t know what he thinks that girl is.” 

“Couldn’t he have had the paper pieced?” 

“Oh no. It was faded just a little. He wouldn’t have 
Vilola sleep in a room with a patch of paper showin’. I 
guess he wouldn’t.” 

“Now, Susan, you don’t mean he’s so silly as that?” 

“Yes, I do. I had it from the woman he’s been having 
to clean the house. I tell you that house has been cleaned 
from attic to cellar. Every carpet has been up. Well, it 
needed it bad enough. I don’t believe it had been swept 
since Vilola went away last July.” 

“JT wonder if B. F. Brown makes much money in his 
store?” said Mrs. Baker. 

“T don’t believe he makes much,” said Mrs. Wells, with 
angry exultation. “I know lots of folks that won’t trade 
there. They say he never has just what they want. They 
say Deering, and Lawton, or Hapgood & Lewis have a 
great deal better assortment. I ain’t been inside the door 
since I bought my brown cashmere there, and it faded so 
after I’d only wore it six months, and he wouldn’t allow 
me anything for it. I told him then it was the last trading 
I’d do in his store, and it was the last.” 

“I wonder if she’s comin’ to-night?” said Mrs. Baker. 

“No, she ain’t comin’ to-night. The six months with 
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her mother ain’t up till next-week Thursday. I’ve kept 
account.” 

“It’s a queer way for folks to live, ain’t it?” said Mrs. 
Baker. “I rather think it’s queer.” 

“How long is it since they’ve lived together? I declare, 
I’ve forgot.” 

“J ain’t forgot. Vilola Brown is just seven years younger 
than I be. She’s nineteen, and her father and mother ain’t 
lived together since she was three years old. That makes 
sixteen years. I was ten years old when they separated 
and her mother went to Jefferson to live, and he stayed 
here, and one had Vilola six months and the other six 
months, turn and turn about, ever since, and he’s paid 
his wife ten dollars a week all this time, and nobody knows 
how much Vilola has cost him. She’s had everything, and 
she’s never raised her finger to earn a penny herself.” 

“What do you s’pose the trouble was?” 

“Well, they were dreadful close-mouthed, but I guess it 
was pretty well known at the time what the matter was. 
I’ve heard mother talk about it with the neighbors. Mrs. 
B. F. Brown had an awful temper, and so has B. F. They 
couldn’t get along together.” 

“There wasn’t anything against her, was there?” . 

“No, I never heard a word against her. She was a dread- 
ful pretty woman. I can just remember how she looked. 
It was when they used to wear curls, and she had real 
feathery light ones, and the pinkest cheeks, and used to dress 
real tasty, too. I guess folks sided with her pretty gen- 
erally. I don’t believe B. F. Brown has ever stood quite 
so well here as he did before.” 

“Vilola don’t take much after her mother, does she?” 

“No, she don’t. There ain’t a homelier girl anywheres 
around than Vilola Brown, and she hasn’t got a mite of 
style about her, either.” 
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B. F. Brown was rather laboriously making milk toast 
for supper. By dint of long practice he could make milk 
toast, griddle cakes, and fry a slice of meat or fish and boil 
a potato. He was not an expert at any household tasks, 
. though he had served long, having an unusual measure of 
masculine clumsiness. Although he was not a large man, 
his fingers were large, with blunt, round ends. He had no 
deftness of touch. He burned himself seeing if the toast 
was brown, and finally burned the toast. When the meal 
was ready he called the cat, which was asleep in a round, 
yellow ring of luxurious comfort beside the stove. The 
cat rose lazily at his summons, rounding its back and 
stretching. ‘The cat belonged to Vilola, and he cherished 
it like a child during the six months of her absence with 
her mother. “If anything happened to that cat, I don’t 
know what my daughter would say,” he told his clerk, John 
Bartlett. B. F. Brown kept a small dry-goods store on the 
village Main Street, and John Bartlett, who was as old as 
himself and had been with him ever since he was in busi- 
ness, and a boy constituted his entire force of trade. 

“T should think she would have to take the cat with her 
when she goes to stay with her mother, she thinks so much 
of her,” replied John Bartlett. The conversation had taken 
place upon the occasion of a temporary loss and recovery of 
the cat. 

“Oh, she has another cat she keeps there—a tiger,” said 
B. F. Brown. “She leaves him there when she comes here; 
but she don’t think near so much of him as she does of this 
yellow one.” 

Tonight, as B. F. Brown placed a saucer filled with a 
share of his own supper on the floor beside the stove for 
the cat, he talked to it with a pitiful, clumsy, masculine 
crooning: “Poor kitty, poor kitty! There now; eat your 
supper, kitty.” 

“Guess that pussy cat will be glad to see her,” he mut- 
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tered, as he sat down to his own supper. Every now and 
then as he ate he paused, with his fork suspended halfway to 
his mouth with a bit of toast, and looked upward with an 
ecstatic expression. His soul was tasting to the full such 
a savor of anticipatory happiness that he had small com- 
‘prehension of physical sensations. After he had finished 
supper he washed his dishes with painful care. He was 
particular to put every dish in its place on the pantry 
shelves. He had had the pantry thoroughly cleaned and 
all the dishes washed and rearranged, and he was fearful 
lest he disorder them before his daughter arrived. Then 
he went back to the kitchen and surveyed the clean, shin- 
ing, yellow surface of the floor anxiously. He had had 
that newly painted, and he was desperately afraid of mar- 
ring it before his daughter saw it. He took off his shoes 
and put on slippers before stepping on it. He kept his 
slippers in the shed for that purpose and entered through 
the shed door. He spied a few crumbs on the floor, which 
he carefully gathered up with his blunted fingers; then he 
saw a dusty place, which he wiped over with his pocket 
handkerchief. 

He had planned many surprises for his daughter, as he 
always did on her homecoming. This time he had one 
which was, in his estimation, almost stupendous. He had 
purchased a sideboard. Vilola had always talked about a 
sideboard for the dining room some time when they got 
rich, She had never asked for one. That was not Vilola’s 
way. She had seldom asked for anything in her whole 
life, but her father had taken note and remembered. The 
week before he had gone about anxiously pricing sideboards. 
He had saved up a certain amount for one. When he found 
that he could not only purchase a sideboard with his hoard, 
but a nice little rocking-chair for Vilola’s room as well, he 
was jubilant. 

He went home whistling under his breath like a boy. He 
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had an idea that there should be a rich display of some 
sort on a sideboard, and he searched the house for suitable 
ornaments. He found an old-fashioned glass preserve dish 
on a standard, a little painted mug which had been his in 
-babyhood, and a large cup and saucer with “Gift of Friend- 
ship” on the front in gold letters. He arranged these in a 
row on the sideboard with the tall glass dish in the center. 
Then he stood off and surveyed the cheap oak piece with 
its mirror and gaudily carved doors and its decorations 
doubtfully, not being entirely satisfied. 

Then all at once his face lit up. He hastened into his 
own bedroom out of the sitting room, and brought forth 
in triumph his last year’s Christmas present from Vilola. 
It was a brush-and-comb tray decorated with blue roses. 
He dusted it carefully with his pocket handkerchief and 
placed it on the sideboard to the right of the cup and sau- 
cer. In the tray were the nice new brush and comb which 
had been a part of the present. He had never used them. 
He thought too much of them for that. He removed the 
brush and comb and stood for a minute with them in his 
hand, with his head on one side, surveying the effect of 
the sideboard without them. 

Then he replaced the brush and comb in the tray. He 
was fully satisfied. 

“She'll be tickled ’most to death,” he said. He whistled 
again as he went upstairs to see Vilola’s room. He whistled 
“Annie Laurie,” and the words of the old song floated 
through his mind in company with the air: 

“Her brow is like the snaw-drift, 
Her throat is like the swan, .. . 
And for bonnie Annie Laurie 
I’d lay me doun and dee.” 


His dear daughter Vilola was in his fancy as Annie Laurie. 
All the romance of his nature, purified and spiritualized, 
was represented by his daughter. 
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When he reached her room, the best chamber in the 
house, the front one with two windows, he set the little 
lamp which he carried on the shelf and looked about with 
delight. The new paper was all on. It was a pretty paper 
—a white ground with a luster of satin, covered with gar- 
lands of blue violets. There was a deep border and a lit- 
tle white-and-gold picture molding. This last was some- 
thing quite new; Vilola had never had a picture molding 
in her room. “I guess she'll like that,” he chuckled. He 
joyously anticipated hanging the pictures the next evening. 
That evening he had to be in his store. The next day 
the woman was to put down the carpet in the room and 
clean the paint and windows. The next evening he himself 
would give the finishing touches. Never had he looked 
forward to any treat as he did to this simple service for the 
sake of his daughter. Vilola was coming in two days. The 
day after tomorrow was to be devoted by the woman to 
cooking. When Vilola was at home the fare was very 
different from his when alone. Anything was good enough 
for him, nothing good enough for Vilola. 

Tonight he stood in the dining room door and surveyed 
the sideboard again. It looked more beautiful to him 
than ever. “It’s a grand piece of furniture, and no mis- 
take,” he said. Then he sat happily down by the kitchen 
stove and the cat jumped up in his lap. Suddenly he 
reflected that a ribbon around the cat’s neck would be an 
appropriate attention. “Want a ribbon bow on your neck 
when she comes home?” he asked the cat. He stroked 
the cat, who purred, and the man would have purred had 
his state of mind been the only essential. 

The next morning he bought a great turkey. In the 
afternoon the house was redolent with savory odors of 
cooking. The woman who had cleaned the house had come 
in the morning to put Vilola’s room in order, in the afternoon 
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to do the cooking. B. F. had a great store of cakes and 
pies prepared, and the turkey also was cooked. 

He consulted with the woman, and it was agreed that 
it could be warmed over the next day and be just as good. 
-“T don’t want her to have to go right to hard cookin’,” he 
said. 

After the woman had gone that night B. F. went about 
the house viewing the improvements. He gazed blissfully 
at the loaded pantry shelves. He had refused to touch one 
of the new pies or cakes for his supper. He and the cat 
had fared as usual on milk toast. 

Then he went up to Vilola’s room. The carpet was now 
down in the room; he had hung the simple pictures, a few 
photographs, and two or three flower pieces which had 
come as prizes with periodicals. Everything was in order. 
The delicate blue-and-white paper was charming. The 
curtains had been washed and ironed, and hung crisply 
in ruffling folds of muslin; there was a fresh white cover 
on the bureau; Vilola’s blue pincushion had been taken from 
the top drawer; her father had bought a bottle of violet 
water, and that stood beside it. There was a clean white 
counterpane on the bed, and the pillowshams were stiff sur- 
faces of shiny whiteness. B. F. looked about, and there 
was something childish in his expression. His joy over his 
daughter’s prospective joy was at once simple, puerile, and 
almost heavenly in its innocence. 

“I guess she’ll be pretty pleased,” he said, and he whistled 
going downstairs. 

Vilola was to arrive the next afternoon. B. F. came home 
from the store about eleven o’clock in the morning. He 
made a slow fire in the kitchen stove. He put the turkey 
in the oven. He laboriously prepared the vegetables him- 
self and put them on to boil. He set the table, putting on 
a clean tablecloth, awry and wrong side out, and, as a 
crowning glory, he had bought a dozen carnation pinks. 
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These hung sprawling from a tumbler in the center of the 
table. He had also bought four pots of geraniums, all in 
bloom, and these were on a light stand in the sitting-room 
window. Then he got ready to go to the station to meet 
Vilola. He shaved, and put on a clean shirt and collar 
and black tie. He brushed his clothes carefully. His 
clothes were all that worried him. He really needed a new 
suit and a new overcoat, but if he had bought them the 
sideboard and the new paper could not have been bought, 
unless he had run in debt. B. F. had a horror of debt, 
even for the gratification of Vilola. He brushed his clothes 
very carefully, and hoped that Vilola would not feel ashamed 
of him. The collar of the overcoat troubled him the most, 
for there were worn places quite white on the velvet. But 
just before he set out a lucky expedient occurred to him. 
He got the ink bottle and smeared the white places with 
ink. Then he put on the coat and was quite easy in his 
mind. He did not know that his face and his white collar 
were smeared with the ink. 

He hurried down the street to the railroad station. It 
was about half a mile away. The air was raw and the 
sky overcast, and snow threatened. He noticed that and 
his joy was enhanced. It would snow, and he and Vilola 
would be so snug in the warm house, with the flowers and 
all that good fare. Before his eyes moved ever in ad- 
vance, as he walked, a little picture of home and innocent 
love and happiness, projected upon the wintry landscape 
from the inward light of his soul. He bowed radiantly to 
everybody whom he met. “Hullo, B. F.!| Have you struck 
oil?” one man asked, jocosely. 

“No,” replied B. F.; “my daughter is coming on the one- 
six train.” 

“Oh!” returned the man, who was on his way home to 
dinner. When he saw his own daughter, a plump school- 
girl, he looked at her with a new wonder of tenderness in 
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his eyes. “It would come pretty hard not to see Nellie 
for six months at a time,” he reflected. He knew B. F.’s 
story—or as much as anybody knew of it. 

B. F. reached the station twenty minutes before the ar- 
‘rival of the train. He went into the waiting room and 
sat down on a settee, but he did not remain long. He 
went out on the platform and paced up and down, his 
overcoat buttoned tightly. The air had the snow chill. “I 
hope she’s dressed warm,” he thought. Every time he 
reached the forward end of the platform he peered down 
the track for a first glimpse of the train. “Train ain’t due 
for fifteen minutes,” said the village expressman, with 
friendly importance. “I know it,” responded B. F., but he 
continued to peer down the track. He got a certain pleasure 
from so doing; he seemed in that manner to be prolonging 
the delight of seeing the first approach of the train. He 
was drawing out the sweetness of a passing moment to 
its full length. 

At last the train came in sight. B. F. saw quite dis- 
tinctly the puff of smoke from the locomotive. He heard 
the deep panting like the respiration of a giant. His heart 
leaped; he felt almost a hysterical impulse to tears. Then 
all at once a terror gripped him. Suppose she had not 
come—suppose anything had happened? The terror was 
so convincing that he felt for a second all the pangs of 
disappointment. The train came to a stop before the sta- 
tion. The people began streaming out. B. F. drew tim- 
idly near, incalculable anxiety and suspense in his face 
superseding joyous expectation. He felt sure that she had 
not come. Then he saw her coming rather clumsily down 
the steps of a car, holding her heavy satchel before her. 
Vilola was inclined to stoutness, although a young girl, and 
she had not much muscle. B. F. felt that revulsion of 
spirits which comes from the realization of a longed-for 
happiness after the dread of disappointment. He sprang 
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forward. “Here you be,” he said, in a hoarse voice. He 
clutched Vilola’s satchel; he helped her down the steps. 
He did not look at her, for he felt his face working, but 
he felt her pleasant, loving, blue eyes on him. 

“Well, I am glad to get here,” said she, in a sweet, low, 
droning voice. “I was afraid the snow would come and 
delay the train. It has been spitting snow half the way. 
How are you, father?” 

“Well—well,” replied B. F., in a sort of ecstatic gasp. 
He seized Vilola by the arm with a sort of fierceness. “She’s 
here,” he told himself, defiantly. “She’s here; nothing can 
alter that now. She’s here.” 

When he and Vilola were in the stagecoach—an old- 
fashioned stagecoach ran to the railroad station—he kept 
glancing at her with the same exaltation, which had in it 
something challenging. It was as if he said to a hard fate 
which had hitherto oftener than not pressed him against 
the wall, “This joy I have, and it cannot be otherwise.” 

Suddenly Vilola, looking at him, began to laugh. “What 
have you got on your face, father?” said she. “A great, 
black smirch. Your collar, too.” It was the ink. She 
took her handkerchief and rubbed his face hard. B. F. 
shut his eyes tightly. She hurt him, but he was blissful. 
“Tt won’t come off,” said she. “We shall have to wait till 
we get home. You are a sight!” But she looked at him 
with the tenderest admiration, even as she laughed. 

Vilola chattered pleasantly all the way home. She looked 
out at her father’s little dry-goods store on the Main Street 
with interest. She asked about business. She asked for 
one and another of the neighbors. “Oh, how glad I am 
to be home!” she kept repeating, in a heartfelt tone like a 
refrain. 

“How did you leave your mother?” B. F. asked, in a 
peculiar tone—the one he always used on these occasions 
when inquiring for his wife. 
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“Oh, mother’s real well,” replied Vilola, “and she looks 
younger than ever. She looks young enough to be my 
daughter. She’s as pretty as a picture this winter; she’s 
got a lovely new dress with brown fur on it, and a black 
~hat. Mr. Anderson was in last evening, and he told her 
she ought to have her picture painted in it. She wore it 
to church last Sunday. I saw Mr. Anderson looking at 
her.” 

“You say Mr. Anderson came in last evening?” asked 
B. F., quickly. 

“Yes,” replied Vilola, looking at him with wonder. 

“What did he come for?” 

“He brought home a magazine that mother had lent Mrs. 
Anderson. She had kept it ’most a month, and mother 
hadn’t read it herself. Why, what makes you look so, 
father?” 

B. F.’s face had sobered as they jolted along in the 
stagecoach. Vilola looked at him uneasily. “Why, what’s 
the matter, father?” she asked. “What’s come over you? 
Ain’t you glad I’ve come home?” 

Then B. F. pulled himself together. He laughed ten- 
derly, and looked at the girl with a beaming face. 

“So you think father ain’t glad to get you home?” he 
said. “Well!” 

Vilola laughed too. “Well, you looked so solemncholy all 
at once. I didn’t know,” said she, with the pretty little 
pout of a petted creature who can estimate her power with 
mathematical accuracy. Vilola had been petted by her 
mother as well as her father. She was a plain girl who 
gave the effect of prettiness. Her features were not regular; 
she had a rippling profile and a wide mouth, but her color 
was beautiful, and so was her thick, soft, light hair puffing 
over her broad forehead, and she had an expression of 
arch amiability which was charming. She was rather stout, 


but daintily built, and dimpled. She had pulled off her 
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gloves, and she had hold of her father’s arm with one little 
plump hand, dented over the knuckles. On one finger 
shone a small turquoise ring which her father had given 
her. He looked at it with proprietary delight. 

“Haven’t lost your ring, have you!” 

“No; and everybody admires it. They ask me where I 
got my ring. They think some fellow gave it to me, and 
when they say so I laugh and say, ‘Yes, the nicest fellow 
in the whole world gave me that ring,’ and then they 
wonder. Why, it got all around Jefferson that I was 
engaged, and even mother came to me and asked what it 
meant. She laughed when I told her. Mother wanted to 
be remembered to you, father.” 

“I’m much obliged to her,” replied B. F., with gravity. 

“How long is it since you’ve seen mother?” said Vilola. 

“Oh, about sixteen years next spring, I guess.” 

“I guess you’d know her anywhere if you were to see 
her,” said Vilola. “I don’t believe she can be changed a 
mite. She is just as pretty. She looks like a girl.” 

Vilola spoke with a certain wistfulness. She looked at 
her father with an unspoken plea and question in her eyes. 
He knew what it was— “Oh, father, why don’t you go 
to see mother? Why don’t you live together, and let me 
live with you both, instead of having these partings? Why, 
father?” 

Once she had put her question into words, and her 
father had answered with a decision and dignity which she 
had never seen in him before. “Never, as long as you live, 
ask me that again, Vilola,” he had said. “I have done the 
best I can do for us all.” That ended it. Vilola had 
never spoken on the subject again, but she often looked 
at him with the question in her eyes. 

When the stagecoach drew up in front of B. F.’s little 
story-and-half cottage where Vilola had been born, and 
which was more like home to her than any other, more like 
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home than her mother’s house inherited from her grand- 
mother, which was more pretentious, the girl dimpled with 
delight at the sight of the little familiar place. “Oh, how 
good it looks!” said she. “I am so glad to get back!” She 


- jumped out of the stage and ran up the path to the door. 


She danced up and down like a child. She could not wait 
for her father to unlock the door. “Hurry! hurry!” said 
she. “I want to get in! I want to see how it looks!” | 

B. F., looking fairly foolish with rapture, fumbled with 
the key. He cast a blissfully confidential glance at the 
man bringing in the trunk, when he straightened himself 
up and flung open the door, and Vilola flew in before them. 

Vilola was in the kitchen doorway, dancing and sniffing. 
“Oh, I smell something awful good—awful good!” she pro- 
claimed. “I know what it is. You can’t cheat me.” She 
raced into the kitchen and opened the oven door. “I knew, 
I knew!” cried she, with a shout of exultant laughter. “Oh, 
isn’t it great—isn’t it great! I’m home, and I’m going to 
have roast turkey for dinner!” 

“I thought you would like it,” returned B. F., with a 
queer little embarrassed pucker of his mouth. He was so 
happy, so enraptured at the success of his preparations, 
that he was fairly shamefaced. When he had shut the 
front door after the man, Vilola had penetrated the dining 
room and discovered the new sideboard. She stood with 
the cat in her arms, gazing at it, then at him, alter- 
nately, speechless. He laughed; at the same time he felt 
the tears in his eyes. “Well,” he said, “well!” 

Then Vilola spoke. “Father!” said she. “Father Brown— 
If you aren’t— I never—a new—” It was disjointed, but 
the more expressive. Joy at its extreme is not sequential. 

“I thought you would like it,” said B. F. 

“Like it!” 

“Do you think it is a pretty one?” asked B. F., anx- 
iously. 
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“Pretty? Why, father, it is the most beautiful side- 
board I ever saw! It is magnificent—just magnificent!” 

“T don’t know what you’d like on it,” said B. F., ra- 
diantly. “So I thought I would put a few things on it, and 
you could fix em up when you came. Take ’em off if you 
don’t like ’em.” 

Vilola’s eyes at that moment rested full on the brush- 
and-comb tray and the brush and comb, but she smiled 
like an angel at her father—a smile of grateful tenderness 
which had in it something protecting. “It is all beautiful,” 
said she—“beautiful!” 

When Vilola saw her own room and the new paper she 
was wild with delight. “Oh, it is lovely!” said she. 
“Lovely! It is prettier than the paper on my room at 
mother’s, and I thought that was lovely.” 

“I’m real glad it suits you,” said B. F. 

“It is perfectly lovely, but I didn’t need it. Why, the 
paper on my room at mother’s is new, too, and the other 
in this room was on only six months. You’re extravagant, 
father.” 

“Oh, it don’t cost much,” said B. F., “and the other 
paper was stained pretty bad. It leaked in when it rained.” 

“The way you and mother spoil me!” said Vilola. “Here 
both of you have got new paper for my room twice in one 
year.” . 

“Guess ther ain’t much spoiling,” said B. F. He did not 
tell her that it was at his instance that the new paper had 
been put upon her room at her mother’s, and that he 
had paid for it. Neither did he tell her that the pretty, 
new suit that she wore had been purchased with money 
provided by him. Vilola believed that her mother had 
furnished it from her own income. She had a little in- 
come besides the ten dollars a week paid her by her hus- 
band. 


B. F. Brown had guarded all along his wife’s good name 
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so carefully that people, generally speaking, believed in it, 
There had never been any scandal. People opined that 
she was a good woman as well as a very pretty one. 

B. F.’s wife had been quite a favorite, particularly with 
“men, though there had never been a whisper against her 
in consequence. Other women never accused her of any 
indiscretion, though they made insinuations against her 
temper. B. F. had not so strenuously defended her tem- 
per, though he never made voluntary mention of it. Vilola 
supposed that her mother’s temper was the reason of the 
separation. ‘That day, when she and her father were 
happily seated at dinner with the turkey and the bouquet 
of pinks between them, Vilola, when there came a lull in 
the conversation, said, with an expression which showed 
that she had had it on her mind to say, “Mother and I 
have been getting on real nice together lately, father.” 

“Tm glad you have,” said B. F. 

“T have never seen that mother’s temper was so very 
bad,” said Vilola. “Maybe it’s better than it was when 
I was very young.” 

“Maybe it is,” said B. F. 

Then he helped Vilola to some turkey, and nothing more 
was said about the subject. Vilola had had her girlish 
dreams of bringing about a reconciliation between her 
parents, but she had always been baffled by both. Her 
mother had answered her always as her father had done, 
though with a certain haste and terror instead of his dig- 
nified decision. “It ain’t best,” said she. “It ain’t best for 
us ever to live together. Don’t talk any more about it.” 

Vilola had spent many anxious and speculative hours 
over the whole situation. She was a girl of strongly de- 
veloped affections, and she adored both her parents. She 
had never had a lover. She was not that sort of girl, people 
said. Vilola never considered the matter much herself. 
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“The girls say I am going to be an old maid,” she told 
her father. “And I don’t know but I am.” 

“Well, I hope it will turn out the way that is best for 
you,” said B. F. : 

“It looks to me now as if I would full as soon keep house 
for you and mother as get married,” said Vilola. “I don’t 
know as I care anything about getting married. It looks 
to me like quite an undertaking.” 

“Yes, it’s apt to be,” said B. F., soberly. 

Vilola was a good housekeeper; she took genuine de- 
light in it. She and her father lived together very hap- 
pily during the six months. Occasionally Vilola had a tea 
party. The day before she was to leave, the last day of 
June, when her six months with her father were up, she 
invited Mrs. Abner Wells and her sister, Mrs. Francis 
Baker, to tea. It was a beautiful tea, and Vilola had cooked 
everything herself. The house also, as the visitors said, 
looked like wax. Mrs. Baker told B. F. Brown that his 
daughter was a wonderful housekeeper and she had never 
eaten such biscuits. Brown was radiant with pride and 
affection. Mrs. Wells had been covertly questioning Vilola 
all the afternoon; now she turned on her father. 

“I guess your daughter takes after her mother,” said 
she, in a sour-sweet voice. “Her mother was a splendid 
housekeeper, wasn’t she?” 

“Yes,” said B. F., “Vilola’s mother was a splendid house- 
keeper. I guess Vilola did take it from her.” 

“Her mother must have spent a good deal of time teach- 
ing her,” said Mrs. Wells. This was while Vilola was in 
the kitchen putting away the tea dishes. 

“Yes,” said B. F., “she did take a sight of pains with 
her.” 

“I just remember your wife,” said Mrs. Wells, “and I 
used to think she was about the prettiest woman. She was 
a real pretty woman, wasn’t she?” 
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“Yes, she was, real pretty,” said B. F. 

Vilola came in then with some dishes to be put in the 
parlor china closet. “Mother’s just as handsome now as 
ever she was,” said she, proudly. 

"Yes;’ said B. F:, “I'm sure she is.” 

“She was real tasty, wasn’t she, too?” said Mrs. Wells. 

“Yes,” said B. F., patiently. 

“And real pretty spoken?” 

eVect? 

“Oh,” said Vilola, “mother has got the prettiest ways. 
Everybody is taken with mother.” 

“Tt was always so,” said B. F., with a certain fervor. 

He even smiled, as if at the contemplation of something 
pleasant which was before his eyes. 

“And she was real kind-hearted, too; I’ve heard my 
mother say so,” continued Mrs. Wells. “She used to say 
that Mis’ B. F. Brown was always ready to do any little 
thing for a neighbor when they needed it. She’d lend her 
tablecloths and napkins when they had company, or her 
spoons, and if they was short of victuals and company came 
unexpected, she’d send over cake or pie just as free. And 
she was always ready to sit up when anybody was sick. 
Mother said that she was about the kindest-hearted woman 
and the most generous she ever saw.” 

“Yes,” assented B. F., with a joyous expression. “Yes, 
she was real kind-hearted and always ready to help any- 
body.” 

“She is now,” said Vilola, setting away the best cups 
and saucers in the parlor china closet. 

Mrs. Wells was baffled; she smiled aimlessly, and re- 
peated that she had heard her mother say so. She was 
relieved when her sister, Mrs. Baker, gave a sudden cry 
and diverted attention from the subject. 

“For goodness’ sake, just look at that, will you!” cried 
Mrs. Baker. 
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And they all looked at a gorgeous black-and-gold butterfly 
sailing about the room and finally pausing over a vase of 
June roses on the parlor shelf. “Isn’t he a beauty?” said 
Vilola. “I don’t know as I ever saw a butterfly in the 
house before.” 

“It’s a dreadful bad sign, I’ve always heard,” said Mrs. 
Wells, presagefully. 

“A sign of what?” asked Vilola, rather anxiously. She 
had a vein of superstition. 

“I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Wells; “something dread- 
ful. Mother always used to say it was. It’s worse than 
a bird.” She gave a glance at B. F., as if she was rather 
pleased that a misfortune was on his track. Going home 
that night she told her sister that she had never seen such 
a double-faced man as B. F. Brown, treating his poor wife 
the way he did and yet praising her. 

After the guests had left, Vilola sat down beside the 
open window and looked out on the moonlit night, full of 
soft, waving shadows and breathing with sweet flower 
scents. Her father sat at the other front window, also 
looking out. Finally, Vilola turned to him. 

“Father,” said she. 

B. F. looked up. “Well?” he replied. 

“I can’t get something through my head.” 

“What?” 

“I can’t get it through my head,” said Vilola, quite boldly 
and simply, “why, when you don’t live with mother, and 
when, of course, you don’t think so very much of her, you 
should say all those nice things about her that you did this 
evening.” 

“They were true,” said B. F, 

“Well, I know that; of course they were true, but—you 
acted as if you were glad they were true.” 

B. F. looked out at the moonlit night, and he had an 
exalted, far-away expression. “Well,” he said, “as near as 
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I can tell you, it’s something like this: You know about 
butterflies, don’t you, how there’s always a butterfly comin’ 
out of the worm and that little case they crawl into?” 

“Why, yes,” replied Vilola, wonderingly. 

“Well,” said B. F., in a tone at once shamed and sublime, 
“T’ve about come to the conclusion that there’s always a 
butterfly, or something that’s got wings, that comes from 
everything, and if you look sharp you'll see it, and there 
can’t anything hinder your havin’ that, anyhow, and— 
mebbe that’s worth more than all the rest.” 

“Oh,” said Vilola. 

B. F. said no more. He gazed out of the window again, 
and his face shone in the moonlight. Vilola kept glancing 
at him. Her forehead was knitted perplexedly; her eyes 
showed a furtive alarm. This speech of B. F.’s was at 
variance with anything which her New England training 
had led her to expect. A vague terror of and admiration 
for her father seized her. “What made him say that?” 
she kept repeating to herself, even after she was in bed. 
Her trunk was all packed, for she was going in the morn- 
ing. She was sorry to go, and her heart was sore with 
pity for her father to be left alone, but she reflected with 
joy upon the prospect of seeing her mother. She was 
going on an earlier train than usual; she usually did not 
leave until night, arriving in Jefferson the next morning. 
This time she would travel part of the way by day, and 
reach her destination about midnight. She had not advised 
her mother of her change of plan. “I guess mother will 
be surprised,” she told her father, when he was seeing 
her off at the station the next day. 

“Now, I don’t feel very easy about your getting there 
at midnight and nobody there to meet you,” said B. F. 
“Hadn’t I better send a telegram to your mother!” 

“If you do I shall be dreadfully disappointed,” said 
Vilola. “I’ve set my heart on surprising mother. There’s 
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always a carriage at the midnight train; and it isn’t five 
minutes from the station. Promise you won’t telegraph, 
father.” 

“Well,” said B. F., and then the train came. 

B. F.’s heart was heavy going home alone. It was noon, 
and he had not had any dinner. He had a vague idea of 
eating something before he went to the store, but he sat 
down beside the kitchen window and remained there a 
half hour. It was cool for July. He gazed out at the green 
yard. There was a cherry tree full of red fruit, and the 
robins were clamoring in it. Vilola was fond of the cher- 
ries. Yesterday afternoon he had had some picked for 
her, and she had carried a basketful away. B. F. gazed 
at the cherry tree. He could not bear to look at the empty 
room behind him. He could hear the tick of the clock, 
and it sounded like the very voice of loneliness. He took 
out his handkerchief and put it to his eyes, and bent his 
head, and his narrow, elderly shoulders shook a little. His 
bowed gray head looked patient and pathetic. Presently 
he rose and went to the store without eating anything. 

The next day, about six o’clock in the afternoon, a thun- 
derstorm was gathering in the northwest. B. F. started 
for home, and he walked rather quickly in order to reach 
shelter before the storm broke. The northwest was a 
livid black with copper lights. There was a confluent mut- 
ter of thunder. B. F. came in sight of his house, and saw, 
to his amazement, that the front chamber windows were 
open. He had thought they were closed as usual when 
Vilola went away. He smelled smoke, and, looking up, 
saw a thin spiral of blue curling out of the kitchen chim- 
ney. A sudden alarm seized him. His knees trembled as 
he hurried around to the kitchen door. The door stood 
open. There was an odor of tea. B. F. gasped. He 
entered tremulously. As he did so there was a blue flash 
of lightning in the room, then there was a sharp fusillade 
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of thunder. Vilola came running out of the dining room. 
“Oh, I’m so glad you’ve come,” said she. “It’s going to be 
a terrible tempest.” 

B. F. gazed at her. He strove to speak, but he only 
‘ stammered. 

Vilola looked at him quite firmly, though she was very 
pale, and there was a curious, shocked expression in her blue 
eyes. “Yes,” said she, “I’ve come back.” 

B. F. continued to look at her. 

“Yes,” said Vilola, “I’m never going to live with mother 
again.” 

Suddenly, as she said mother, a burning, painful red 
flushed her face and neck. 

“Yes, I guess you had better live with me all the time 
now,” said B. F. There came another blue flash of blinding 
light, a tremendous jar of thunder, then the rain roared past 
the windows. “I’ve left my chamber windows open, and my 
new paper will be wet!” cried Vilola, as she ran. The tea- 
kettle on the stove boiled over with a furious sputter. B. F. 
rose and set it back. Then he stood staring absently out of 
the window at the flooding of the rain which was washing off 
some of the dust of the world. 


mhosorotetctaton. 


XII. BOTH CHEEKS? 


“T ruinx you ought to present that demand note of Uncle 
Abel’s for collection,” said James Lord. 

His old uncle Zenas sighed heavily. 

“I think we have talked that matter over enough, don’t 
you?” he returned. 

The square old room in the low light of the gathering 
night was lovely, lovelier than in broad daylight, when its 
shabbiness, which was almost sordid, offended. Now soft 
shadows lay over it, and there were little pools of dim 
radiance here and there from polished surfaces of old fur- 
niture; an engraving over the mantel gleamed out like a 
sheet of silver, and right across the floor lay a mysterious 
beam of reflection beyond tracing. James saw that every 
night before the lamp was lit, and had never been able to 
trace its source. The glass over the engraving showing 
silver was simple enough. The street light caused that. The 
beam across the floor defied him. He gazed at it now as 
he talked with his uncle. Zenas was his paternal uncle. The 
Abel to whom he referred was on his mother’s side of the 
family, Abel Carson. He was a rich old man and Zenas 
held his demand note, but would not make any effort to 
collect it. 

“No, Uncle Zenas, I don’t think we have talked enough 
until we have talked to some purpose,” said James Lord. 
“If you had that money I could enlist.” 

“Do you think that is a reason for me to collect?” 

Suddenly the boy rose and was across the room. His 
wiry young figure stood over the old man in the chair. 

1 Copyright, 1918, by Harper & Brothers. 
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“Yes, I do,” he said, vehemently. “I do, and you ought 
to think so. You are an old man, Uncle Zenas, but I 
am ashamed for you. God knows, in time of peace I 
would be willing to stay here in Leicester and work in 
‘the Sylvesters’ antique-store till I died, to support you; but 
this is different. If you had the money which that note 
represents you would have plenty if the war continued 
four years, and I could save a little out of my pay for you; 
but now here I am tied hand and foot. I see all the others 
going, and I am pinned down here because I am your sole 
support when you could get enough money tomorrow to set 
me free.” 
~ “You know how I feel about this war,” said the old man, 
and there was a terrible inflexibility in his voice. 

“Know how you feel! I should think so! I know to 
my shame and disgrace, and all the town knows. But I 
would go, for all that, Uncle Zenas, and I would feel right 
about going if you had enough money to live on.” 

“You really mean that you would go to war when you 
know how I feel about the wickedness of war and how I 
am convinced that love and peace would take its place?” 

“I love peace enough to fight for it,” the young voice 
rang out. “I don’t love it enough to stay in a safe place 
and talk about it while the other fellows are getting hit. 
Uncle Zenas, for God’s sake, why won’t you collect that 
note? Uncle Abel has plenty of money. He is just laugh- 
ing in his sleeve because you don’t.” 

“TI have never had any quarrel with your uncle Abel,” 
said the old voice, inexorably. 

“And you won’t try to collect because Uncle Abel has 
such a devilish temper and hates to pay out money like 


poison.” 
“I cannot have a quarrel, James.” 
“Uncle Zenas 


The old man said nothing. 
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“Look here, Uncle Zenas, could you get on with what I 
could save from my pay if I did enlist? Have you got 
anything besides that note?” 

The old man was silent. 

“Is this house mortgaged?” 

There was no reply. 

“You could mortgage the house and set me free,” said 
the young voice, with a burst of courage. 

“Mortgage the house where your grandfather was 
born!” 

“Well, I suppose that would come sort of hard for you, 
but I would pay it as soon as I could after the war.” 

“Young men often never return from war, and often 
when they do return it is to be burdens rather than agents 
to remove them. You can’t guarantee anything when 
you go to war—you know that, James Lord.” 

“Uncle Zenas, haven’t you anything besides?” 

Then the old man spoke with cold fury: 

“Tf I had a million in banknotes here this minute I would 
put it in the fire and make you stay at home and support 
me. You shall not go to war, James Lord!” 

“Uncle Zenas, if you were young and able-bodied, do 
you mean to say you would not go?” 

“I would not! I would settle the whole peaceably.” 

“No man can settle matters peaceably when there is no 
peace.” 

The boy’s voice rang high; then he hushed suddenly. 
He struck a match and lit the lamp on the table and made 
for the door. 

“Where are you going?” asked Zenas. 

“Over to the Sylvesters’, I see Thomas Dodd coming 
in here, and I don’t want to stay and hear the old argu- 
ment, when I am on Dodd’s side and can’t say so because 
you are my uncle. I don’t like Dodd, either.” 

James went out of the room, and at the same time the 
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knocker clanged and a dog barked. The dog barked with 
a volley of shrill yelps. 

Zenas rose and went to the front door. A large stout 

man stood there and a fox terrier was snapping at his 
heels. The large man kicked out at the dog, but did not hit 
him, and entered. 

“Why in the name of common sense don’t you tell Sam 
Buzzy to keep that nasty little cur of his at home?” he 
demanded. “He always hangs round your door, don’t he?” 

“I think he does a good deal,” admitted Zenas. 

“Why don’t you tell Buzzy to tie him up?” 

“I like to live on good terms with my neighbors.” 

“Oh, my Lord!” snarled the stout man. “And so you 
let your friends take chances of being bitten by mad dogs 
rather than have a row with a neighbor!” The man seated 
himself and the chair creaked. “This old relic won’t let 
me down with a broken bone, will it?” he growled. 

“I think it is fairly strong.” 

“It isn’t as if you had steam heat. Steam heat is the 
very dickens for old furniture. You ought to have it, 
though. Only thing for a house as big as this. Hot-air 
furnace don’t begin to heat it.” 

“It does, except when the wind is in certain directions.” 

“Strange the wind ain’t as accommodating as you peace 
folks. Sort of queer nature seems to go on such strikes.” 

Zenas flushed. He was a handsome, small old man, 
with delicate but strong features and a small, closely set 
mouth. 

“When are you going to start your peace delegation?” 
said the other. His voice hissed with aggravation. 

Zenas said nothing. 

“Ain’t you going to send a peace delegation to Europe 
pretty soon?” demanded Thomas Dodd. 

Zenas spoke sharply. 
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“Would to God I could do that very thing and stop this 
frightful slaughter!” said he. 

“H’m! Suppose you think a peace delegation, with the 
women wearing stuffed doves on their hats, and the men 
with olive sprigs in their buttonholes, and the whole lot 
preaching and praying, could do more than the armies of 
the Allies and the United States, now we are in it. H’m!” 

“I certainly do,” said Zenas, firmly. 

The argument was on. 

Thomas rose and towered over Zenas ponderously. He 
shook the index finger of his right hand in his face: 

“You believe that right against Scripture!” 

Zenas looked at Thomas and his small face seemed as 
hard as flint. 

“I think that is Scripture.” 

“What do you make of this saying from the Gospel, ‘I 
came not to send peace, but a sword’? What do you think 
of that, eh?” 

Zenas spoke with tense firmness: 

““Tf any man strike you on one cheek I say unto you 
turn the other also.’ ” 

Thomas Dodd openly sneered. “If I were you I would 
quote Scripture correctly,” said he. Then he fairly shouted, 
“But whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn 
to him the other also.’ ” 

“The meaning is the same,” returned Zenas, firmly. 

“You know what is said if anybody changes just one 
word in the Bible, I suppose,” sneered Thomas Dodd. 

Zenas did not answer. He was a gentleman, and Dodd 
lacked some of the traits of one. That gave Zenas a cer- 
tain dignity. 

Thomas dimly recognized the fact. His great face blazed 
red. He shook his finger in the other man’s face. 

“You traitor, you!” he shouted. “That’s what you are, 
a damn traitor!” 
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“If believing in saving the sons of my country from 
quarrel and bloodshed is treachery, then I am a traitor,” 
replied Zenas. 

He gazed straight at the index finger, which nearly 
touched his delicate nose. Zenas looked more high-bred 
than usual in contrast with Thomas Dodd. His face did 
not flush. It was slightly paler and his features stood out 
more distinctly. 

“Damn traitor!” said Thomas Dodd. 

Zenas said nothing. 

“You really mean you would be content to let those 
crowing fools—for they are fools, and history is going to 
show it—sink our ships, and murder Americans, and make 
plots against our government, and try to get us into war 
with other nations, and into civil war, and blow up our 
factories and our bridges—and not fight?” 

“I believe in peace.” 

“Hang peace! Why, there isn’t any peace! How in 
Sam Hill can you want to keep what isn’t in existence? 
There hasn’t been any peace in this happy-go-lucky coun- 
try, bless it, since those doggoned Germans goose stepped 
over the Belgian frontier! Peace! Huh!” 

“T do not defend the invasion of Belgium,” 
mildly. “I admit I feel that the principle is wrong and 

“Who cares a cat’s hind leg about principle, now the 
United States has finally reared and is shaking all her 
flags out, and getting her men and her guns and her ships 
into the ring?” shouted Thomas Dodd. He fairly danced 
up and down. “Don’t I know that principle is behind the 
whole devilish mess? But now we have taken our stand 
on principle for granted, and are saying, “Look here, Bill 
Hohenzollern, you have hit us; now we hit you.’ Lord-a- 
mighty, it was all well enough to talk principle and high- 
mindedness when we begun, but now it is hit back, and sit 
on the whole crew like our fathers sat on the Indians. 


stated Zenas, 
22 
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I tell you now, Zenas Lord, it is hit! Do ye hear me? 
Hit! . Hit!” 

“I believe in peace,” said Zenas. 

“Do you actually sit there and say, you whose folks did 
some tall fighting in the little baby wars we used to have, 
that you would stand for that usage any longer, and let 
them go on hitting us and turn the other cheek!” 

“T believe in following the lead of Scripture,” said Zenas. 

“Well, here goes!” shouted Thomas Dodd. “V’ll give 
you one chance to practise what you preach!” With that 
Thomas Dodd gave the man in the chair a mighty slap on 
his right cheek. Directly over its delicate pallor red fin- 
ger marks blazed out. Zenas said nothing. Slowly and 
with dignity he turned the other cheek. Thomas Dodd 
nearly knocked him out of his chair with a blow on the 
left jaw. 

Then there was a crash. Zenas Lord’s chair fell over 
backward and he was fighting Thomas Dodd. Zenas landed 
a terrible blow on the right cheek of Thomas, then on the 
left, with little fists that seemed as hard as steel. Zenas 
was a small man, but small men sometimes make mighty 
fighters. Zenas had always known he could fight. He 
would not, perhaps, have been a pacifist if he had not 
known that. Deep in his mind had lurked the knowledge 
of restrained power. For an old man he was amazing. 
He fairly seemed a blur of motion, so fast he rained blow 
after blow upon the other man. 

Thomas Dodd was no coward. He had been taken by 
surprise. It was as if a dove had attacked him like a tiger; 
but he soon began to defend himself. Nothing except 
defense, and that only to a limited extent, was possible. 
As well attack a buzz saw as that fierce old man who had 
turned from his precepts of peace. 

Zenas simply could not be hit. When the blow landed 
he was not there, and immediately Thomas received one. 
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The two were all over the room. The table and the lamp 
and a vase of flowers went over, and water and oil trickled 
over the carpet. 

The fighters collided against the silver-gleaming picture 
- over the low mantel, and that crashed down. Zenas pushed 
Thomas against a gilt-framed mirror, and it cracked, and 
stars and fissures appeared with noises of explosions. 

Always Thomas was on the defense, trying to dodge those 
blows off the steely little fists of the peaceful man, and 
never got in one blow himself. Thomas’s nose was bleed- 
ing; his mouth was puffing; his eyes were closing. He was 
panting terribly. He was game withal. Never once did 
he whimper, but he was being worsted. 

At last both men crashed down on the floor, and Zenas 
was sitting on Thomas and pounding the floor with 
Thomas’s great head. Zenas was now beyond himself. The 
blood which had been held so long in check by laws of 
peace was over the dam, in flood tide. He was dangerous 
and terrible. 

Zenas pounded the floor with the head of Thomas, and 
Thomas was gasping when the two old Sylvester brothers, 
who lived next door, came rushing in. With them was 
their niece Adeline and her husband, Marion Leicester. 

For a moment not one trusted vision. The whole was 
monstrous and incredible. That little old Zenas Lord, who 
had antagonized everybody in Leicester and the Barrs by 
his peaceful attitude when the world was at fighting point, 
was himself fighting and, it seemed, ready to murder an- 
other man, was unbelievable. 

Marion Leicester, who wore the khaki and was home on 
furlough, stared. They all stared. Then Marion made 
a spring. 

“You'll kill him if you don’t stop that!” he called, and 
grasped Zenas’s shoulders. They felt like shoulders of 
steel. Marion was strong, but he could not move those 
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dreadful shoulders of rage. “Let up, for God’s sake, man! 
You don’t want to kill him!” he shouted. 

Old Zenas twisted round a terrible face of white wrath. 
“That is just what I want to do,” said he. “I want to kill 
him!” 

Zenas made as if to give the floor another pound with 
the head of Thomas, but Adeline Leicester was before 
him. Thomas’s head came down upon a very large feather 
cushion which Adeline had snatched from the sofa. 

“Take away that damned thing!” screamed Zenas. 

He snatched it away himself, and again raised the head. 
The two Sylvesters and Marion Leicester tugged at Zenas, 
but all three were not sufficient to prevent another thud. 

“He'll kill him!” cried Adeline. She was sobbing and 
poising the sofa cushion when James Lord came in at a 
run. 

“What in time——” he began. 

“James! James!” gasped Adeline. “Your uncle has gone 
crazy! He’s killing Mr. Dodd!” 

Zenas unexpectedly spoke in a collected voice. 

“I am not killing Thomas Dodd. I am killing war,” 
said he. 

“For Heaven’s sake, give us a hand, Jim,” gasped Marion 
Leicester, “or I believe in my soul your uncle will kill him! 
He’s like a man made of steel.” 

As he spoke he again endeavored to get a hold on the 
old man’s shoulders, but such awful tenacity of nerve and 
will was beyond his strength to overcome. 

James was as small as his uncle and of about the same 
build, and he was young. Finally the four men forced 
Zenas into a chair, and Marion and James held him while 
the Sylvesters and Adeline attended to Thomas Dodd. 

Presently Thomas Dodd was lying on the sofa, the blood 
washed from his face, a bandage soaked with liniment on 
his left jaw and another wet with ice water on his eye. He 
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was still game. As soon as he could speak he turned his 
right eye in the direction of old Zenas, held in his chair 
like a restrained charge of dynamite. 

“What in tunket possessed you?” he demanded. 

Zenas glared at him. 

“You're licked!” he proclaimed, in a high voice of triumph. 

James stared at him. He really thought his uncle had 
gone stark mad. 

“What made you fly in the face of Scripture?” snarled 
the old man on the sofa. 

“Scripture doesn’t say what’s to be done when the second 
cheek is hit,” declared Zenas. 

“Hum!” demanded the old man on the sofa. “Do you 
mean to say the second cheek of your own country wasn’t 
hit when Germany tried her devilish plots and blew up our 
factories and more ships, after the Lusitania?” 

Zenas was silent. 

“And wasn’t more than both cheeks of every decent 
country on the face of the earth hit after Belgium, any- 
how?” demanded Thomas Dodd. “Wasn’t all humanity 
hit? Wasn’t—God Almighty himself hit?” 

After another silence Zenas spoke in a queer, shocked 
voice. 

“Maybe you are right,” he said. 

“Of course I’m right! But you had to have both your 
own cheeks hammered, and behave like Germany yourself, 
making out you were the injured one and pitching into 
your friend, before you could get it into your hard head. 
Yes, sir, the United States of America had both cheeks hit, 
and her heart hit, and the God in whom she believes hit, 
before she sailed in. Now she’s going to hit, and I guess 
Germany will be on the sofa before long about as beat 
out as I am. Well, it was worth it. If you hadn’t owned 
up you could have used my head for a tack hammer till 
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you were convinced I did a good thing when I boxed you. 
When a man’s hit himself it sort of drives things home.” 

“You are right,” said Zenas. He was very pale, and his 
face wore a strange expression. 

He looked shocked and exalted. He also had been van- 
quished, although he bore not a mark on his wiry old body. 
Thomas Dodd had been subtly victorious. Zenas realized a 
soreness of his very soul, harder to be borne than all the 
bruises which he had inflicted on the other’s body. 

“It isn’t Germany’s body alone, but her soul we are 
fighting,” he groaned, as if to himself. 

“We are going to win,” said Marion. 

“Win fast enough,” said Zenas, “but it’s got to be a ter- 
rible victory. Germany on the sofa, body and soul!” 

Suddenly he turned very pale and James caught him. The 
old pacifist had exhausted himself. He was helped into his 
bedroom and Adeline brought him a glass of port wine. 
He looked up at her after he had swallowed it. 

“Sam Buzzy has got to keep his dog at home,” said he. 

“Lie still now and don’t worry,” said Adeline, sooth- 
ingly. 

“I am going to collect that demand note,” said Zenas. 

Adeline did not know what he meant. 

“That’s all right, so you shall. Don’t worry,” said she. 

“How is Thomas going to get home?” 

“Marion will drive him in the car.” 

“T didn’t hurt him much?” 

“No. Don’t you worry.” 

After the Sylvesters had gone, and Marion had driven 
off, with Thomas Dodd propped up in the tonneau of the 
car, James Lord sat by himself in the outer room. He 
thought it wiser to leave his uncle alone. The bedroom 
door was ajar and he could hear if he stirred. 

James sat with a bewildered face until he heard the 
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Leicester car return; then he jumped up and opened the 
door for Marion. Both men tiptoed back into the room. 

“I think he’s asleep,” whispered James. 

The two stood looking at each other. 

“What possessed him?” whispered Marion. 

“Hanged if I know. Say, Marion, it’s hard luck. I want 
to enlist. I don’t want to hang around here when it’s 
a war like this war. I’m disgraced for life if I don’t enlist.” 

“T suppose you have to——” 

“Support him, yes. But if he would collect a demand 
note that’s due him he would have enough to set me free.” 

Marion gave a low whistle. 

“A demand note?” 

“Yes, my uncle Abel’s.” 

“He ought to pay.” 

“Of course he ought. He would pay, too, but of course 
he’d get mad. Uncle Abel never paid for anything with- 
out raising Cain, and Uncle Zenas is all for peace.” 

Marion tapped his head significantly. 

“TI don’t know,” said James. “Sometimes I wonder my- 
See 

“You needn’t wonder,” said a voice. “I’m just as right 
in my head as you are.” He was still very pale, old Zenas, 
standing there in the bedroom door, but he spoke firmly. 
“T’ve made up my mind to fight a little for my own rights,” 
said Zenas. “My fight with Thomas turned me clean 
round, I’m for every man that’s able fighting for the coun- 
try, and fighting for his own rights if he’s able. Sam Buzzy 
has got to keep that dog of his home, and I’m going to 
collect that note, and— Look here, James Lord, I’ve got 
money besides that. You go and enlist, and there will be 
plenty for you to buy yourself a good kit, everything you 
want, and you can stay in the army, for all me, as long 
as you live. Maybe you'll get promoted. I’ve had money 
enough all along, only I wouldn’t tell because I didn’t ap- 
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prove of war. Better hurry and enlist before the war’s 
over.” 

James looked at him, frightened. 

Old Zenas laughed. 

“You needn’t think I’m crazy,” said he. “You enlist, 
and you fight for all you are worth, if you think anything 
of me.” 

“T don’t know how to thank you, uncle,” said James, in 
a bewildered fashion. 

Zenas looked at the man in khaki, then at his nephew. 
A strange light was in his eyes. His peaceful acquiescence 
with the buffets of the century of wrath and terror was 
gone forever. He was now of his day, the dreadful Day 
for all the world. He understood. He could not fight 
the common foe as he had fought Thomas Dodd; he was 
too old. The din of battle and trench life was not for him, 
but in him blazed like a torch the war spirit. 

“How can I ever thank you, uncle?” James said, again. 

“The head of Germania on a charger,” said old Zenas 
Lord. 


SRSREeESS 


XIV. 4 SOLITARY! 


I r was snowing hard, as it had been for twenty-four hours. 
The evergreen trees hung low with the snow. Nicholas 
Gunn’s little house was almost hidden beneath it. The 
snow shelved out over the eaves, and clung in damp masses 
to the walls. Nicholas sat on his doorstep, and the snow 
fell upon him. His old cap had become a tall white crown; 
there was a ridge of snow upon his bent shoulders. He 
sat perfectly still; his eyes were fixed upon the weighted 
evergreens across the road, but he did not seem to see 
them. He looked as calmly passive beneath the storm as 
a Buddhist monk. 

There were no birds stirring, and there was no wind. All 
the sound came from the muffled rustle of the snow on the 
trees, and that was so slight as to seem scarcely more than 
a thought of sound. The road stretched to the north and 
south through the forest of pine and cedar and hemlock. 
Nicholas Gunn’s was the only house in sight. 

Stephen Forster came up the road from the southward. 
He bent his head and struggled along; the snow was above 
his knees, and at every step he lifted his feet painfully, as 
from a quicksand. He advanced quite noiselessly until he 
began to cough. The cough was deep and rattling, and 
he had to stand still in the snow while it was upon him. 
Nicholas Gunn never looked up. Stephen bent himself 
almost double, the cough became a strangle, but Nicholas 
kept his calm eyes fixed upon the evergreens. 

At last Stephen righted himself and kept on. He was 
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very small; his clothes were quite covered with snow, and 
patches of it clung to his face. He looked like some little 
winter-starved, white-furred animal, creeping painfully to 
cover. When he came opposite the house he half halted, 
but Nicholas never stirred nor looked his way, and he kept 
on. It was all that he could do to move, the cough had 
exhausted him; he carried a heavy basket, too. 

He had proceeded only a few paces beyond the Nas. 
when his knees bent under him; he fairly sank down into 
the snow. He groaned a little, but Nicholas did not turn 
his head. 

After a little, Stephen raised himself, lifted his basket, 
and went staggering back. “Mr. Gunn,” said he. 

Nicholas turned his eyes slowly and looked at him, but 
he did not speak. 

“Can’t I go into your house an’ set down an’ rest a few 
minutes? I’m ’most beat out.” 

“No, you can’t,” replied Nicholas Gunn. 

“T dunno’ as I can git home.” 

Nicholas made no rejoinder. He turned his eyes away. 
Stephen stood looking piteously at him. His sharply cut 
delicate face gleamed white through the white fall of the 
snow. 

“If you’d jest let me set there a few minutes,” he said. 

Nicholas sat immovable. 

Stephen tried to walk on, but suddenly another coughing 
fit seized him. He stumbled across the road and propped 
himself against a pine tree, setting the basket down in the 
snow. He twisted himself about the snowy tree trunk, and 
the coughs came in a rattling volley. 

Nicholas Gunn looked across at him, and waited until 
Stephen got his breath. Then he spoke. “Look-a-here!” 
said he. 

“What say?” 
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“If you want to set in the house a few minutes, you can. 
There ain’t no fire there.” 

“Thank ye.” 

It was some time before Stephen Forster gathered 
strength enough to return across the road to the house. 
He leaned against the tree, panting, the tears running down 
his cheeks. Nicholas did not offer to help him. When at 
last Stephen got across the road, he arose to let him pass 
through the door; then he sat down again on the doorstep. 

Stephen Forster set his basket on the floor and staggered 
across the room to a chair. He leaned his head back 
against the wall and panted. The room was bitterly cold; 
the snow drifted in through the open door where Nicholas 
sat. There was no furniture except a cooking stove, a cot 
bed, one chair, and a table; but there were ornaments. 
Upon the walls hung various little worsted and cardboard 
decorations. There was a lamp mat on the table, and in 
one corner was a rude bracket holding a bouquet of wax 
flowers under a tall glass shade. There was also a shelf 
full of books beside the window. 

Stephen Forster did not notice anything. He sat with 
his eyes closed. Once or twice he tried feebly to brush the 
snow off his clothes, that was all. Nicholas never turned 
his head. He looked like a stone image there in the door- 
way. In about twenty minutes Stephen arose, took his 
basket up, and went timidly to the door. 

“I’m much obleeged to ye, Mr. Gunn,” said he. “I guess 
I can git along now.” 

Nicholas got up, and the snow fell from his shoulders in 
great cakes. He stood aside to let Stephen pass. Stephen, 
outside the door, paused, and looked up at him. 

“I’m much obleeged to ye,” he said again. “TI guess I 
can git home now. I had them three coughin’ spells after 
I left the store, and I got ’most beat out.” 

Nicholas grunted, and sat down again. Stephen looked 
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at him a minute; then he smiled abashedly and went away, 
urging his feeble little body through the storm. Nicholas 
watched him; then he turned his head with a stiff jerk. 

“If he wants to go out in such weather, he can. I don’t 
care,” he muttered. 

It was nearly four o’clock in the afternoon, the snow was 
gradually ceasing. Presently a yellow light could be seen 
through the woods in the west. Some birds flew into one 
of the snowy trees, a wood sled creaked down the road, the 
driver stared at Nicholas in the doorway, he turned his head 
and stared again. It was evident that he was not one of the 
village people. They had witnessed the peculiarities of 
Nicholas Gunn for the last six years. They still stared, but 
not as assiduously. 

The driver of the wood sled, as soon as he went down 
the slope in the road and could no longer see Nicholas, be- 
gan to whistle. ‘The whistle floated back like a wake of 
merry sound. 

Presently Nicholas arose, took off his cap, and beat it 
against the doorpost to rid it of its dome of snow; then 
he shook himself like a dog and stamped; then he went 
into the house, and stood looking irresolutely at the cold 
stove. 

“Should like a fire to heat up my hasty puddin’ mighty 
well, so—I won’t have it,” said he. 

He took a wooden bucket, and went with it out-of-doors, 
around the house, over a snow-covered path, to a spring. 
The water trickled into its little basin from under a hood 
of snow. Nicholas plunged in his bucket, withdrew it 
filled with water, and carried it back to the house. The 
path led through the woods; all the trees and bushes were 
white arcs. Some of the low branches bowed over the path, 
and Nicholas, passing under them, had to stoop. 

Nicholas, back in the house, got a bowl out of a rude 
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closet; it was nearly full of cold hasty pudding. He stood 
there and swallowed it in great gulps. 

The light was waning fast, although it lasted longer than 
usual on account of the snow, which, now the clouds were 
gone, was almost like a sheet of white light. 

Nicholas, when he had finished his supper, plunged out 
again into this pale dusk. He tramped, knee-deep, down 
the road for a long way. He reached the little village cen- 
ter, left it behind, and went on between white meadow lands 
and stretches of woods. Once in a while he met a man 
plodding down to the store, but there were few people 
abroad, the road would not be cleared until morning. 

Finally Nicholas turned about, and went back until he 
reached the village store. Its windows and glass door were 
full of yellow light, in which one could see many heads 
moving. When Nicholas opened the clanging door and 
went in, all the heads turned toward him. There was 
hardly a man there as tall as he. He went across the store 
with a kind of muscular shamble; his head, with its wild 
light beard, had a lofty lift to it. The lounging men watched 
him furtively as he bought some Indian meal and matches 
at the counter. When he had gone out with his purchases 
there was a burst of laughter. The storekeeper thrust a 
small sharp face over the counter. 

“Tf a man is such a darned fool as to live on meal and 
matches, I ain’t got nothin’ to say, so long as he pays me 
the money down,” said he. He had a hoarse cold, and his 
voice was a facetious whisper. 

There was another shout of laughter; Nicholas could 
hear it as he went down the street. The stranger who had 
driven the wood sled past Nicholas’s house was among the 
men. He was snowbound overnight in the village. He 
was a young fellow, with innocent eyes and a hanging jaw. 
He nudged the man next him. 

“What in creation ails the fellar, anyhow?” said he. “I 
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seed him a-settin’ on his doorstep this afternoon, and the 
snow a-drivin’ right on him.” 

“He ain’t right in his upper story,” replied the man. 
“Somethin’ went again’ him; his wife run off with another 
fellar, or somethin’, an’ he’s cracked.” 

“Why don’t they shet him up?” 

“He ain’t dangerous. Reckon he won’t hurt nobody 
but himself. If he wants to set out in a drivin’ snowstorm 
and tramp till he’s tuckered out, it ain’t nothin’ to nobody 
else but himself. There ain’t no use bringin’ that kind of 
crazy on the town.” 

“?Twouldn’t cost the town much,” chimed in another 
man. “He’s worth property. Shouldn’t be surprised if he 
was worth three thousand dollars. And there he is a-livin’ 
on corn meal and water.” 

An old man, in a leather-cushioned armchair beside the 
stove, turned his grizzly quizzical face toward the others and 
cleared his throat. They all bent forward attentively. He 
had a reputation for wit. 

“Makes me think of old Eph Huntly and the story 
Squire Morse used to tell about him,” said he. He paused 
impressively, and they waited. Then he went on. “Seems 
old Eph got terrible hard up one time. One thing after an- 
other went again’ him. He’d been laid up with the rheu- 
matiz all winter; then his wife she’d been sick, an’ they was 
’most eat up with medicine an’ doctors’ bills. Then his hay 
crop had failed, an’ his pertaters had rotted, an’ finally, to 
cap the climax, his best cow died, an’ the int’rest money 
was due on the mortgage an’ he didn’t have a cent to 
pay it with. Well, he couldn’t raise the money nohow, 
an’ the day come when he s’posed the farm would have to 
go. Lawyer Holmes he held the mortgage, an’ he expected 
to see him drive into the yard any time. Well, old Eph he 
jest goes out in the yard, an’ he ketches a nice fat crower, 
an’ he kills him an’ picks him. Then he takes him in to his 
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wife. She was takin’ on terrible ’cause she thought the 
farm had to go, an’ sez he, ‘Sukey Ann, I want you to 
go an’ cook this crower jest as good as you know how.’ 
‘Oh, Lor’! sez she, ‘I don’t want no crower,’ an’ she boo- 
- hooed right out. But old Eph he made her go an’ stuff 
that crower, an’ cook him, an’ bile onions, turnips, an’ 
squash, an’ all the fixin’s. He said he never felt so bad in 
his life, an’ he never got to sech a desprit pitch, an’ he was 
goin’ to have a good dinner, anyhow. Well, it so happened 
that Lawyer Holmes he driv into the yard jest as old Eph 
an’ his wife were settin’ down to dinner, an’ he see that 
nice baked crower an’ the fixin’s all set out, an’ he didn’t 
know what to make on’t. It seemed to him Eph couldn’t 
be so dreadful bad off, or he wouldn’t have any heart for 
extra dinners, an’ mebbe he had some way of raisin’ the 
money in prospect. Then Lawyer Holmes he was mighty 
fond of his victuals himself, an’ the upshot of it was, he sot 
down to the table, an’ eat a good meal of the crower an’ 
fixin’s, an’ there wa’n’t no mortgage foreclosed that day, 
an’ before long Eph he managed to raise the money some- 
how. Now if Nicholas Gunn jest had a leetle grain of old 
Eph’s sense, he’d jest git better victuals the wuss he felt, 
an’ let one kinder make up for t’other, instead of livin’ on 
Injun meal an’ matches. I ruther guess I wouldn’t take to 
no meal an’ matches if my Ann Lizy left me. Id live jest 
as high as I could to keep my spirits up.” 

There was a burst of applause. The old man sat wink- 
ing and grinning complacently. 

“Nicholas Gunn is a darned fool, or else he’s cracked,” 
said the storekeeper in his hoarse whisper. 

Meanwhile Nicholas Gunn went home. He put the meal 
away in the closet; he lighted a candle with one of his 
matches; he read awhile in the Bible; then he went to bed. 
He did not sleep in the cot bed; that was too luxurious for 
him. He slept, rolled in a blanket, on the bare floor. 
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Nicholas Gunn, whether his eccentricities arose from mys- 
tical religious fervor or from his own personal sorrows, 
would have been revered and worshiped as a saintly ascetic 
among some nations; among New Englanders he met with 
the coarse ridicule of the loafers in a country store. Idle 
meditation and mortification of the flesh, except for gain, 
were among them irreconcilable with sanity. Nicholas 
would have had more prestige had he fled to the Himalayas 
and built himself a cell in some wild pass; however, prestige 
was not what he sought. 

The next morning a wind had arisen; it blew stiff and 
cold from the north. The snow was drifted into long 
waves, and looked like a frozen sea. A flock of sparrows 
had collected before Nicholas Gunn’s door, and he stood 
watching them. They were searching for crumbs; this 
deep snow had shortened their resources woefully; all their 
larders were buried. There were no crumbs before this 
door; but they searched assiduously, with their feathers 
ruffled in the wind. Stephen Forster came up the road with 
his market basket; it was all he could do to face the wind. 
His thin coat was buttoned tight across his narrow shoul- 
ders; his old tippet blew out. He advanced with a kind of 
sidewise motion, presenting his body like a wedge to the 
wind; he could not walk fairly against it. 

When he was opposite Nicholas, the sparrows flew up at 
his feet; he paused and shifted his basket. ‘Good mornin’, 
Mr. Gunn,” said he, in a weak voice. 

Nicholas nodded. Stephen’s face was mottled with pur- 
ple; his nose and mouth looked shrunken; his shoes were 
heavy with snow. 

“If you want to go in an’ set down a few minutes, you 
can,” said Nicholas. 

Stephen moved forward eagerly. “Thank ye, Mr. Gunn. 
I am kinder beat out, an’ I’d like to set a few minutes,” he 
said. 
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He went in and sat down. The wind rushed in great 
gusts past the open door. Stephen began to cough. Nich- 
olas hesitated; his face was surly; then he shut the door 
with a bang. 

While Stephen rested biel? in the house, Nicholas 
marched up and down before it like a sentinel. He did not 
seem to see Stephen when he came out, but he stood before 
him in his track. 

“I’m much obleeged, Mr. Gunn,” said he. 

Nicholas nodded. Stephen hesitated a minute; then he 
went on up the road. The snow blew up around him in a 
dazzling cloud, and almost hid him from sight. 

“Tt’s the last time I do it,” muttered Nicholas. 

But it was not. Every morning, storm or shine, Stephen 
Forster toiled painfully over the road with his market 
basket, and every morning Nicholas Gunn invited him into 
his fireless hermitage to rest. A freezing hospitality, but 
he offered it, and Stephen accepted it with a fervent grati- 
tude. 

It grew apparently more and more necessary. Stephen 
crept more and more feebly over the road; he had to keep 
setting his basket down. Nicholas never asked him if he 
was ill; he never questioned him at all, although he knew 
nothing about him but his name. Nicholas did not know 
the names, even, of many of the village people; he had 
never offered nor invited confidences. Stephen also did not 
volunteer any information as to his circumstances during 
his morning calls upon Nicholas; indeed, he was too ex- 
hausted; he merely gave his gentle and timid thanks for the 
hospitality. 

There came a night in January when the cold reached 
the greatest intensity of the season. The snow creaked 
underfoot; the air was full of sparkles; there were noises 
like guns in the woods, for the trees were almost freezing. 
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The moon was full and seemed like a very fire of death, 
radiating cold instead of heat. 

Nicholas Gunn, stern anchorite that he was, could not 
sleep for the cold. He got up and paced his room. He 
would not kindle a fire in the stove. He swung his arms 
and stamped. Suddenly he heard a voice outside. It 
sounded almost like a child’s. “Mr. Gunn!” it cried. 

Nicholas stopped and listened. It came again—“Mr. 
—Gunn!” 

“Who’s there?” Nicholas sung out, gruffly. 

“Teo me.” 

Then Nicholas knew it was Stephen Forster. He opened 
the door, and Stephen stood there in the moonlight. 

“What are ye out for this time of night?” asked Nicholas. 

Stephen chattered so that he could hardly speak. He 
cowered before Nicholas; the moonlight seemed to strike 
his little, shivering form like a broadside of icy spears. 
“Tm *fraid I’m freezin’,’ he gasped. “Can’t ye take me 
in?” 

“What are ye out for this time of night?” repeated Nicho- 
las, in a rough, loud tone. 

“I had to. Tl tell you when I git a leetle warmer. I 
dunno’ but—I’m freezin’.” 

Stephen’s voice, indeed, sounded as if ice were forming 
over it, muffling it. Nicholas suddenly grasped him by one 
arm. 

“Come in, then, if ye’ve got to,” he growled. 

He pulled so suddenly and strongly that Stephen made 
a run into the house, and his heels flew up weakly. Nicholas 
whirled him about and seated him on his cot bed. 

“Now lay down here,” he ordered, “and I’ll cover ye up.” 

Stephen obeyed. Nicholas pulled off his boots, gave his 
feet a fierce rub, and fixed the coverings over him with 
rough energy. Then he began pacing the room again. 

Presently he went up to the bed. “Warmer?” 
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“I guess—so.” Stephen’s shivering seemed to shake the 
room. 

Nicholas hustled a.coat off a peg, and put it over Ste- 
phen. Then he paced again. Stephen began to cough. 
‘Nicholas made an exclamation, and stamped angrily out of 
the house. There was a little lean-to at the back, and there 
was some fuel stored in it. Nicholas came back quickly . 
with his arms full of wood. He piled it into the stove, set 
a match to it, and put on a kettle of water. Then he 
dragged the cot bed, with Stephen on it, close to the stove, 
and began to rub him under the bedclothes. His face was 
knit savagely, but he rubbed with a tender strength. 

“Warmer?” said he. 

“Yes, I—be,” returned Stephen, gratefully. 

The fire burned briskly; the sharp air began to soften. 
Soon the kettle steamed. Nicholas got a measure of meal 
out of his cupboard, and prepared some porridge in a little 
stewpan. When it began to boil he bent over the stove 
and stirred carefully, lest it should lump. When it was 
thick enough, he dished it, salted it, and carried it to Ste- 
phen. 

“There, eat it,” said he. “It’s the best I’ve got; it'll 
warm ye some. I ain’t got no spirits; never keep any in the 
house.” 

“T guess I ain’t—very hungry, Mr. Gunn,’ 
feebly. 

SE Atsit,” 

Stephen raised himself, and drained the bowl with con- 
vulsive gulps. Tears stood in his eyes, and he gasped when 
he lay back again. However, the warm porridge revived 
him. Presently he looked at Nicholas, who was putting 
more wood on the fire. 

“T s’pose you think it’s terrible queer that I come here 
this way,” said he; “but there wa’n’t no other way. I 
dunno’ whether you know how I’ve been livin’ or not.” 


:) 


said Stephen, 
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“No, I don’t.” 

“Well, I’ve been livin’? with my half-sister, Mis’ Morri- 
son. Mebbe you’ve heard of her?” 

“No, I ain’t.” 

“She keeps boarders. We ain’t lived in this town more’n 
three years; we moved here from Jackson. Mis’ Morrison’s 
husband’s dead, so she keeps boarders. She’s consider’ble 
older’n me. I ain’t never been very stout, but I used to 
tend in a store till I got worse. I coughed so, it used to 
plague the customers. Then I had to give it up, and when 
Mis’ Morrison’s husband died, and she come here, I come 
with her; she thought there’d be some chores I could do 
for my board. An’ I’ve worked jest as hard as I could, an’ 
I ain’t complained. I’ve been down to the store to get meat 
for the boarders’ dinner when I couldn’t scarcely get along 
over the ground. But I cough so bad nights that the 
boarders they complain, an’ Mis’ Morrison says I must go 
to—the poorhouse. I heard her talkin’ with the hired girl 
about it. She’s goin’ to get the selectmen to the house 
tomorrow mornin’. An’—I ain’t a-goin’ to the poorhouse! 
None of my folks have ever been there, an’ I ain’t goin’! T’ll 
risk it but what I can get some work to do. I ain’t quite 
so fur gone yet. I waited till the house was still, an’ then 
I cut. I thought if you’d take me in till mornin’, I could 
git down to the depot, an’ go to Jackson before the se- 
lectmen come. I’ve got a little money—enough to take 
me to Jackson—lI’ve been savin’ of it up these three years, 
in case anything happened. It’s some I earned tendin’ 
store. I’m willin’ to pay you for my night’s lodgin’.” 

Nicholas nodded grimly. He had stood still, listening to 
the weak, high-pitched voice from the bed. 

“It’s in my vest pocket, in my pocketbook,” said Ste- 
phen. “If you'll come here, I'll give it to you, and you 
can take what you think it’s worth. I pinned the pocket 
up, so’s to be sure I didn’t lose it.” 
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Stephen began fumbling at his vest. Nicholas lifted a 
cover from the stove. 

“I don’t want none of your money,” said he. “Keep 
your money.” 

“[’ve got enough to pay you, an’ take me to Jackson.” 

“T tell ye, stop talkin’ about your money.” 

Stephen said no more; he looked terrified. The air grew 
warmer. Everything was quiet, except for the detonations 
of the frost in the forest outside, and its sharp cracks in the 
house walls. Soon Stephen fell asleep, and lay breathing 
short and hard. Nicholas sat beside him. 

It was broad daylight when Stephen aroused himself. 
He awoke suddenly and completely, and began to get out 
of bed. “I guess it’s time I was goin’,” said he. “I’m much 
obleeged to you, Mr. Gunn.” 

“You lay still.” 

Stephen looked at him. 

“You lay still,’ repeated Nicholas. 

Stephen sank back irresolutely; his timid, bewildered 
eyes followed Nicholas, who was smoothing his hair and 
beard before a little looking-glass near the window. There 
was a good fire in the cooking stove, and the room was 
quite warm, although it was evidently a very cold day. 
The two windows were thickly coated with frost, and the 
room was full of dim white light. One of the windows 
faced toward the east, but the sun was still hidden by the 
trees across the road. 

Nicholas smoothed his hair and his wild beard slowly and 
punctiliously. 

Stephen watched him. “Mr. Gunn,” he said, at length. 

“What say?” 

“T’m afraid—I shan’t get to the depot before the train 
goes if I don’t start pretty soon.” 

Nicholas went on smoothing his beard. At length he laid 
his comb down and turned around. “Look a-here!” said 
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he; “you might jest as well understand it. You ain’t a-goin’ 
to any depot today, an’ you ain’t a-goin’ to any train, an’ 
you ain’t a-goin’ to any depot tomorrow nor any train, 
an’ you ain’t a-goin’ the next day, nor the next, nor the 
next, nor the next after that.” 

“What be I a-goin’ to do?” 

“You are a-goin’ to stay jest where you are. I’ve fought 
against your comin’ as long as I could, an’ now you’ve 
come, an’ I’ve turned the corner, you are a-goin’ to stay. 
When I’ve been walkin’ in the teeth of my own will on one 
road, an’ havin’ all I could do to breast it, I ain’t a-goin’ 
to do it on another. I’ve give up, an’ I’m a-goin’ to stay 
give up. You lay still.” 

Stephen’s small anxious face on the pillow looked almost 
childish. His helplessness of illness seemed to produce the 
same expression as the helplessness of infancy. His hol- 
low, innocent blue eyes were fixed upon Nicholas with 
blank inquiry. “Won’t Mis’ Morrison be after me?” he 
asked, finally. 

“No, she won’t. Don’t you worry. I’m a-goin’ over to 
see her. You lay still.” Nicholas shook his coat before 
he put it on; he beat his cap against the wall, then ad- 
justed it carefully. “Now,” said he, “I’m a-goin’. [ve 
Ieft enough wood in the stove, an’ I guess it'll keep warm 
till I get back. I shan’t be gone any longer than I can 
help.” 

“Mr. Gunn!” 

“What say?” 

“I ruther guess I’d better be a-goin’.” 

Nicholas looked sternly at Stephen. “You lay still,” he 
repeated. “Don’t you try to get up whilst I’m gone; you 
ain’t fit to. Don’t you worry. I’m goin’ to fix it all right. 
I’m goin’ to bring you something nice for breakfast. You 
lay still.” 
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Stephen stared at him; his thin shoulders hitched un- 
easily under the coverlid. 

“You’re goin’ to lay still, ain’t you?” repeated Nicholas. 
_ “Yes; I will, if you say so,” replied Stephen. He sighed 
and smiled feebly. 

The truth was that this poor cot in the warm room 
seemed to him like a couch under the balsam-dropping 
cedars of Lebanon, and all at once he felt that divine rest 
which comes from leaning upon the will of another. 

“Well, I do say so,” returned Nicholas. He looked at 
the fire again; then he went out. He turned in the door- 
way and nodded admonishingly at Stephen. “Mind you 
don’t try to get up,” he said again. 

Nicholas went out of sight down the road, taking long 
strides over the creaking snow. He was gone about a 
half hour. When he returned his arms were full of pack- 
ages. He opened the door and looked anxiously at the bed. 
Stephen twisted his face toward him and smiled. Nicholas 
piled the packages up on the table and lifted a stove cover. 

“T’ve seen Mis’ Morrison, and it’s all right,” said he. 

“What did she say?” asked Stephen, in an awed voice. 

“Well, she didn’t say much of anything. She was fryin’ 
griddle cakes for the boarders’ breakfasts. She said she 
felt real bad about lettin’ you go, but she didn’t see no 
other way, an’ she’d be glad to have you visit me jest as 
long as you wanted to. She’s goin’ to pack up your clothes.” 

“I ain’t got many clothes. There’s my old coat an’ 
vest an’ my other pants, but they’re most worn out. I 
ain’t got but one real good shirt besides this one I’ve got 
on. That was in the wash, or Pd brought it.” 

“Clothes enough,” said Nicholas. 

He crammed the stove with wood and began undoing 
the packages. There were coffee, bread, and butter, some 
little delicate sugar cookies, some slices of ham, and eggs. 
There were also a pail of milk and a new tin coffeepot. 
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Nicholas worked busily. He made coffee, fried the ham 
and eggs, and toasted slices of bread. When everything 
was ready, he carried a bowl of water to Stephen for him 
to wash his hands and face before breakfast. He even got 
his comb and smoothed his hair. 

Then he set the breakfast out on the table, and brought 
it up to the bedside. He had placed a chair for himself, 
and was just sitting down, when he stopped suddenly. “I 
don’t know as it’s just fair for me not to tell you a little 
something about myself before we really begin livin’ to- 
gether,” said he. “It won’t take but a minute. I don’t 
know but you’ve heard stories about me that I wa’n’t quite 
right. Well, I am; that is, I spose I am. All is, ’ve had 
lots of trouble, an’ it come mainly through folks I set by; 
an’ I figured out a way to get the better of it. I figured 
out that if I didn’t care anything for anybody, I shouldn’t 
have no trouble from ’em; an’ if I didn’t care anything for 
myself, I shouldn’t have any from myself. I ’bout made 
up my mind that all the trouble an’ wickedness in this 
world come from carin’ about yourself or somebody else, 
so I thought I’d quit it. I let folks alone, an’ I wouldn’t 
do anything for ’em; an’ I let myself alone as near as I 
could, an’ didn’t do anything for myself. I kept cold when 
I wanted to be warm, an’ warm when I wanted to be cold. 
I didn’t eat anything I liked, an’ I left things around that 
hurt me to see. My wife she made them wax flowers an’ 
them gimcracks. Then I used to read the Bible, ’cause I 
used to believe in it an’ didn’t now, an’ it made me feel 
worse. I did about everything I could to spite myself an’ 
get all the feelin’ out of me, so I could be a little easier in 
my mind.” 

Nicholas paused a moment. Stephen was looking at him 
with bewildered intensity. 

“Well, I was all wrong,” Nicholas went on. “I’ve give 
it all up. I’ve got to go through with the whole of it like 
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other folks, an’ I guess I’ve got grit enough. I’ve made up 
my mind that men’s tracks cover the whole world, and 
there ain’t standin’ room outside of ’em. I’ve got to go 
with the rest. Now we'll have breakfast.” 

Nicholas ate heartily; it was long since he had tasted such 
food; even Stephen had quite an appetite. Nicholas pressed 
the food upon him; his face was radiant with kindness and 
delight. Stephen Forster, innocent, honest, and simple- 
hearted, did not in the least understand him, but that did not 
matter. There is a higher congeniality than that of mutual 
understanding; there is that of need and supply. 

After breakfast Nicholas cleared away the dishes and 
washed them. The sun was so high then that it struck the 
windows, and the frostwork sparkled like diamonds. 

Nicholas opened the door; he was going down to the spring 
for more water; he saw a flock of sparrows in the bushes 
across the road, and stopped; then he set his pail down 
noiselessly and went back for a piece of bread. He broke 
it and scattered the crumbs before the door, then went off a 
little way and stood watching. When the sparrows settled 
down upon the crumbs he laughed softly and went on to- 
ward the spring over the shining crust of snow. 


SEES ees 


XV. TWO OLD LOVERS? 


Leyven was emphatically a village of cottages, and each 
of them built after one of two patterns: either the front 
door was on the right side, in the corner of a little piazza 
extending a third of the length of the house, with the main 
roof jutting over it, or the piazza stretched across the front, 
and the door was in the center. 

The cottages were painted uniformly white, and had 
blinds of a bright spring-green color. There was a little 
flower garden in front of each; the beds were laid out artis- 
tically in triangles, hearts, and rounds, and edged with 
box; boys’-love, sweet williams, and pinks were the fash- 
ionable and prevailing flowers. 

There was a general air of cheerful though humble pros- 
perity about the place, which it owed, and indeed its very 
existence also, to the three old weather-beaten boot-and- 
shoe factories which rose stanchly and importantly in the 
very midst of the natty little white cottages. 

Years before, when one Hiram Strong put up his three 
factories for the manufacture of the rough shoe which the 
workingman of America wears, he hardly thought he was 
also gaining for himself the honor of founding Leyden. 
He chose the site for his buildings mainly because they 
would be easily accessible to the railway which stretched 
to the city, sixty miles distant. At first the workmen came 
on the cars from the neighboring towns, but after a while 
they became tired of that, and one after another built for 
himself a cottage, and established his family and his house- 


1 Copyright, 1887, by Harper & Brothers. Copyright, 1915, by Mary E. 
Wilkins Freeman. 
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~hold belongings near the scene of his daily labors. So 


gradually Leyden grew. A built his cottage like C, and 
B built his like D. They painted them white, and hung 
the green blinds, and laid out their flower beds in front and 


their vegetable beds at the back. By and by came a church 


and a store and a post office to pass, and Leyden was a 
full-fledged town. 

That was a long time ago. The shoe factories had long 
passed out of the hands of Hiram Strong’s heirs; he him- 
self was only a memory on the earth. The business was 
not quite as wide-awake and vigorous as when in its first 
youth; it droned a little now; there was not quite so much 
bustle and hurry as formerly. The factories were never 
lighted up of an evening on account of overwork, and the 
workmen found plenty of time for pleasant and salutary 
gossip over their cutting and pegging. But this did not 
detract in the least from the general cheerfulness and pros- 
perity of Leyden. The inhabitants still had all the work 
they needed to supply the means necessary for their small 
comforts, and they were contented. They too had begun 
to drone a little like the factories. “As slow as Leyden” 
was the saying among the faster-going towns adjoining 
theirs. Every morning at seven the old men, young men, 
and boys, in their calico shirt sleeves, their faces a little 
pale—perhaps from their indoor life—filed unquestioningly 
out of the back doors of the white cottages, treading still 
deeper the well-worn footpaths stretching around the sides 
of the houses, and entered the factories. They were great, 
ugly wooden buildings, with wings which they had grown 
in their youth jutting clumsily from their lumbering shoul- 
ders. Their outer walls were black and grimy, streaked 
and splashed and patched with red paint in every variety 
of shade, according as the original hue was tempered with 
smoke or the beatings of the storms of many years. 

The men worked peacefully and evenly in the shoe shops 
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all day; and the women stayed at home and kept the lit- 
tle white cottages tidy, cooked the meals, and washed the 
clothes, and did the sewing. For recreation the men sat 
on the piazza in front of Barker’s store of an evening, and 
gossiped or discussed politics; and the women talked over 
their neighbors’ fences, or took their sewing into their neigh- 
bors’ of an afternoon. 

People died in Leyden as elsewhere; and here and there 
was a little white cottage whose narrow footpath leading 
round to its back door its master would never tread again. 

In one of these lived Widow Martha Brewster and her 
daughter Maria. Their cottage was one of those which 
had its piazza across the front. Every summer they trained 
morning-glories over it, and planted their little garden with 
the flower seeds popular in Leyden. There was not a cot- 
tage in the whole place whose surroundings were neater and 
gayer than theirs, for all they were only two women, and 
two old women at that; for Widow Martha Brewster was in 
the neighborhood of eighty, and her daughter, Maria Brew- 
ster, near sixty. The two had lived alone since Jacob Brew- 
ster died and stopped going to the factory, some fifteen years 
ago. He had left them this particular white cottage, and a 
snug little sum in the savings bank besides, for the whole 
Brewster family had worked and economized all their long 
lives. The women had corded boots at home, while the man 
had worked in the shop and never spent a cent without think- 
ing of it overnight. 

Leyden folks all thought that David Emmons would 
marry Maria Brewster when her father died. ‘David can 
rent his house and go to live with Maria and her mother,” 
said they, with an affectionate readiness to arrange matters 
for them. But he did not. Every Sunday night at eight 
o’clock punctually the form of David Emmons, arrayed in 
his best clothes, with his stiff white dickey, and a nosegay 
in his buttonhole, was seen to advance up the road toward 
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Maria Brewster’s, as he had been seen to advance every 
Sunday night for the last twenty-five years, but that was 
all. He manifested not the slightest intention of carry- 
ing out people’s judicious plans for his welfare and Maria’s. 

She did not seem to pine with hope deferred; people 
could not honestly think there was any occasion to pity 
her for her lover’s tardiness. A cheerier woman never lived. 
She was literally bubbling over with jollity. Round-faced 
and black-eyed, with a funny little bounce of her whole 
body when she walked, she was the merry feature of the 
whole place. 

Her mother was now too feeble, but Maria still corded 
boots for the factories as of old. David Emmons, who was 
quite sixty, worked in them, as he had from his youth. He 
was a slender, mild-faced old man, with a fringe of gray- 
yellow beard around his chin; his head was quite bald. 
Years ago he had been handsome, they said, but somehow 
people had always laughed at him a little, although they 
all liked him. “The slowest of all the slow Leydenites,” 
outsiders called him, and even the “slow Leydenites” 
poked fun at this exaggeration of themselves. It was an 
old and well-worn remark that it took David Emmons an 
hour to go courting, and that he was always obliged to 
leave his own home at seven in order to reach Maria’s at 
eight, and there was a standing joke that the meeting house 
passed him one morning on his way to the shop. 

David heard the chaffing, of course—there is very little 
delicacy in matters of this kind among country people— 
but he took it all in good part. He would laugh at him- 
self with the rest, but there was something touching in his 
deprecatory way of saying sometimes: “Well, I don’t know 
how ’tis, but it don’t seem to be in my natur’ to do any 
other way. I suppose I was born without the faculty of 
gittin’ along quick in this world. You'll have to git be- 
hind and push me a leetle, I reckon.” 
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He owned his little cottage, which was one of the kind 
which had the piazza on the right side. He lived entirely 
alone. ‘There was a half acre or so of land beside his 
house, which he used for a vegetable garden. After and 
before shop hours, in the dewy evenings and mornings, he 
dug and weeded assiduously between the green ranks of 
corn and beans. If David Emmons was slow, his vegeta- 
bles were not. None of the gardens in Leyden surpassed 
his in luxuriant growth. His corn tasseled out and his 
potato patch was white with blossoms as soon as anybody’s. 

He was almost a vegetarian in his diet; the products of 
his garden spot were his staple articles of food. Early in 
the morning would the gentle old bachelor set his pot of 
green things boiling, and dine gratefully at noon, like mild 
Robert Herrick, on pulse and herbs. His garden supplied 
also his sweetheart and her mother with all the vegetables 
they could use. Many times in the course of a week could 
David have been seen slowly moving toward the Brewster 
cottage with a basket on his arm well stocked with the ma- 
terials for an innocent and delicious repast. 

But Maria was not to be outdone by her old lover in 
kindly deeds. Not a Saturday but a goodly share of her 
weekly baking was deposited, neatly covered with a white 
crash towel, on David’s little kitchen table. The surrepti- 
tious air with which the back-door key was taken from its 
hiding place (which she well knew) under the kitchen blind, 
the door unlocked and entered, and the good things depos- 
ited, was charming, although highly ineffectual. “There 
goes Maria with David’s baking,” said the women, peering 
out of their windows as she bounced, rather more gently 
and cautiously than usual, down the street. And David 
himself knew well the ministering angel to whom these 
benefits were due when he lifted the towel and discovered 
with tearful eyes the brown loaves and flaky pies—the 
proofs of his Maria’s love and culinary skill. 
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Among the young and more irreverent portions of the 
community there was considerable speculation as to the 
mode of courtship of these old lovers of twenty-five years’ 
standing. Was there ever a kiss, a tender clasp of the 
_ hand, those usual expressions of affection between sweet- 
hearts? 

Some of the more daring spirits had even gone so far as 
to commit the manifest impropriety of peeping in Maria’s 
parlor windows; but they had only seen David sitting quiet 
and prim on the little slippery horsehair sofa, and Maria 
by the table, rocking slowly in her little cane-seated rocker. 
Did Maria ever leave her rocker and sit on that slippery 
horsehair sofa by David’s side? They never knew; but 
she never did. There was something laughable, and at 
the same time rather pathetic, about Maria’s and David’s 
courting. All the outward appurtenances of “keeping com- 
pany” were as rigidly observed as they had been twenty- 
five years ago, when David Emmons first cast his mild blue 
eyes shyly and lovingly on red-cheeked, quiet-spoken Maria 
Brewster. Every Sunday evening, in the winter, there was 
a fire kindled in the parlor, the parlor lamp was lit at dusk 
all the year round, and Maria’s mother retired early, that 
the young people might “sit up.” The “sitting up” was 
no very formidable affair now, whatever it might have been 
in the first stages of the courtship. The need of sleep over- 
balanced sentiment in those old lovers, and by ten o'clock 
at the latest Maria’s lamp was out and David had wended 
his solitary way to his own home. 

Leyden people had a great curiosity to know if David 
had ever actually popped the question to Maria, or if his 
natural slowness was at fault in this as in other things. 
Their curiosity had been long exercised in vain, but Widow 
Brewster, as she waxed older, grew loquacious, and one 
day told a neighbor, who had called in her daughter’s 
absence, that “David had never reely come to the p’int. 
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She supposed he would some time; for her part, she thought 
he had better; but then, after all, she knowed Maria didn’t 
care, and maybe ’twas jest as well as *twas, only sometimes 
she was afeard she should never live to see the weddin’ if 
they wasn’t spry.” Then there had been hints concerning 
a certain pearl-colored silk which Maria, having a good 
chance to get at a bargain, had purchased some twenty 
years ago, when she thought, from sundry remarks, that 
David was coming to the point; and it was further inti- 
mated that the silk had been privately made up ten years 
since, when Maria had again surmised that the point was 
about being reached. The neighbor went home in a state 
of great delight, having by skillful maneuvering actually ob- 
tained a glimpse of the pearl-colored silk. 

It was perfectly true that Maria did not lay David’s tardi- 
ness in putting the important question very much to heart. 
She was too cheerful, too busy, and too much interested in 
her daily duties to fret much about anything. There was 
never at any time much of the sentimental element in her 
composition, and her feeling for David was eminently prac- 
tical in its nature. She, although the woman, had the 
stronger character of the two, and there was something 
rather motherlike than loverlike in her affection for him. 
It was through the protecting care which chiefly character- 
ized her love that the only pain to her came from their long 
courtship and postponement of marriage. It was true that, 
years ago, when David had led her to think, from certain 
hesitating words spoken at parting one Sunday night, that 
he would certainly ask the momentous question soon, her 
heart had gone into a happy flutter. She had bought the 
pearl-colored silk then. 

Years after, her heart had fluttered again, but a little less 
wildly this time. David almost asked her another Sunday 
night. ‘Then she had made up the pearl-colored silk. She 
used to go and look at it fondly and admiringly from time 
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to time; once in a while she would try it on and survey 
herself in the glass, and imagine herself David’s bride—a 
faded bride, but a happy and beloved one. 

She looked at the dress occasionally now, but a little 
sadly, as the conviction that she should never wear it was 
forcing itself upon her more and more. But the sadness 
was always more for David’s sake than her own. She saw 
him growing an old man, and the lonely, uncared-for life 
that he led filled her heart with tender pity and sorrow for 
him. She did not confine her kind offices to the Saturday 
baking. Every week his little house was tidied and set to 
rights, and his mending looked after. 

Once, on a Sunday night, when she spied a rip in his 
coat, that had grown long from the want of womanly fingers 
constantly at hand, she had a good cry after he had left 
and she had gone into her room. There was something 
more pitiful to her, something that touched her heart more 
deeply, in that rip in her lover’s Sunday coat than in all 
her long years of waiting. 

As the years went on, it was sometimes with a sad heart 
that Maria stood and watched the poor lonely old figure 
moving slower than ever down the street to his lonely home; 
but the heart was sad for him always, and never for herself. 
She used to wonder at him a little sometimes, though al- 
ways with the most loyal tenderness, that he should choose 
to lead the solitary, cheerless life that he did, to go back 
to his dark, voiceless home, when he might be so sheltered 
and cared for in his old age. She firmly believed that it 
was only owing to her lover’s incorrigible slowness, in this 
as in everything else. She never doubted for an instant 
that he loved her. Some women might have tried hasten- 
ing matters a little themselves, but Maria, with the delicacy 
which is sometimes more inherent in a steady, practical 
nature like hers than in a more ardent one, would have lost 
her self-respect forever if she had done such a thing. 
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So she lived cheerfully along, corded her boots, though 
her fingers were getting stiff, humored her mother, who was 
getting feebler and more childish every year, and did the 
best she could for her poor, foolish old lover. 

When David was seventy, and she sixty-eight, she gave 
away the pearl-colored silk to a cousin’s daughter who was 
going to be married. The girl was young and pretty and 
happy, but she was poor, and the silk would make over into 
a grander wedding dress for her than she could hope to 
obtain in any other way. 

Poor old Maria smoothed the lustrous folds fondly with 
her withered hands before sending it away, and cried a 
little, with a patient pity for David and herself. But when 
a tear splashed directly on to the shining surface of the 
silk, she stopped crying at once, and her sorrowful expres- 
sion changed into one of careful scrutiny as she wiped the 
salt drop away with her handkerchief, and held the dress 
up to the light to be sure that it was not spotted. A prac- 
tical nature like Maria’s is sometimes a great boon to its 
possessor. It is doubtful if anything else can dry a tear 
so quickly. 

Somehow Maria always felt a little differently toward 
David after she had given away her wedding dress. There 
had always been a little tingle of consciousness in her man- 
ner toward him, a little reserve and caution before people. 
But after the wedding dress had gone, all question of mar- 
riage had disappeared so entirely from her mind, that the 
delicate considerations born of it vanished. She was un- 
commonly hale and hearty for a woman of her age; there 
was apparently much more than two years’ difference be- 
tween her and her lover. It was not only the Saturday’s 
bread and pie that she carried now and deposited on David’s 
little kitchen table, but, openly and boldly, not caring 
who should see her, many a warm dinner. Every day, 
after her own housework was done, David’s house was set 
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to rights. He should have all the comforts he needed in 
his last years, she determined. That they were his last 
years was evident. He coughed, and now walked so slowly 
from feebleness and weakness that it was a matter of doubt 
. to observers whether he could reach Maria Brewster’s be- 
fore Monday evening. 

One Sunday night he stayed a little longer than usual— 
the clock struck ten before he started. Then he rose and 
said, as he had done every Sunday evening for so many 
years, “Well, Maria, I guess it’s about time for me to be 
goin’.” 

She helped him on with his coat and tied on his tippet. 
Contrary to his usual habit, he stood in the door and hesi- 
tated a minute—there seemed to be something he wanted 
to say. 

“Maria.” 

“Well, David?” 

“T’m gittin’ to be an old man, you know, an’ I’ve allus 
been slow-goin’; I couldn’t seem to help it. There has been 
a good many things I haven’t got around to.” The old 
cracked voice quavered painfully. 

“Yes, I know, David, all about it; you couldn’t help it. 
I wouldn’t worry a bit about it if I were you.” 

“You don’t lay up anything ag’in me, Maria?” 

“No, David.” 

“Good night, Maria.” 

“Good night, David. I will fetch you over some boiled 
dinner tomorrow.” 

She held the lamp at the door till the patient, tottering 
old figure was out of sight. She had to wipe the tears from 
her spectacles in order to see to read her Bible when she 
went in. 

Next morning she was hurrying up her housework to go 
over to David’s—somehow she felt a little anxious about 
him this morning—when there came a loud knock at her 
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door. When she opened it a boy stood there, panting for 
breath; he was David’s next neighbor’s son. 

“Mr. Emmons is sick,” he said, “an’ wants you. I was 
goin’ for milk, when he rapped on the window. Father an’ 
mother’s in thar, an’ the doctor. Mother said, tell you to 
hurry.” 

The news had spread rapidly; people knew what it meant 
when they saw Maria hurrying down the street, without her 
bonnet, her gray hair flying. One woman cried when she 
saw her. “Poor thing!” she sobbed. “Poor thing!” 

A crowd was around David’s cottage when Maria reached 
it. She went straight in through the kitchen to his little 
bedroom, and up to his side. The doctor was in the room, 
and several neighbors. When he saw Maria, poor old Da- 
vid held out his hand to her and smiled feebly. Then he 
looked imploringly at the doctor, then at the others in the 
room. The doctor understood and said a word to them, 
and they filed silently out. Then he turned to Maria. 
“Be quick,” he whispered. 

She leaned over him. “Dear David,” she said, her wrin- 
kled face quivering, her gray hair straying over her cheeks. 

He looked up at her with a strange wonder in his glazing 
eyes. “Maria”—a thin, husky voice, that was more like 
a wind through dry cornstalks, said—“Maria, ’m—dyin’, 
an’—I allers meant to—have asked you—to—marry me.” 


See ee ee 


XVI. GENTIAN! 


Ir had been raining hard all night; when the morning 
dawned clear everything looked vivid and unnatural. The 
wet leaves on the trees and hedges seemed to emit a real 
green light of their own; the tree trunks were black and 
dank, and the spots of moss on them stood out distinctly. 

A tall old woman was coming quickly up the street. She 
had on a stiffly starched calico gown, which sprang and 
rattled as she walked. She kept smoothing it anxiously. 
“Gittin’ every mite of the stiffnin’ out,” she muttered to 
herself. 

She stopped at a long cottage house, whose unpainted 
walls, with white window facings, and wide sweep of shingled 
roof, looked dark and startling through being sodden with 
rain. 

There was a low stone wall by way of fence, with a gap 
in it for a gate. 

She had just passed through this gap when the house 
door opened and a woman put out her head. 

“Is that you, Hannah?” said she. 

“Yes, it’s me.” She laid a hard emphasis on the last 
word; then she sighed heavily. 

“Hadn’t you better hold your dress up comin’ through 
that wet grass, Hannah? You'll git it all bedraggled.” 

“TI know it. I’m a-gittin’ every mite of the stiff’nin’ out 
on’t. I worked half the forenoon ironin’ on’t yesterday, 
too. Well, I thought I’d got to git over here an’ fetch a 
few of these fried cakes. I thought mebbe Alferd would 


1 Copyright, 1887, by Harper & Brothers. Copyright, 1915, by Mary E. 
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relish ’em fur his breakfast; an’ he’d got to have ’em while - 
they was hot; they ain’t good fur nothin’ cold; an’ I didn’t 
hev a soul to send—never do. How is Alferd this mornin’, 
Lucy?” 

“Bout the same, I guess.” 

“Ain’t had the doctor yit?” 

“No.” She had a little, patient, pleasant smile on her 
face, looking up at her questioner. 

The women were sisters. Hannah was Hannah Orton, 
unmarried. Lucy was Mrs. Tollet. Alfred was her sick 
husband. 

) Hannah’s long, sallow face was deeply wrinkled. Her 
wide mouth twisted emphatically as she talked. 

| “Well, I know one thing; ef he was my husband he’d 
hev a doctor.” 

Mrs. Tollet’s voice was old, but there was a childish tone 
in it, a sweet, uncertain pipe. 

“No, you couldn’t make him, Hannah; you couldn’t, 
no more’n me. Alferd was allers jest so. He ain’t never 
thought nothin’ of doctors, nor doctors’ stuff.” 

“Well, I’d make him take somethin’. In my opinion he 
needs somethin’ bitter.” She screwed her mouth ‘as if the 
bitter morsel were on her own tongue. 

“Lor’! he wouldn’t take it, you know, Hannah.” 

“Fle’d hev to. Gentian would be good fur him.” 

“He wouldn’t tech it.” 

“Vd make him, ef I put it in his tea unbeknownst to 
him.” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t dare to!” 

“Land! I guess I’d dare to. Ef folks don’t know enough 
to take what’s good fur ’em, they’d orter be made to by 
hook or crook. I don’t believe in deceivin’ generally, but 
I don’t believe the Lord would hev let folks hed the faculty 
fur deceivin’ in ’em ef it wa’n’t to be used fur good some- 
times. It’s my opinion Alferd won’t last long ef he don’t 
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hev somethin’ pretty soon to strengthen of him up an’ give 
him a start. Well, it ain’t no use talkin’. I’ve got to git home 
an’ put this dress in the washtub ag’in, I s’pose. I never 
see such a sight—jest look at that! You'd better give 
‘Alferd those cakes afore they git cold.” 

“T shouldn’t wonder ef he relished ’em. You was real 
good to think of it, Hannah.” 

“Well, I’m a-goin’, Every mite of the stiff’nin’s out. 
Sometimes it seems as ef thar wa’n’t no end to the work. 
I didn’t know how to git out this mornin’, anyway.” 

When Mrs. Tollet entered the house she found her hus- 
band in a wooden rocking-chair with a calico cushion, by 
the kitchen window. He was a short, large-framed old 
man, but he was very thin. There were great hollows in 
his yellow cheeks. 

“What you got thar, Lucy?” 

“Some griddle cakes Hannah brought.” 

“Griddle cakes!” 

“They’re real nice-lookin’ ones. Don’t you think you’d 
relish one or two, Alferd?” 

“Ef you an’ Hannah want griddle cakes, you kin hev 
griddle cakes.” 

“Then you don’t want to hev one, with some maple mer- 
lasses on it? They’ve kept hot; she hed ’em kivered up.” 

“Take ’em away!” 

She set them meekly on the pantry shelf; then she came 
back and stood before her husband, gentle deprecation in 
her soft old face and in the whole poise of her little slender 
body. 

“What will you hev fur breakfast, Alferd?” 

“I don’ know. Well, you might as well fry a little slice 
of bacon, an’ git a cup of tea.” 

“Ain’t you’ most afeard of—bacon, Alferd?” 

“No, I ain’t. Ef anybody’s sick, they kin tell what they 
want themselves ’bout as well’s anybody kin tell °em. They 
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don’t hev any hankerin’ arter anythin’ unless it’s good 
for ’em. When they need anythin’, natur gives ’em a longin’ 
arter it. I wish you’d hurry up an’ cook that bacon, Lucy. 
I’m awful faint at my stomach.” 

She cooked the bacon and made the tea with no more 
words. Indeed, it was seldom that she used as many as 
she had now. Alfred Tollet, ever since she had married 
him, had been the sole autocrat of all her little Russias; 
her very thoughts had followed after him, like sheep. 

After breakfast she went about putting her house in order 
for the day. When that was done and she was ready to 
sit down with her sewing, she found that her husband had 
fallen asleep in his chair. She stood over him a minute, 
looking at his pale old face with the sincerest love and rev- 
erence. Then she sat down by the window and sewed, but 
not long. She got her bonnet and shawl stealthily and 
stole out of the house. She sped quickly down the village 
street. She was light-footed for an old woman, She slack- 
ened her pace when she reached the village store, and 
crept hesitatingly into the great lumbering, rank-smelling 
room, with its dark, newly-sprinkled floor. She bought a 
bar of soap; then she stood irresolute. 

“Anything else this mornin’, Mis’ Tollet?” The proprie- 
tor himself, a narrow-shouldered, irritable man, was waiting 
on her. His tone was impatient. Mrs. Tollet was too 
absorbed to notice it. She stood hesitating. 

“Ts there anything else you want?” 

“Well—I don’ know; but—p’rhaps I’d_ better—hev— 
ten cents’ wuth of gentian.” Her very lips were white; she 
had an expression of frightened, guilty resolution. If she 
had asked for strychnine, with a view to her own bodily de- 
struction, she would not have had a different look. 

The man mistook it, and his conscience smote him. He 


thought his manner had frightened her, but she had never 
noticed it. 
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“Goin’ to give your husband some bitters?” he asked, 
affably, as he handed her the package. 

She started and blushed. “No—I— thought some would 
be good fur—me.” 

“Well, gentian is a first-rate bitter. Good morning, Mis’ 
Tollet.” . 

“Good morning, Mr. Gill.” 

She was trembling all over when she reached her house 
door. There is a subtle, easily raised wind which blows 
spirits about like leaves, and she had come into it with her 
little paper of gentian. She had hidden the parcel in her 
pocket before she entered the kitchen. Her husband was 
awake, He turned his wondering, half-resentful eyes to- 
ward her without moving his head. 

“Where hev you been, Lucy?” 

“T—jest went down to the store a minit, Alferd, while 
you was asleep.” 

“What fur?” 

“A bar of soap.” 

Alfred Tollet had always been a very healthy man un- 
til this spring. Some people thought that his illness was 
alarming now, more from its unwontedness and consequent 
effect on his mind, than from anything serious in its nature. 
However that may have been, he had complained of great 
depression and languor all the spring, and had not at- 
tempted to do any work. 

It was the beginning of May now. 

“Ff Alferd kin only git up May hill,” Mrs. Tollet’s sister 
had said to her, “he'll git along all right through the sum- 
mer. It’s a dretful tryin’ time.” 

So up May hill, under the white apple and plum boughs, 
over the dandelions and the young grass, Alfred Tollet 
climbed, pushed and led faithfully by his loving old wife. 
At last he stood triumphantly on the summit of that fair 
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hill, with its sweet, wearisome ascent. When the first of 
June came, people said, “Alfred Tollet’s a good deal better.” 

He began to plant a little and bestir himself. 

“Alferd’s out workin’ in the garden,” Mrs. Tollet told 
her sister one afternoon. She had strolled over to her 
house with her knitting after dinner. 

“You don’t say so! Well, I thought when I see him 
Sunday that he was lookin’ better. He’s got through May, 
an’ I guess he’ll pull through. I did feel kinder worried 
*bout him one spell— Why, Lucy, what’s the matter?” 

“Nothin’. Why?” 

“You looked at me dretful kind of queer an’ distressed, 
I thought.” 

“I guess you must hev imagined it, Hannah. Thar ain’t 
nothin’ the matter.” She tried to look unconcernedly at 
her sister, but her lips were trembling. 

“Well, I don’t know ’bout it. You look kinder queer 
now. I guess you walked too fast comin’ over here. You 
allers did race.” 

“Mebbe I did.” 

“For the land’s sake, jest see that dust you tracked in! 
I’ve got to git the dustpan an’ brush now, an’ sweep it up.” 

EUilidonie.s 

“No; set still, I’d rather see to it myself.” 

As the summer went on Alfred Tollet continued to im- 
prove. He was as hearty as ever by September. But his 
wife seemed to lose as he gained. She grew thin, and her 
small face had a solemn, anxious look. She went out very 
little. She did not go to church at all, and she had been a 
devout churchgoer. Occasionally she went over to her 
sister’s, that was all. Hannah watched her shrewdly. She 
was a woman who arrived at conclusions slowly; but she 
never turned aside from the road to them. 

“Look-a here, Lucy,” she said one day, “I know what’s 
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the matter with you; thar’s somethin’ on your mind; an’ I 
think you’d better out with it.” 

The words seemed propelled like bullets by her vehe- 
mence. Lucy shrank down and away from them, her piti- 
ful eyes turned up toward her sister. 

“Oh, Hannah, you scare me! I don’t know what you 
mean.” 

“Yes, you do. Do you s’pose I’m blind? You're wor- 
rying yourself to death, an’ I want to know the reason why. 
Is it anything ’bout Alferd?” 

Yes: * Don’t, Hannah.” 

“Well, Ill go over an’ give him a piece of my mind! 
I'll see—” 

“Oh, Hannah, don’t! It ain’t him. It’s me—it’s me.” 

“What on airth hev you done?” 

Mrs. Tollet began to sob. 

“For the land sake, stop cryin’ an’ tell me.” 

“Oh, I—give him—gentian.” 

“Lucy Ann Tollet, air you crazy? What ef you did give 
him gentian? I don’t see nothin’ to take on so about.” 

“T—<deceived him, an’ it’s been ’most killin’ me to think 
on’t ever since.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“T put it in his tea, the way you said.” 

“An’ he never knew it?” 

“He kinder complained ’bout its tastin’ bitter, an’ I told 
him ’twas his mouth. He asked me ef it didn’t taste bitter 
to me, an’ I said, ‘No.’ I don’ know nothin’ what’s goin’ to 
become of me. Then I had to be so keerful ’bout putting 
too much on’t in his tea, that I was afraid he wouldn’t get 
enough. So I put little sprinklin’s on’t in the bread an’ 
pies an’ everythin’ I cooked. An’ when he’d say nothin’ 
tasted right nowadays, an’ somehow everything was kinder 
bitterish, I’d tell him it must be his mouth.” 
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“Look here, Lucy, you didn’t eat everythin’ with gentian 
in it yourself?” 

“Course I did.” 

“Fur the land sake!” 

“I s’pose the stuff must hev done him good; he’s picked 
right up ever since he begun takin’ it. But I can’t git over 
my deceivin’ of him so. [T’ve *bout made up my mind to 
tell him.” 

“Well, all I’ve got to say is you’re a big fool if you do. 
I declare, Lucy Ann Tollet, I never saw sech a woman! 
The idee of your worryin’ over such a thing as that, when it’s 
done Alferd good, too! P’rhaps you’d ruther he’d died?” 

“Sometimes I think I hed ’most ruther.” 

“Well!” 

In the course of a few days Mrs. Tollet did tell her hus- 
band. He received her disclosure in precisely the way she 
had known that he would. Her nerves received just the 
shock which they were braced to meet. 

They had come home from meeting on a Sunday night. 
Mrs. Tollet stood before him; she had not even taken off 
her shawl and little black bonnet. 

“Alferd,” said she, “I’ve got somethin’ to tell you; it’s 
been on my mind a long time. I meant it all fur the best; 
but I’ve been doin’ somethin’ wrong. I’ve been deceivin’ 
of you. I give you gentian last spring when you was so 
poorly. I put little sprinklin’s on’t into everything you ate. 
An’ I didn’t tell the truth when I said ’twas your mouth, 
an’ it didn’t taste bitter to me.” 

The old man half closed his eyes, and looked at her in- 
tently; his mouth widened out rigidly. “You put a little 
gentian into everything I ate unbeknownst to me, did you?” 
said he. “H’m!” 

“Oh, Alferd, don’t look at me so! I meant it all fur the 
best. I was afeard you wouldn’t git well without you hed 
it, Alferd. I was dretful worried about you; you didn’t 
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know nothin’ about it, but I was. I laid awake nights 
a-worryin’ an’ prayin’. I know I did wrong; it wa’n’t right 
to deceive you, but it was all along of my worryin’ an’ my 
thinkin’ so much of you, Alferd. I was afeard you’d die 
‘an’ leave me all alone; an’—it ’most killed me to think 
on’t.” 

Mr. Tollet pulled off his boots, then pattered heavily 

about the house, locking the doors and making preparations 
for retiring. He would not speak another word to his wife 
about the matter, though she kept on with her piteous little 
protestations. 
_ Next morning, while she was getting breakfast, he went 
down to the store. The meal, a nice one—she had taken 
unusual pains with it—was on the table when he returned; 
but he never glanced at it. His hands were full of bundles, 
which he opened with painstaking deliberation. His wife 
watched apprehensively. There was a new teapot, a pound 
of tea, and some bread and cheese, also a salt mackerel. 

Mrs. Tollet’s eyes shone round and big; her lips were 
white. Her husband put a pinch of tea in the new teapot, 
and filled it with boiling water from the kettle. 

“What air you a-doin’ on, Alferd?” she asked, feebly. 

“I’m jest a-goin’ to make sure I hev some tea, an’ some- 
thin’ to eat without any gentian in it.” 

“Oh, Alferd, I made these corn cakes on purpose, an’ they 
air real light. They ain’t got no gentian on ’em, Alferd.” 

He sliced his bread and cheese clumsily, and sat down 
to eat them in stubborn silence. 

Mrs. Tollet, motionless at her end of the table, stared at 
him with an appalled look. She never thought of eating 
anything herself. 

After breakfast, when her husband started out to work, 
he pointed at the mackerel. “Don’t you tech that,” said he. 

“But, Alferd—” 

“T ain’t got nothin’ more to say. Don’t you tech it.” 
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Never a morning had passed before but Lucy Tollet had 
set her house in order; today she remained there at the 
kitchen table till noon, and did not put away the breakfast 
dishes. 

Alfred came home, kindled up the fire, cooked and ate 
his salt mackerel imperturbably; and she did not move or 
speak till he was about to go away again. Then she said, 
in a voice which seemed to shrink of itself, “Alferd!” 

He did not turn his head. 

“Alferd, you must answer me; I’m in airnest. Don’t 
you want me to do nothin’ fur you any more? Don’t you 
never want me to cook anything fur you ag’in?” 

“No; I’m afeard of gittin’ things that’s bitter.” 

“I won’t never put any gentian in anything ag’in, Alferd. 
Won’t you let me git supper?” 

“No, I won’t. I don’t want to talk no more about it. 
In futur I’m a-goin’ to cook my vittles myself, an’ that’s all 
thar is about it.” 

“Alfred, if you don’t want me to do nothin’ fur you, mebbe 
—you'll think I ain’t airnin’ my own vittles; mebbe—you’d 
rather I go over to Hannah’s—” 

She sobbed aloud when she said that. He looked startled, 
and eyed her sharply for a minute. The other performer in 
the little melodrama which this thwarted, arbitrary old man 
had arranged was adopting a role that he had not antici- 
pated, but he was still going to abide by his own. 

“Mebbe *twould be jest as well,” said he. Then he went 
out of the door. 

Hannah Orton was in her kitchen sewing when her sister 
entered. 

“Fur the land sake, Lucy, what is the matter?” 

“T’ve left him—T’ve left Alferd! Oh! oh!” 

Lucy Tollet gasped for breath; she sank into a chair and 
leaned her head against the wall. Hannah got some water. 

“Don’t, Lucy. There, there! Drink this, poor lamb!” 
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She did not quite faint. She could speak in a few min- 
utes. “He bought him a new teapot this mornin’, Han- 
nah, an’ some bread an’ cheese and salt mackerel. He’s 
goin’ to do his own cookin’; he don’t want me to do nothin’ 
more fur him; he’s afeard I'll put gentian in it. I’ve left 
him! I’ve come to stay with you!” 

“You told him, then?” 

“I hed to; I couldn’t go on so no longer. He wouldn’t 
let me tech that mackerel, an’ it orter hev been soaked. It 
was salt enough to kill him.” 

“Serve him right ef it did.” 

“Hannah Orton, I ain’t a-goin’ to hev a thing said ag’in 
Alferd.” 

“Well, ef you want to stan’ up fur Alferd Tollet, you kin. 
You allers would stan’ up fur him ag’in your own folks. Ef 
you want to keep on carin’ fur sech a miserable, set, un- 
feelin’-—” 

“Don’t you say another word, Hannah—not another one; 
I won’t hear it.” 

“T ain’t a-goin’ to say nothin’; thar ain’t any need of 
your bein’ so fierce. Now don’t cry so, Lucy. We shell git 
along real nice here together. You'll get used to it arter a 
little while, an’ you'll see you air a good deal better off 
without him; you’ve been nothin’ but jest a slave ever since 
you was married. Don’t you s’pose I’ve seen it? I’ve pitied 
you so, I didn’t know what to do. I’ve seen the time when 
I'd like to ha’ shook Alferd.” 

“Don’t, Hannah.” 

“T ain’t a-goin’ to say nothin’ more. You jest stop cryin’ 
an’ try an’ be calm, or you'll be sick. Hev you hed any 
dinner?” 

“I don’t want none.” 

“You’ve got to eat somethin’, Lucy Ann Tollet. Thar 
ain’t no sense in your givin’ up so. I’ve got a nice little 
piece of lamb, an’ some peas an’ string beans left over, an’ 
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I’m a-goin’ to get ’em. You've got to eat ’em, an’ then 
you'll feel better. Look-a here, I want to know ef Alferd 
drove you out of the house ’cause you give him gentian? I 
aint’ got it through my head yet.” 

“I asked him ef he’d ruther hev me go, an’ he said 
mebbe ’twould be jest as well. I thought I shouldn’t hev 
no right to stay ef I couldn’t git his meals for him.” 

“Right to stay! Lucy Ann Tollet, ef it wa’n’t fur the 
grace of the Lord, I believe you'd be a simpleton. I don’t 
understand no sech goodness; I allers thought it would 
run into foolishness sometime, an’ I believe it has with 
you. Well, don’t worry no more about it; set up an’ eat 
your dinner. Jest smooth out that mat under your feet a 
little; you’ve got it all scrolled up.” 

No bitter herb could have added anything to the bitter- 
ness of that first dinner which poor Lucy Tollet ate after 
she had left her own home. Time and custom lessened, 
but not much, the bitterness of the subsequent ones. Han- 
nah had sewed for her living all her narrow, single life; 
Lucy shared her work now. They had to live frugally; 
still they had enough. Hannah owned the little house in 
which she lived. 

Lucy Tollet lived with her through the fall and winter. 
Her leaving her husband started a great whirlpool of ex- 
citement in this little village. Hannah’s custom doubled: 
people came ostensibly for work, but really for information. 
They quizzed her about her sister, but Hannah could be 
taciturn. She did their work and divulged nothing, except 
occasionally when she was surprised. Then she would let 
fall a few little hints, which were not at Lucy’s expense. 

They never saw Mrs. Tollet; she always ran when she 
heard anyone coming. She never went out to church nor 
on the street. She grew to have a morbid dread of meeting 
her husband or seeing him. She would never sit at the 
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window, lest he might go past. Hannah could not under- 
stand this; neither could Lucy herself. 

Hannah thought she was suffering less, and was becom- 
ing weaned from her affection, because she did so. But in 
reality she was suffering more, and her faithful love for her 
imperious old husband was strengthening. 


All the autumn and winter she stayed and worked quietly; 

in the spring she grew restless, though not perceptibly. 
She had never bewailed herself much after the first; she 
dreaded her sister’s attacks on Alfred. Silence as to her 
own grief was her best way of defending him. 
_ Toward spring she often let her work fall in her lap, and 
thought. Then she would glance timidly at Hannah, as if 
she could know what her thoughts were; but Hannah was 
no mind reader. Hannah, when she set out for meeting 
one evening in May, had no conception whatever of the 
plan which was all matured in her sister’s mind. 

Lucy watched her out of sight; then she got herself ready 
quickly. She smoothed her hair, put on her bonnet and 
shawl, and started up the road toward her old home. 

There was no moon, but it was clear and starry. The 
blooming trees stood beside the road like sweet, white, 
spring angels; there was a whippoorwill calling somewhere 
over across the fields. Lucy Tollet saw neither stars nor 
blooming trees; she did not hear the whippoorwill. That 
hard, whimsical old man in the little weather-beaten house 
ahead towered up like a grand giant between the white 
trees and this one living old woman; his voice in her ears 
drowned out all the sweet notes of the spring birds. 

When she came in sight of the house there was a light in 
the kitchen window. She crept up to it softly and looked 
in. Alfred was standing there with his hat on. He was 
looking straight at the window, and he saw her the minute 
her little pale face came up above the sill. 
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He opened the door quickly and came out. “Lucy, is 
that you!” 

“Oh, Alferd, let me come home! I'll never deceive you 
ag’in 1? 

“You jest go straight back to Hannah’s this minute.” 

She caught hold of his coat. “Oh, Alferd, don’t—don’t 
drive me away ag’in! Ivll kill me this time; it will! it 
will!” 

“You go right back.” 

She sank right down at his feet then, and clung to them. 
“Alferd, I won’t go; I won’t! I won’t! You sha’n’t drive 
me away ag’in. Oh, Alferd, don’t drive me away from 
home! I’ve lived here with you for fifty year a’most. Let 
me come home an’ cook fur you, an’ do fur you ag’in. Oh, 
Alferd, Alferd!” 

“See here, Lucy—git up; stop takin’ on so. I want to 
tell you somethin’. You jest go right back to Hannah’s, an’ 
don’t you worry. You set down an’ wait a minute. Thar!” 

Lucy looked at him. “What do you mean, Alferd?” 

“Never you mind; you jist go right along.” 

Lucy Tollet sped back along the road to Hannah’s, hardly 
knowing what she was about. It is doubtful if she realized 
anything but a blind obedience to her husband’s will, and 
a hope of something roused by a new tone in his voice. She 
sat down on the doorstep and waited, she did not know for 
what. In a few minutes she heard the creak of heavy boots, 
and her husband came in sight. He walked straight up 
to her. ; 

“I’ve come to ask you to come home, Lucy. I’m a-feelin’ 
kinder poorly this spring, an-—I want you ter stew me up 


a little gentian. That you give me afore did me a sight of 
good.” 


“Oh, Alferd!” 


“That’s what I’d got laid out to do when I see you at 
the winder, Lucy, an’ I was agoin’ to do it.” 


See eee ey 
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Forp vitiace has no railroad station, being on the other 
side of the river from Porter’s Falls, and accessible only by 
the ford which gives it its name, and a ferry line. 

The ferry-boat was waiting when Rebecca Flint got off 
the train with her bag and lunch basket. When she and her 
small trunk were safely embarked she sat stiff and straight 
and calm in the ferry-boat as it shot swiftly and smoothly 
across stream. ‘There was a horse attached to a light 
country wagon on board, and he pawed the deck uneasily. 
His owner stood near, with a wary eye upon him, although 
he was chewing, with as dully reflective an expression as a 
cow. Beside Rebecca sat a woman of about her own age, 
who kept looking at her with furtive curiosity; her husband, 
short and stout and saturnine, stood near her. Rebecca 
paid no attention to either of them. She was tall and spare 
and pale, the type of a spinster, yet with rudimentary lines 
and expressions of matronhood. She all unconsciously held 
her shawl, rolled up in a canvas bag, on her left hip, as if it 
had been a child. She wore a settled frown of dissent at 
life, but it was the frown of a mother who regarded life as a 
froward child, rather than as an overwhelming fate. 

The other woman continued staring at her; she was mildly 
stupid, except for an overdeveloped curiosity which made 
her at times sharp beyond belief. Her eyes glittered, red 
spots came on her flaccid cheeks; she kept opening her 
mouth to speak, making little abortive motions. Finally she 
could endure it no longer; she nudged Rebecca boldly. 


1 Copyright, 1902, 1903, by John Wanamaker. 
Cepoke. 1903, by Harper & Brothers. 
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“A pleasant day,” said she. 

Rebecca looked at her and nodded coldly. 

“Yes, very,” she assented. 

“Flave you come far?” 

“TI have come from Michigan.” 

“Oh!” said the woman, with awe. “It’s a long way,” she 
remarked, presently. 

“Yes, it is,” replied Rebecca, conclusively. 

Still the other woman was not daunted; there was some- 
thing which she determined to know, possibly roused thereto 
by a vague sense of incongruity in the other’s appearance. 
“It’s a long ways to come and leave a family,” she remarked 
with painful slyness. 

“I ain’t got any family to leave,’ returned Rebecca, 
shortly. 

“Then you ain’t ——” 

“No, I ain’t.” 

“Oh!” said the woman. 

Rebecca looked straight ahead at the race of the river. 

It was a long ferry. Finally Rebecca herself waxed un- 
expectedly loquacious. She turned to the older woman and 
inquired if she knew John Dent’s widow who lived S Ford 
Village. “Her husband died about three years ago,” said 
she, by way of detail. 

The woman started violently. She turned pale, then she 
flushed; she cast a strange glance at her husband, who was 
regarding both women with a sort of stolid keenness. 

“Yes, I guess I do,” faltered the woman, finally. 

“Well, his first wife was my sister,” said Rebecca with the 
air of one imparting important intelligence. 

“Was she?” responded the other woman, feebly. She 
glanced at her husband with an expression of doubt and 
terror, and he shook his head forbiddingly. 

“Pm going to see her and take my niece Agnes home with 
me,” said Rebecca. 
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Then the woman gave such a violent start that she no- 
ticed it. 

“What is the matter?” she asked. 

“Nothin’, I guess,” replied the woman, with eyes on her 
husband, who was slowly shaking his head, like a Chinese 
toy. 

“Is my niece sick?” asked Rebecca with quick suspicion. 

“No, she ain’t sick,” replied the woman with alacrity, then 
she caught her breath with a gasp. 

“When did you see her?” 

“Let me see; I ain’t seen her for some little time,” replied 
_ the woman. Then she caught her breath again. 

“She ought to have grown up real pretty, if she takes 
after my sister. She was a real pretty woman,” Rebecca 
said, wistfully. 

“Yes, I guess she did grow up pretty,” replied the woman 
in a trembling voice. 

“What kind of a woman is the second wife?” 

The woman glanced at her husband’s warning face. She 
continued to gaze at him while she replied in a choking voice 
to Rebecca: 

“I—guess she’s a nice woman,” she replied. “I—don’t 
know, I—guess so. I—don’t see much of her.” 

“I felt kind of hurt that John married again so quick,” 
said Rebecca; “but I suppose he wanted his house kept, 
and Agnes wanted care. I wasn’t so situated that I could 
take her when her mother died. I had my own mother to 
care for, and I was school-teaching. Now mother has gone, 
and my uncle died six months ago and left me quite a little 
property, and I’ve given up my school and I’ve come for 
Agnes. I guess she'll be glad to go with me, though I 
suppose her stepmother is a good woman and has always 
done for her.” 

The man’s warning shake at his wife was fairly por- 


tentous. 
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“I guess so,” said she. 

“John always wrote that she was a beautiful woman,” 
said Rebecca. 

Then the ferry-boat grated on the shore. 

John Dent’s widow had sent a horse and wagon to meet 
her sister-in-law. When the woman and her husband went 
down the road, on which Rebecca in the wagon with her 
trunk soon passed them, she said, reproachfully: 

“Seems as if I’d ought to have told her, Thomas.” 

“Let her find it out herself,” replied the man. “Don’t you 
go to burnin’ your fingers in other folks’ puddin’, Maria.” 

“Do you s’pose she'll see anything?” asked the woman 
with a spasmodic shudder and a terrified roll of her eyes. 

“See!” returned her husband with stolid scorn. “Better 
be sure there’s anything to see.” 

“Oh, Thomas, they say x 

“Lord, ain’t you found out that what they say is mostly 
lies?” 

“But if it should be true, and she’s a nervous woman, she 
might be scared enough to lose her wits,” said his wife, 
staring uneasily after Rebecca’s erect figure in the wagon 
disappearing over the crest of the hilly road. 

“Wits that’s so easy upset ain’t worth much,” declared the 
man. “You keep out of it, Maria.” 

Rebecca in the meantime rode on in the wagon, beside a 
flaxen-headed boy, who looked, to her understanding, not 
very bright. She asked him a question, and he paid no 
attention. She repeated it, and he responded with a bewil- 
dered and incoherent grunt. Then she let him alone, after 
making sure that he knew how to drive straight. 

They had traveled about half a mile, passed the village 
Square, and gone a short distance beyond, when the boy 
drew up with a sudden Whoa! before a very prosperous- 
looking house. It had been one of the aboriginal cottages 
of the vicinity, small and white, with a roof extending on 
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one side over a piazza, and a tiny “L” jutting out in the rear, 
on the right hand. Now the cottage was transformed by 
dormer windows, a bay window on the piazzaless side, a 
carved railing down the front steps, and a modern hardwood 
- door. 

“Is this John Dent’s house?” asked Rebecca. 

The boy was as sparing of speech as a philosopher. His 
only response was in flinging the reins over the horse’s back, 
stretching out one foot to the shaft, and leaping out of the 
wagon, then going around to the rear for the trunk. Rebecca 
got out and went toward the house. Its white paint had a 
new gloss; its blinds were an immaculate apple green; the 
lawn was trimmed as smooth as velvet, and it was dotted 
with scrupulous groups of hydrangeas and cannas. 

“I always understood that John Dent was well-to-do,” 
Rebecca reflected, comfortably. “I guess Agnes will have 
considerable. I’ve got enough, but it will come in handy 
for her schooling. She can have advantages.” 

The boy dragged the trunk up the fine gravel walk, but 
before he reached the steps leading up to the piazza, for 
the house stood on a terrace, the front door opened and a 
fair, frizzled head of a very large and handsome woman ap- 
peared. She held up her black silk skirt, disclosing volumi- 
nous ruffles of starched embroidery, and waited for Rebecca. 
She smiled placidly, her pink, double-chinned face widened 
and dimpled, but her blue eyes were wary and calculating. 
She extended her hand as Rebecca climbed the steps. 

“This is Miss Flint, I suppose,” said she. 

“Yes, ma’am,” replied Rebecca, noticing with bewilder- 
ment a curious expression compounded of fear and defiance 
on the other’s face. 

“Your letter only arrived this morning,” said Mrs. Dent, 
in a steady voice. Her great face was a uniform pink, and 
her china-blue eyes were at once aggressive and veiled with 
secrecy. 
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“Yes, I hardly thought you’d get my letter,” replied 
Rebecca. “I felt as if I could not wait to hear from you 
before I came. I supposed you would be so situated that 
you could have me a little while without putting you out too 
much, from what John used to write me about his circum- 
stances, and when I had that money so unexpected I felt 
as if I must come for Agnes. I suppose you will be willing 
to give her up. You know she’s my own blood, and of 
course she’s no relation to you, though you must have got 
attached to her. I know from her picture what a sweet girl 
she must be, and John always said she looked like her own 
mother, and Grace was a beautiful woman, if she was my 
sister.” 

Rebecca stopped and stared at the other woman in amaze- 
ment and alarm. The great handsome blonde creature stood 
speechless, livid, gasping, with her hand to her heart, her 
lips parted in a horrible caricature of a smile. 

“Are you sick!” cried Rebecca, drawing near. “Don’t 
you want me to get you some water!” 

Then Mrs. Dent recovered herself with a great effort. “It 
is nothing,” she said. “I am subject to—spells. I am over 
it now. Won’t you come in, Miss Flint?” 

As she spoke, the beautiful deep-rose color suffused her 
face, her blue eyes met her visitor’s with the opaqueness of 
turquoise—with a revelation of blue, but a concealment of 
all behind. 

Rebecca followed her hostess in, and the boy, who had 
waited quiescently, climbed the steps with the trunk. But 
before they entered the door a strange thing happened. On 
the upper terrace, close to the piazza post, grew a great 
rose-bush, and on it, late in the season though it was, one 
small red, perfect rose. 

Rebecca looked at it, and the other woman extended her 
hand with a quick gesture. “Don’t you pick that rose!” 
she brusquely cried. 
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Rebecca drew herself up with stiff dignity. 

“T ain’t in the habit of picking other folks’ roses without 
leave,” said she. 

As Rebecca spoke she started violently and lost sight of 
- her resentment, for something singular happened. Suddenly 
the rosebush was agitated violently as if by a gust of wind, 
yet it was a remarkably still day. Not a leaf of the hy- 
drangea standing on the terrace close to the rose trembled. 

“What on earth ” began Rebecca; then she stopped 
with a gasp at the sight of the other woman’s face. Although 
a face, it gave somehow the impression of a desperately 
clutched hand of secrecy. 

“Come in!” said she in a harsh voice, which seemed’ to 
come forth from her chest with no intervention of the organs 
of speech. “Come into the house. I’m getting cold out 
here.” 

“What makes that rose-bush blow so when there isn’t any 
wind?” asked Rebecca, trembling with vague horror, yet 
resolute. 

“T don’t see as it is blowing,” returned the woman, calmly. 
And as she spoke, indeed, the bush was quiet. 

“It was blowing,” declared Rebecca. 

“Tt isn’t now,” said Mrs. Dent. “I can’t try to account 
for everything that blows out-of-doors. I have too much 
to do.” 

She spoke scornfully and confidently, with defiant, un- 
flinching eyes, first on the bush, then on Rebecca, and led 
the way into the house. 

“It looked queer,” persisted Rebecca, but she followed, 
and also the boy with the trunk. 

Rebecca entered an interior, prosperous, even elegant, ac- 
cording to her simple ideas. There were Brussels carpets, 
lace curtains, and plenty of brilliant upholstery and polished 
wood, 


“You're real nicely situated,” remarked Rebecca after she 
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had become a little accustomed to her new surroundings 
and the two women were seated at the tea-table. 

Mrs. Dent stared with a hard complacency from behind 
her silver-plated service. “Yes, I be,” said she. 

“You got all the things new?” said Rebecca, hesitatingly, 
with a jealous memory of her dead sister’s bridal furnishings. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Dent. “I was never one to want dead 
folks’ things, and I had money enough of my own, so I 
wasn’t beholden to John. I had the old duds put up at auc- 
tion. They didn’t bring much.” 

- “I suppose you saved some for Agnes. She’ll want some 
of her poor mother’s things when she is grown up,” said Re- 
becca with some indignation. 

The defiant stare of Mrs. Dent’s blue eyes waxed more 
intense. “There’s a few things up garret,” said she. 

“She'll be likely to value them,” remarked Rebecca. As 
she spoke she glanced at the window. “Isn’t it ’most time 
for her to be coming home?” she asked. 

“*Most time,” answered Mrs. Dent, carelessly; “but when 
she gets over to Addie Slocum’s she never knows when to 
come home.” 

“Is Addie Slocum her intimate friend?” 

“Intimate as any.” 

“Maybe we can have her come out to see Agnes when 
she’s living with me,” said Rebecca, wistfully. “I suppose 
she’ll be likely to be homesick at first.” 

“Most likely,” answered Mrs. Dent. 

“Does she call you mother?” Rebecca asked. 

“No, she calls me Aunt Emeline,” replied the other 
woman, shortly. “When did you say you were going home?” 

“In about a week, I thought, if she can be ready to go so 
soon,” answered Rebecca with a surprised look. 

She reflected that she would not remain a day longer 
than she could help after such an inhospitable look and 
question. 
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“Oh, as far as that goes,” said Mrs. Dent, “it wouldn’t 
make any difference about her being ready. You could go 
home whenever you felt that you must, and she could 
come afterward.” 

“Alone?” 

“Why not? She’s a big girl now, and you don’t have 
to change cars.” 

“My niece will go home when I do, and not travel alone; 
and if I can’t wait here for her, in the house that used to be 
her mother’s and my sister’s home, I’ll go and board some- 
where,” returned Rebecca with warmth. 

“Oh, you can stay here as long as you want to. You're 
welcome,” said Mrs. Dent. 

Then Rebecca started. “There she is!” she declared in a 
trembling, exultant voice. Nobody knew how she longed 
to see the girl. 

“She isn’t as late as I thought she’d be,” said Mrs. Dent, 
and again that curious, subtle change passed over her face, 
and again it settled into that stony impassiveness. 

Rebecca stared at the door, waiting for ittoopen. “Where 
is she?” she asked, presently. 

“I guess she’s stopped to take off her hat in the entry,” 
suggested Mrs. Dent. 

Rebecca waited. “Why don’t she come? It can’t take 
her all this time to take off her hat.” 

For answer Mrs. Dent rose with a stiff jerk and threw 
open the door. 

“Agnes!” she called. “Agnes!” Then she turned and 
eyed Rebecca. “She ain’t there.” 

“I saw her pass the window,” said Rebecca in bewilder. 
ment. 

“You must have been mistaken.” 

“I know I did,” persisted Rebecca. 

“You couldn’t have.” 

“I did. I saw first a shadow go over the ceiling, then I 
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saw her in the glass there’—she pointed to a mirror over 
the sideboard opposite—“and then the shadow passed the 
window.” 

“How did she look in the glass?” 

“Little and light-haired, with the light hair kind of tossing 
over her forehead.” 

“You couldn’t have seen her.” 

“Was that like Agnes?” 

“Like enough; but of course you didn’t see her. You've 
been thinking so much about her that you thought you did.” 

“You thought you did.” 

“I thought I saw a shadow pass the window, but I must 
have been mistaken. She didn’t come in, or we would have 
seen her before now. I knew it was too early for her to get 
home from Addie Slocum’s, anyhow.” 

When Rebecca went to bed Agnes had not returned. 
Rebecca had resolved that she would not retire until the girl 
came, but she was very tired, and she reasoned with herself 
that she was foolish. Besides, Mrs. Dent suggested that 
Agnes might go to the church social with Addie Slocum. 
When Rebecca suggested that she be sent for and told that 
her aunt had come, Mrs. Dent laughed meaningly. 

“I guess you'll find out that a young girl ain’t so ready to 
leave a sociable, where there’s boys, to see her aunt,” said 
she. 

“She’s too young,” said Rebecca, incredulously and in- 
dignantly. 

“She’s sixteen,” replied Mrs. Dent; “and she’s always been 
great for the boys.” 

“She’s going to school four years after I get her before she 
thinks of boys,” declared Rebecca. 

“We'll see,” laughed the other woman. 

After Rebecca went to bed, she lay awake a long time 
listening for the sound of girlish laughter and a boy’s voice 
under her window; then she fell asleep. 


THE WIND IN THE ROSE-BUSH _ 399 


The next morning she was down early. Mrs. Dent, who 
kept no servants, was busily preparing breakfast. 

“Don’t Agnes help you about breakfast?” asked Rebecca. 

“No, I let her lay,” replied Mrs. Dent, shortly. 

“What time did she get home last night?” 

“She didn’t get home.” 

“What?” 

“She didn’t get home. She stayed with Addie. She often 
does.” 

“Without sending you word?” 

“Oh, she knew I wouldn’t worry.” 

“When will she be home?” 

“Oh, I guess she’ll be along pretty soon.” 

Rebecca was uneasy, but she tried to conceal it, for she 
knew of no good reason for uneasiness. What was there to 
occasion alarm in the fact of one young girl staying over- 
night with another? She could not eat much breakfast. 
Afterward she went out on the little piazza, although her 
hostess strove furtively to stop her. 

“Why don’t you go out back of the house? It’s real 
pretty—a view over the river,” she said. 

“I guess I’ll go out here,” replied Rebecca. She had a 
purpose—to watch for the absent girl. 

Presently Rebecca came hustling into the house through 
the sitting room, into the kitchen where Mrs. Dent was cook- 
ing. 
“That rose-bush!” she gasped. 

Mrs. Dent turned and faced her. 

“What of it?” 

“Tt’s a-blowing.” 

“What of it?” 

“There isn’t a mite of wind this morning.” 

Mrs. Dent turned with an inimitable toss of her fair 
head. “If you think I can spend my time puzzling over 
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such nonsense. as ” she began, but Rebecca interrupted 
her with a cry and a rush to the door. 

“There she is now!” she cried. 

She flung the door wide open, and curiously enough a 
breeze came in and her own gray hair tossed, and a paper 
blew off the table to the floor with a loud rustle, but there 
was nobody in sight. 

“There’s nobody here,” Rebecca said. 

She looked blankly at the other woman, who brought her 
rolling-pin down on a slab of pie crust with a thud. 

“I didn’t hear anybody,” she said, calmly. 

“I saw somebody pass that window!” 

“You were mistaken again.” 

“I know I. saw somebody.” 

“You couldn’t have. Please shut that door.” 

Rebecca shut the door. She sat down beside the window 
and looked out on the autumnal yard, with its little curve 
of footpath to the kitchen door. 

“What smells so strong of roses in this room?” she said, 
presently. She sniffed hard. 

“I don’t smell anything but these nutmegs.” 

“It is not nutmeg.” 

“I don’t smell anything else.” 

“Where do you suppose Agnes is?” 

“Oh, perhaps she has gone over the ferry to Porter’s 
Falls with Addie. She often does. Addie’s got an aunt over 
there, and Addie’s got a cousin, a real pretty boy.” 

“You suppose she’s gone over there?” 

“Mebbe. I shouldn’t wonder.” 

“When should she be home?” 

“Oh, not before afternoon.” 

Rebecca waited with all the patience she could muster. 
She kept reassuring herself, telling herself that it was all 
natural, that the other woman could not help it, but she 
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made up her mind that if Agnes did not return that after- 
noon she should be sent for. 

When it was four o’clock she started up with resolution. 
She had been furtively watching the onyx clock on the sit- 
- ting-room mantel; she had timed herself. She had said 
that if Agnes was not home by that time she should demand 
that she be sent for. She rose and stood before Mrs. Dent, 
who looked up coolly from her embroidery. 

_ “Pye waited just as long as I’m going to,” she said. “I’ve 
come ’way from Michigan to see my own sister’s daughter 
and take her home with me. I’ve been here ever since 
yesterday—twenty-four hours—and I haven’t seen her. Now 
_ Tm going to. I want her sent for.” 

Mrs. Dent folded her embroidery and rose. 

“Well, I don’t blame you,” she said. “It is high time she 
came home. I'll go right over and get her myself.” 

Rebecca heaved a sigh of relief. She hardly knew what 
she had suspected or feared, but she knew that her position 
had been one of antagonism if not accusation, and she was 
sensible of relief. 

“I wish you would,” she said, gratefully, and went back 
to her chair, while Mrs. Dent got her shawl and her little 
white head-tie. “I wouldn’t trouble you, but I do feel as if 
I couldn’t wait any longer to see her,” she remarked, apolo- 
getically. 

“Oh, it ain’t any trouble at all,” said Mrs. Dent as she 
went out. “I don’t blame you; you have waited long 
enough.” 

Rebecca sat at the window watching breathlessly until 
Mrs. Dent came stepping through the yard alone. She ran 
to the door and saw, hardly noticing it this time, that the 
rose-bush was again violently agitated, yet with no wind 
evident elsewhere. 

“Where is she?” she cried. 

Mrs. Dent laughed with stiff lips as she came up the steps 
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over the terrace. “Girls will be girls,” said she. “She’s gone 
with Addie to Lincoln. Addie’s got an uncle who’s conductor 
on the train, and lives there, and he got ’em passes, and 
they’re goin’ to stay to Addie’s Aunt Margaret’s a few days. 
Mrs. Slocum said Agnes didn’t have time to come over and 
ask me before the train went, but she took it on herself 
to say it would be all right, and ss 

“Why hadn’t she been over to tell you?” Rebecca was 
angry, though not suspicious. She even saw no reason for 
her anger. 

“Oh, she was putting up grapes. She was coming over 
just as soon as she got the black off her hands. She heard 
I had company, and her hands were a sight. She was hold- 
ing them over sulphur matches.” 

“You say she’s going to stay a few days?” repeated Re- 
becca, dazedly. 

“Yes; till Thursday, Mrs. Slocum said.” 

“How far is Lincoln from here?” 

“About fifty miles. It’ll be a real treat to her. Mrs. 
Slocum’s sister is a real nice woman.” 

“It is goin’ to make it pretty late about my goin’ home.” 

“If you don’t feel as if you could wait, Pll get her ready 
and send her on just as soon as I can,” Mrs, Dent said, 
sweetly. 

“Tm going to wait,” said Rebecca, grimly. 

The two women sat down again, and Mrs. Dent took up 
her embroidery. 

“Ts there any sewing I can do for her?” Rebecca asked, 
finally, in a desperate way. “If I can get her sewing along 
some 3 

Mrs. Dent arose with alacrity and fetched a mass of white 
from the closet. “Here,” she said, “if you want to sew the 
lace on this nightgown. I was going to put her to it, but 
she'll be glad enough to get rid of it. She ought to have this 
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and one more before she goes. I don’t like to send her away 
without some good underclothing.” 

Rebecca snatched at the little white garment and sewed 
feverishly. 

That night she wakened from a deep sleep a little after 
midnight and lay a minute trying to collect her faculties 
and explain to herself what she was listening to. At last she 
discovered that it was the then popular strains of “The 
Maiden’s Prayer” floating up through the floor from the 
piano in the sitting room below. She jumped up, threw a 
shawl over her nightgown, and hurried downstairs trem- 
bling. There was nobody in the sitting room; the piano 
was silent. She ran to Mrs. Dent’s bedroom and called hys- 
terically: 

“Emeline! Emeline!” 

“What is it?” asked Mrs. Dent’s voice from the bed. The 
voice was stern, but had a note of consciousness in it. 

“Who—who was that playing “The Maiden’s Prayer’ in 
the sitting room, on the piano?” 

“I didn’t hear anybody.” 

“There was some one.” 

“TI didn’t hear anything.” 

“T tell you there was some one. But—there ain’t anybody 
there.” 

“I didn’t hear anything.” 

“I did—somebody playing “The Maiden’s Prayer’ on the 
piano. Has Agnes got home? I want to know.” 

“Of course Agnes hasn’t got home,” answered Mrs. Dent 
with rising inflection. “Be you gone crazy over that girl? 
The last boat from Porter’s Falls was in before we went to 
bed. Of course she ain’t come.” 

“T heard a 

“You were dreaming.” 

“T wasn’t; I was broad awake.” 
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Rebecca went back to her chamber and kept her lamp 
burning all night. 

The next morning her eyes upon Mrs. Dent were wary 
and blazing with suppressed excitement. She kept opening 
her mouth as if to speak, then frowning, and setting her lips 
hard. After breakfast she went upstairs, and came down 
presently with her coat and bonnet. 

“Now, Emeline,” she said, “I want to know where the 
Slocums live.” 

Mrs. Dent gave a strange, long, half-lidded glance at her. 
She was finishing her coffee. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“I’m going over there and find out if they have heard 
anything from her daughter and Agnes since they went 
away. I don’t like what I heard last night.” 

“You must have been dreaming.” 

“It don’t make any odds whether I was or not. Does she 
play “The Maiden’s Prayer’ on the piano: I want to know.” 

“What if she does? She plays it a little, I believe. I 
don’t know. She don’t half play it, anyhow; she ain’t got 
an ear.” 

“That wasn’t half played last night. I don’t like such 
things happening. I ain’t superstitious, but I don’t like it. 
I’m going. Where do the Slocums live?” 

“You go down the road over the bridge past the old grist 
mill, then you turn to the left; it’s the only house for half 
a mile. You can’t miss it. It has a barn with a ship in 
full sail on the cupola.” 

“Well, ’m going. I don’t feel easy.” 

About two hours later Rebecca returned. There were red 
spots on her cheeks. She looked wild. “I’ve been there,” 
she said, “and there isn’t a soul at home. Something has 
happened.” 

“What has happened?” 

“I don’t know. Something. I had a warning last night. 
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There wasn’t a soul there. They’ve been sent for to Lin- 
coln.” 

“Did you see anybody to ask?” asked Mrs. Dent with 
thinly concealed anxiety. 

“I asked the woman that lives on the turn of the road. 
She’s stone deaf. I suppose you know. She listened while I 
screamed at her to know where the Slocums were, and then 
she said, “Mrs. Smith don’t live here.’ I didn’t see anybody 
on the road, and that’s the only house. What do you sup- 
pose it means?” 

“I don’t suppose it means much of anything,” replied 
Mrs. Dent, coolly. “Mr. Slocum is conductor on the rail- 
road, and he’d be away, anyway, and Mrs. Slocum often 
goes early when he does, to spend the day with her sister 
in Porter’s Falls. She’d be more likely to go away than 
Addie.” 

“And you don’t think anything has happened?” Rebecca 
asked with diminishing distrust before the reasonableness 
of it. 

“Land, no!” 

Rebecca went upstairs to lay aside her coat and bonnet. 
But she came hurrying back with them still on. 

“Who’s been in my room?” she gasped. Her face was 
pale as ashes. 

Mrs. Dent also paled as she regarded her. 

“What do you mean?” she asked, slowly. 

“I found when I went upstairs that—little nightgown of— 
Agnes’s on—the bed, laid out. It was—laid out. The 
sleeves were folded across the bosom, and there was that 
little red rose between them. Emeline, what is it? Emeline, 
what’s the matter? Oh!” 

Mrs. Dent was struggling for breath in great, choking 
gasps. She clung to the back of a chair. Rebecca, trem- 
bling herself so she could scarcely keep on her feet, got her 
some water. 
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As soon as she recovered herself Mrs. Dent regarded her 
with eyes full of the strangest mixture of fear and horror and 
hostility. 

“What do you mean talking so?” she said in a hard 
voice. 

“Tt is there.” 

“Nonsense. You threw it down and it fell that way.” 

“It was folded in my bureau drawer.” 

“Tt couldn’t have been.” 

“Who picked that red rose?” 

“Look on the bush,” Mrs. Dent replied shortly. 

Rebecca looked at her; her mouth gaped. She hurried 
out of the room. When she came back her eyes seemed to 
protrude. (She had in the meantime hastened upstairs, and 
come down with tottering steps, clinging to the banister.) 

“Now I want to know what all this means?” she de- 
manded. 

“What what means?” 

“The rose is on the bush, and it’s gone from the bed in my 
room! Is this house haunted, or what?” 

“I don’t know anything about a house being haunted. 
I don’t believe in such things. Be you crazy?” Mrs. Dent 
spoke with gathering force. The color flashed back to her 
cheeks. 

“No,” said Rebecca, shortly, “I ain’t crazy yet, but I 
shall be if this keeps on much longer. I’m going to find out 
where that girl is before night.” 

Mrs. Dent eyed her. 

“What be you going to do?” 

“I’m going to Lincoln.” 

A faint triumphant smile overspread Mrs. Dent’s large 
face. 

“You can’t,” said she; “there ain’t any train.” 

“No train?” 
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“No; there ain’t any afternoon train from the Falls to 
Lincoln.” 

“Then I’m going over to the Slocums’ again to-night.” 

However, Rebecca did not go; such a rain came up as 
deterred even her resolution, and she had only her best 
dresses with her. Then in the evening came the letter from 
the Michigan village which she had left nearly a week ago. 
It was from her cousin, a single woman, who had come to 
keep her house while she was away. It was a pleasant 
unexciting letter enough, all the first of it, and related mostly 
how she missed Rebecca; how she hoped she was having 
pleasant weather and kept her health; and how her friend, 
Mrs. Greenaway, had come to stay with her since she had 
felt lonesome the first night in the house; how she hoped 
Rebecca would have no objections to this, although nothing 
had been said about it, since she had not realized that she 
might be nervous alone. The cousin was painfully conscien- 
tious, hence the letter. Rebecca smiled in spite of her 
disturbed mind as she read it; then her eye caught the 
postscript. That was in a different hand, purporting to be 
written by the friend, Mrs. Hannah Greenaway, informing 
her that the cousin had fallen down the cellar stairs and 
broken her hip, and was in a dangerous condition, and 
begging Rebecca to return at once, as she herself was 
rheumatic and unable to nurse her properly, and no one 
else could be obtained. 

Rebecca looked at Mrs. Dent, who had come to her 
room with the letter quite late; it was half-past nine, and she 
had gone upstairs for the night. 

“Where did this come from?” she asked. 

“Mr. Amblecrom brought it,” she replied. 

“Who’s he?” 

“The postmaster. He often brings the letters that come 
on the late mail. He knows I ain’t anybody to send. He 
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brought yours about your coming. He said he and his wife 
came over on the ferry-boat with you.” 

“IT remember him,” Rebecca replied, shortly. “There’s 
bad news in this letter.” 

Mrs. Dent’s face took on an expression of serious inquiry. 

“Yes, my Cousin Harriet has fallen down the cellar stairs 
—they were always dangerous—and she’s broken her hip, 
and I’ve got to take the first train home to-morrow.” 

“You don’t say so. I’m dreadfully sorry.” 

“No, you ain’t sorry!” said Rebecca with a look as if 
she leaped. “You’re glad. I don’t know why, but you’re 
glad. You’ve wanted to get rid of me for some reason ever 
since I came. I don’t know why. You're a strange woman. 
Now you’ve got your way, and I hope you’re satisfied.” 

“How you talk.” 

Mrs. Dent spoke in a faintly injured voice, but there 
was a light in her eyes. 

“T talk the way it is. Well, I’m going to-morrow morning, 
and I want you, just as soon as Agnes Dent comes home, to 
send her out to me. Don’t you wait for anything. You 
pack what clothes she’s got, and don’t wait even to mend 
them, and you buy her ticket. Ill leave the money, and 
you send her along. She don’t have to change cars. You 
start her off, when she gets home, on the next train!” 

“Very well,” replied the other woman. She had an 
expression of covert amusement. 

“Mind you do it.” 

“Very well, Rebecca.” 

Rebecca started on her journey the next morning. When 
she arrived, two days later, she found her cousin in perfect 
health. She found, moreover, that the friend had not written 
the postscript in the cousin’s letter. Rebecca would have 
returned to Ford Village the next morning, but the fatigue 
and nervous strain had been too much for her. She was not 
able to move from her bed. She had a species of low fever 
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induced by anxiety and fatigue. But she could write, and 
she did, to the Slocums, and she received no answer. She 
also wrote to Mrs. Dent; she even sent numerous telegrams, 
with no response. Finally she wrote to the postmaster, and 
an answer arrived by the first possible mail. The letter was 
short, curt, and to the purpose. Mr. Amblecrom, the post- 
master, was a man of few words, and especially wary as to 
his expressions in a letter. 

“Dear madam,” he wrote, “your favour rec’ed. No Slo- 
cums in Ford’s Village. All dead. Addie ten years ago, her 
mother two years later, her father five. House vacant. 
Mrs. John Dent said to have neglected stepdaughter. Girl 
was sick. Medicine not given. Talk of taking action. Not 
enough evidence. House said to be haunted. Strange 
sights and sounds. Your niece, Agnes Dent, died a year 
ago, about this time.” 

Yours truly, 
“Tuomas AMBLECROM.” 


HUSUSUSE 


XVIII. 4 CONFLICT ENDED? 


Ix Acton there were two churches, a Congregational and 
a Baptist. They stood on opposite sides of the road, and 
the Baptist edifice was a little farther down than the other. 
On Sunday morning both bells were ringing. The Baptist 
bell was much larger, and followed quickly on the soft 
peal of the Congregational with a heavy brazen clang which 
vibrated a good while. The people went flocking through 
the street to the irregular jangle of the bells. It was a very 
hot day, and the sun beat down heavily; parasols were bob- 
bing over all the ladies’ heads. 

More people went into the Baptist church, whose society 
was much the larger of the two. It had been for the last 
ten years—ever since the Congregational had settled a new 
minister. His advent had divided the church, and a good 
third of the congregation had gone over to the Baptist breth- 
ren, with whom they still remained. 

It is probable that many of them passed their old sanctu- 
ary today with the original stubborn animosity as active as 
ever in their hearts, and led their families up the Baptist 
steps with the same strong spiritual pull of indignation. 

One old lady, who had made herself prominent on the 
opposition, trotted by this morning with the identical wiry 
vehemence which she had manifested ten years ago. She 
wore a full black silk skirt, which she held up inanely in 
front, and allowed to trail in the dust in the rear. 

Some of the stanch Congregational people glanced at her 
amusedly. One fleshy, fair-faced girl in blue muslin said to 
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her companion, with a laugh: “See that old lady trailing 
her best black silk by to the Baptist. Ain’t it ridiculous 
how she keeps on showing out? I heard some one talking 
about it yesterday.” 

SOV agin 

The girl colored up confusedly. “Oh dear!” she thought 
to herself. The lady with her had an unpleasant history 
connected with this old church quarrel. She was a small, 
bony woman in a shiny purple silk, which was strained very 
tightly across her sharp shoulder blades. Her bonnet was 
quite elaborate with flowers and plumes, as was also her 
companion’s. In fact, she was the village milliner, and the 
girl was her apprentice. 

When the two went up the church steps, they passed a 
man of about fifty, who was sitting thereon well to one side. 
He had a singular face—a mild forehead, a gently curving 
mouth, and a terrible chin, with a look of strength in it that 
might have abashed mountains. He held his straw hat in 
his hand, and the sun was shining full on his bald head. 

The milliner half stopped and gave an anxious glance at 
him; then passed on. In the vestibule she stopped again. 

“You go right in, Margy,” she said to the girl. “I'll be 
along in a minute.” 

“Where be you going, Miss Barney?” 

“You go right in. Ill be there in a minute.” 

Margy entered the audience room then, as if fairly brushed 
in by the imperious wave of a little knotty hand, and Esther 
Barney stood waiting until the rush of entering people was 
over. Then she stepped swiftly back to the side of the man 
seated on the steps. She spread her large black parasol 
deliberately, and extended the handle toward him. 

“No, no, Esther; I don’t want it—I don’t want it.” 

“If you’re determined on setting out in this broiling sun, 
Marcus Woodman, you jest take this parasol of mine an’ 
use it.” 
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“T don’t want your parasol, Esther. I—” 

“Don’t you say it over again. Take it.” 

“I won’t—not if I don’t want to.” 

“You'll get a sunstroke.” 

“That’s my own lookout.” 

“Marcus Woodman, you take it.” 

She threw all the force there was in her intense, nervous 
nature into her tone and look; but she failed in her attempt, 
because of the utter difference in quality between her own 
will and that with which she had to deal. They were on 
such different planes that hers slid by his with its own mo- 
mentum; there could be no contact even of antagonism be- 
tween them. He sat there rigid, every line of his face stiff- 
ened into an icy obstinacy. She held out the parasol to- 
ward him like a weapon. 

Finally she let it drop at her side, her whole expression 
changed. 

“Marcus,” said she, “how’s your mother?” 

He started. “Pretty well, thank you, Esther.” 

“She’s out to meeting, then!” 

“Ves,” 

“I’ve been a-thinking—lI ain’t drove jest now—that maybe 
I’d come over an’ see her some day this week.” 

He rose politely then. “Wish you would, Esther. Mother’d 
be real pleased, I know.” 

“Well, Pll see—Wednesday, p’rhaps, if I ain’t too busy. I 
must go in now; they’re ’most through singing.” 

“Esther—” 

“I don’t believe I can stop any longer, Marcus.” 

“About the parasol—thank you jest the same if I don’t 
take it. Of course you know I can’t set out here holding a 
parasol; folks would laugh. But I’m obliged to you all 
the same. Hope I didn’t say anything to hurt your feel- 
ings?” 

“Oh no! Why, no, Marcus! Of course I don’t want to 
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make you take it if you don’t want it. I don’t know but 
it would look kinder queer, come to think of it. Oh dear! 
they are through singing.” 

“Say, Esther, I don’t know but I might as well take that 
parasol, if you’d jest as soon. The sun is pretty hot, an’ I 
might get a headache. I forgot my umbrella, to tell the 
truth.” 

“I might have known better than to have gone at him 
the way I did,” thought Esther to herself, when she was 
seated at last in the cool church beside Margy. “Seems 
as if I might have got used to Marcus Woodman by this 
time.” 

She did not see him when she came out of church; but 
a little boy in the vestibule handed her the parasol, with 
the remark, “Mr. Woodman said for me to give this to 
you.” 

She and Margy passed down the street toward home. 
Going by the Baptist church, they noticed a young man 
standing by the entrance. He stared hard at Margy. 

She began to laugh after they had passed him. “Did 
you see that fellow stare?” said she. “Hope he’ll know 
me next time.” 

“That’s George Elliot; he’s that old lady’s son you was 
speaking about this morning.” 

“Well, that’s enough for me.” 

“He’s a real good, steady young man.” 

Margy sniffed. 

“P’rhaps you'll change your mind some day.” 

She did, and speedily, too. That glimpse of Margy Wil- 
son’s pretty, new face—for she was a stranger in the town— 
had been too much for George Elliot. He obtained an in- 
troduction, and soon was a steady visitor at Esther Barney’s 
house. Margy fell in love with him easily. She had never 
had much attention from the young men, and he was an 
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engaging young fellow, small and bright-eyed, though with 
a nervous persistency like his mother’s in his manner. 

“I’m going to have it an understood thing,” Margy told 
Esther, after her lover had become constant in his atten- 
tions, “that I’m going with George, and I ain’t going with 
his mother. I can’t bear that old woman.” 

But poor Margy found that it was not so easy to thrust 
determined old age off the stage, even when young Love 
was flying so fast on his butterfly wings that he seemed 
to multiply himself, and there was no room for anything 
else because the air was so full of Loves. That old mother, 
with her trailing black skirt and her wiry obstinacy, trotted 
as unwaveringly through the sweet stir as a ghost through 
a door. 

One Monday morning Margy could not eat any break- 
fast, and there were tear stains around her blue eyes. 

“Why, what’s the matter, Margy?” asked Esther, eyeing 
her across the little kitchen table. 

“Nothing’s the matter. I ain’t hungry any to speak of, 
that’s all. I guess I'll go right to work on Mis’ Fuller’s 
bonnet.” 

“I'd try an’ eat something if I was you. Be sure you 
cut that velvet straight, if you go to work on it.” 

When the two were sitting together at their work in the 
little room back of the shop, Margy suddenly threw her 
scissors down. “There!” said she, “I’ve done it; I knew 
I should. I’ve cut this velvet bias. I knew I should cut 
everything bias I touched today.” 

There was a droll pucker on her mouth; then it began 
to quiver. She hid her face in her hands and sobbed. “Oh, 
dear, dear, dear!” 

“Margy Wilson, what is the matter?” 

“George and I—had a talk last night. We’ve broke the 
engagement, an’ it’s killing me. An’ now I’ve cut this vel- 
vet bias. Oh, dear, dear, dear, dear!” 
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“For the land’s sake, don’t mind anything about the velvet! 
What’s come betwixt you an’ George?” 

“His mother—horrid old thing! He said she’d got to 
live with us, and I said she shouldn’t. Then he said he 
~ wouldn’t marry any girl that wasn’t willing to live with his 
mother, and I said he wouldn’t ever marry me, then. If 
George Elliot thinks more of his mother than he does of 
me, he can have her. I don’t care. I'll show him I can 
get along without him.” 

“Well, I don’t know, Margy. I’m real sorry about it. 
George Elliot’s a good, likely young man; but if you didn’t 
_ want to live with his mother, it was better to say so right in 
the beginning. And I don’t know as I blame you much; 
she’s pretty set in her ways.” 

“I guess she is. I never could bear her. I guess he'll 
find out—” 

Margy dried her eyes defiantly and took up the velvet, 
again. “I’ve spoilt this velvet. I don’t see why being dis- 
appointed in love should affect a girl so’s to make her cut 
bias.” 

There was a whimsical element in Margy which seemed 
to roll uppermost along with her grief. 

Esther looked a little puzzled. “Never mind the velvet, 
child; it ain’t. much, anyway.” She began tossing over 
some ribbons to cover her departure from her usual reti- 
cence. “I’m real sorry about it, Margy. Such things are 
hard to bear, but they can be lived through. I know some- 
thing about it myself. You knew I’d had some of this kind 
of trouble, didn’t you?” 

“About Mr. Woodman, you mean?” 

“Yes, about Marcus Woodman. I'll tell you what ’tis, 
Margy Wilson, you’ve got one thing to be thankful for, and 
that is that there ain’t anything ridickerlous about this affair 
of yourn. That makes it the hardest of anything, accord- 
ing to my mind—when you know that everybody’s laughing, 
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and you can hardly help laughing yourself, though rs feel 
’most ready to die.” 

“Ain’t that Mr. Woodman crazy?” 

“No, he ain’t crazy; he’s got too much will for his com- 
mon sense, that’s all, and the will teeters the sense a little 
too far into the air. I see all through it from the beginning. 
I could read Marcus Woodman jest like a book.” 

“I don’t see how in the world you ever come to like such 
a man.” 

“Well, I s’pose love’s the strongest when there ain’t any 
good reason for it. They say it is. I can’t say as I ever 
really admired Marcus Woodman much. I always see right 
through him; but that didn’t hinder my thinking so much 
of him that I never felt as if I could marry any other man. 
And I’ve had chances, though I shouldn’t want you to 
say so.” 

“You turned him off because he went to sitting on the 
church steps?” 

“Course I did. Do you s’pose I was going to marry a 
man who made a laughingstock of himself that way?” 

“T don’t see how he ever come to do it. It’s the funniest 
thing I ever heard of.” 

“I know it. It seems so silly nobody’d believe it. Well, 
all there is about it, Marcus Woodman’s got so much mulish- 
ness in him it makes him almost miraculous. You see, he 
got up an’ spoke in that church meeting when they had 
such a row about Mr. Morton’s being settled here—Marcus 
was awlul set again’ him. I never could see any reason 
why, and I don’t think he could. He said Mr. Morton 
wa’n’t doctrinal; that was what they all said; but I don’t 
Believe half of em knew what doctrinal was. I never could 
see why Mr. Morton wa’n’t as good as most ministers— 
enough sight better than them that treated him so, anyway. 
I always felt that they was really setting him in a pulpit 
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high over their heads by using him the way they did, 
though they didn’t know it. 

“Well, Marcus spoke in that church meeting, an’ he kept 
getting more and more set every word he said. He always 
had a way of saying things over and over, as if he was making 
steps out of ’em, an’ raising of himself up on ’em, till there 
was no moving him at all. And he did that night. Finally, 
when he was up real high, he said, as for him, if Mr. Morton 
was settled over that church, he’d never go inside the door 
himself as long as he lived. Somebody spoke out then—I 
never quite knew who ’twas, though I suspected—an’ says, 


_ “You'll have to set on the steps, then, Brother Woodman.’ 


“Everybody laughed at that but Marcus. He didn’t see 
nothing to laugh at. He spoke out awful set, kinder grit- 
ting his teeth, ‘I will set on the steps fifty years before Pll 
go into this house if that man’s settled here.’ 

“T couldn’t believe he’d really do it. We were going to 
be married that spring, an’ it did seem as if he might listen 
to me; but he wouldn’t. The Sunday Mr. Morton begun 
to preach, he begun to set on them steps, an’ he’s set there 
ever since, in all kinds of weather. It’s a wonder it ain’t 
killed him; but I guess it’s made him tough.” 

“Why, didn’t he feel bad when you wouldn’t marry him?” 

“Feel bad? Of course he did. He took on terribly. But 
it didn’t make any difference; he wouldn’t give in a hair’s 
breadth. I declare it did seem as if I should die. His 
mother felt awfully, too—she’s a real good woman. I 
don’t know what Marcus would have done without her. He 


wants a sight of tending and waiting on; he’s dreadful ba- 


byish in some ways, though you wouldn’t think it. 

“Well, it’s all over now as far as I’m concerned, I’ve 
got over it a good deal, though sometimes it makes me jest 
as mad as ever to see him setting there. But I try to be 
reconciled, and I get along jest as well, mebbe, as if I’d had 
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him—I don’t know. I fretted more at first than there was 
any sense in, and I hope you won't.” 

“J ain’t going to fret at all, Miss Barney. I may cut bias 
for a while, but I shan’t do anything worse.” 

“How you do talk, child!” 

A good deal of it was talk with Margy; she had not as 
much courage as her words proclaimed. She was capable 
of a strong temporary resolution, but of no enduring one. 
She gradually weakened as the days without her lover went 
on, and one Saturday night she succumbed entirely. There 
was quite a rush of business, but through it all she caught 
a conversation between some customers—two pretty young 
girls. 

“Who was that with you last night at the concert?” 

“That—oh, that was George Elliot. Didn’t you know 
him?” 

“He’s got another girl,” thought Margy, with a great 
throb. 

The next Sunday night, coming out of meeting with Miss 
Barney, she left her suddenly. George Elliot was one of a 
waiting line of young men in the vestibule. She went 
straight up to him. He looked at her in bewilderment, his 
dark face turning red. 

“Good evening, Miss Wilson,” he stammered out, finally. 

“Good evening,” she whispered, and stood looking up at 
him piteously. She was white and trembling. 

At last he stepped forward suddenly and offered her his 
arm. In spite of his resentment, he could not put her to 
open shame before all his mates, who were staring curiously. 

When they were out in the dark, cool street, he bent over 
her. “Why, Margy, what does all this mean?” 

“Oh, George, let her live with us, please. I want her to. 
I know I can get along with her if I try. I'll do every- 
thing I can. Please let her live with us.” 

“Who's her?” 
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“Your mother.” 

“And I suppose ws is you and I? I thought that was all 
over, Margy. Ain’t it?” 

“Oh, George, I am sorry I treated you so.” 

“And you are willing to let mother live with us now?” 

“Tl do anything. Oh, George!” 

“Don’t cry, Margy. There—nobody’s looking—give us 
a kiss. It’s been a long time, ain’t it, dear? So you've 
made up your mind that you’re willing to let mother live 
with us?” 

KoViegi- 

“Well, I don’t believe she ever will, Margy. She’s about 
made up her mind to go and live with my brother Ed- 
ward, whether or no. So you won’t be troubled with her. 
I dare say she might have been a little of a trial as she 
grew older.” 

“You didn’t tell me.” 

“I thought it was your place to give in, dear.” 

“Yes, it was, George.” 

“I’m mighty glad you did. I tell you what it is, dear, 
I don’t know how you’ve felt, but I’ve been pretty mis- 
erable lately.” 

“Poor George!” 

They passed Esther Barney’s house, and strolled along 
half a mile farther. When they returned, and Margy stole 
softly into the house and upstairs, it was quite late and 
Esther had gone to bed. Margy saw the light was not 
out in her room, so she peeped in. She could not wait till 
morning to tell her. 

“Where have you been?” said Esther, looking up at her 
out of her pillows. 

“Oh, I went to walk a little way with George.” 

“Then you’ve made up?” 

Yes.’ 

“Is his mother going to live with you?” 
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“No, I guess not. She’s going to live with Edward. But 
I told him I was willing she should. T’ve about made up 
my mind it’s a woman’s place to give in mostly. I s’pose 
you think I’m an awful fool.” 

“No, I don’t; no, I don’t, Margy. I’m real glad it’s all 
right betwixt you and George. I’ve seen you weren’t very 
happy lately.” 

They talked a little longer, then Margy said “Good night,” 
going over to Esther and kissing her. Being so rich in 
love made her generous with it. She looked down sweetly 
into the older woman’s thin, red-cheeked face. “I wish 
you were as happy as I,” said she. “I wish you and Mr. 
Woodman could make up, too.” 

“That’s an entirely different matter. I couldn’t give in 
in such a thing as that.” 

Margy looked at her; she was not subtle, but she had 
just come out triumphant through innocent love and sub- 
mission, and used the wisdom she had gained thereby. 

“Don’t you believe,” said she, “if you was to give in the 
way I did, that he would?” 

Esther started up with an astonished air. That had 
never occurred to her before. “Oh, I don’t believe he 
would. You don’t know him; he’s awful set. Besides, I 
don’t know but I’m better off the way it is.” 

In spite of herself, however, she could not help thinking 
of Margy’s suggestion. Would he give in? She was hardly 
disposed to run the risk. With her peculiar cast of mind, 
her feeling for the ludicrous so keen that it almost amounted 
to a special sense, and her sensitiveness to ridicule, it would 
have been easier for her to have married a man under the 
shadow of a crime than one who was the deserving target 
of gibes and jests. Besides, she told herself, it was possi- 
ble that he had changed his mind, that he no longer cared 
for her. How could she make the first overtures? She 
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had not Margy’s impulsiveness and innocence of youth to 
excuse her. 

Also, she was partly influenced by the reason which she 
had given Margy; she was not so very sure that it would 
be best for her to take any such step. She was more fixed 
in the peace and pride of her old-maidenhood than she 
had realized, and was more shy of disturbing it. Her com- 
fortable meals, her tidy housekeeping, and her prosperous 
work had become such sources of satisfaction to her that 
she was almost wedded to them, and jealous of any inter- 
ference. 

So it is doubtful if there would have been any change in 
the state of affairs if Marcus Woodman’s mother had not 
died toward spring. Esther was greatly distressed about it. 

“I don’t see what Marcus is going to do,” she told Margy. 
“He ain’t any fitter to take care of himself than a baby, 
and he won’t have any housekeeper, they say.” 

One evening, after Marcus’s mother had been dead about 
three weeks, Esther went over there. Margy had gone out 
to walk with George, so nobody knew. When she reached 
the house—a white cottage on a hill—she saw a light in 
the kitchen window. 

“He’s there,” said she. She knocked on the door softly. 
Marcus shuffled over to it—he was in his stocking feet— 
and opened it. 

“Good evening, Marcus,’ 

“Good evening.” 

“I hadn’t anything special to do this evening, so I thought 
I’d look in a minute and see how you was getting along.” 

“I ain’t getting along very well; but I’m glad to see you. 
Come right in.” 

When she was seated opposite him by the kitchen fire, 
she surveyed him and his surroundings pityingly. Every- 
thing had an abject air of forlornness; there was neither 
tidiness nor comfort. After a few words she rose ener- 


? 


said she, speaking first. 
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getically. “See here, Marcus,” said she, “you jest fill up 
that teakettle, and I’m going to slick up here a little for 
you while I stay.” 

“Now, Esther, I don’t feel as if—” 

“Don’t you say nothing. Here’s the teakettle. I might 
jest as well be doing that as setting still.” 

He watched her in a way that made her nervous, as she 
flew about putting things to rights; but she said to herself 
that this was easier than sitting still, and gradually leading 
up to the object for which she had come. She kept won- 
dering if she could ever accomplish it. When the room was 
in order, finally, she sat down again, with a strained-up 
look in her face. 

“Marcus,” said she, “I might as well begin. There was 
something I wanted to say to you tonight.” 

He looked at her, and she went on: 

“I’ve been thinking some lately about how matters used 
to be betwixt you an’ me, and it’s jest possible—I don’t 
know—but I might have been a little more patient than I 
was. I don’t know as I'd feel the same way now if—” 

“Oh, Esther, what do you mean?” 

“I ain’t going to tell you, Marcus Woodman, if you can’t 
find out. I’ve said full enough; more’n I ever thought I 
should.” 

He was an awkward man, but he rose. and threw himself 
on his knees at her feet with all the grace of complete un- 
consciousness of action. “Oh, Esther, you don’t mean, 
do you?—you don’t mean that you’d be willing to—marry 
me?” 

“No; not if you don’t get up. You look ridickerlous.” 

“Esther, do you mean it?” 

“Yes. Now get up.” 

“You ain’t thinking—I can’t give up what we had the 
trouble about, any more now than I could then.” 

“Ain’t I said once that wouldn’t make any difference?” 


A CONFLICT ENDED 333 


At that he put his head down on her knees and sobbed. 

“Do, for mercy’s sake, stop! Somebody’ll be coming in. 
*Tain’t as if we was a young couple.” 

“T ain’t going to till I’ve told you about it, Esther. You 
ain’t never really understood. In the first of it, we was 
both mad; but we ain’t now, and we can talk it over. Oh, 
Esther, I’ve had such an awful life! I’ve looked at you, 
and— Oh, dear, dear, dear!” 

“Marcus, you scare me to death crying so.” 

“I won’t. Esther, look here—it’s the gospel truth: I 
ain’t a thing again’ Mr. Morton now.” 

“Then why on earth don’t you go into the meeting house 
and behave yourself?” 

“Don’t you suppose I would if I could? I can’t, Esther 
—TI can’t.” 

“T don’t know what you mean by can’t.” 

“Do you s’pose I’ve took any comfort sitting there on 
them steps in the winter snows an’ the summer suns? Do 
you s’pose I’ve took any comfort not marrying you? Don’t 
you s’pose I’d given all I was worth any time the last ten 
year to have got up an’ walked into the church with the 
rest of the folks?” 

“Well, I'll own, Marcus, I don’t see why you couldn’t if 
you wanted to.” 

“I ain’t sure as I see, myself, Esther. All I know is I 
can’t make myself give it up. I can’t. I ain’t made strong 
enough to.” 

“As near as I can make out, you’ve taken to sitting on 
the church steps the way other men take to smoking and 
drinking.” 

“I don’t know but you're right, Esther, though I hadn’t 
thought of it in that way before.” 

“Well, you must try to overcome ite? 

“T never can, Esther. It ain’t right for me to let you 


think I can.” 
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“Well, we won’t talk about it any more tonight. It’s 
time I was going home.” 

“Esther—did you mean it?” 

“Mean what?” 

“That you’d marry me anyway?” 

“Yes, I did. Now do get up. I do hate to see you 
looking so silly.” 

Esther had a new pearl-colored silk gown, and a little 
mantle like it, and a bonnet trimmed with roses and 
plumes, and she and Marcus were married in June. 

The Sunday on which she came out a bride they were 
late at church; but late as it was, curious people were lin- 
gering by the steps to watch them. What would they do? 
Would Marcus Woodman enter that church door which 
his awful will had guarded for him so long? 

They walked slowly up the steps between the watching 
people. When they came to the place where he was accus- 
tomed to sit, Marcus stopped short and looked down at his 
wife with an agonized face. 

“Oh, Esther, ’'ve—got—to stop.” 

“Well, we'll both sit down here, then.” 

“You?” 

“Yes; I’m willing.” 

“No; you go in.” 

“No, Marcus; I sit with you on our wedding Sunday.” 

Her sharp, middle-aged face as she looked up at him was 
fairly heroic. This was all that she could do: her last 
weapon was used. If this failed, she would accept the 
chances with which she had married, and before the eyes of 
all these tittering people she would sit down at his side on 
these church steps. She was determined, and she would not 
weaken. 

He stood for a moment staring into her face. He trem- 
bled so that the bystanders noticed it. He actually leaned 
over toward his old seat as if wire ropes were pulling him 
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down upon it. Then he stood up straight, like a man, and 
walked through the church door with his wife. 

The people followed. Not one of them even smiled. 
They had felt the pathos in the comedy. 

The sitters in the pews watched Marcus wonderingly as 
he went up the aisle with Esther. He looked strange to 
them; he had almost the grand mien of a conqueror. 


XIX. f CONQUEST OF HUMILITY 


Two o'clock had been the hour set for the wedding. It 
was now four, and the bridegroom had not yet appeared. 
The relatives who had been bidden to the festivities had 
been waiting impatiently in the two square front rooms of 
Maria Caldwell’s house, but now some had straggled out 
Into the front yard, from which they could look up the road 
to better advantage. 

They were talking excitedly. A shrill feminine babble, 
with an undertone of masculine bass, floated about the 
house and yard, It had been swelling in volume from a 
mere whisper for the last half hour—ever since Hiram 
Caldwell had set out for the bridegroom’s house to ascer- 
tain the reason for his tardiness at his own wedding. 

Hiram, who was a young fellow, had gotten into his shiny 
buggy with a red, important face, and driven off at a fu- 
rious rate. He was own cousin to Delia Caldwell, the 
prospective bride. All the people assembled were Thayers 
or Caldwells, or connections thereof. The tardy bride- 
groom’s name was Lawrence Thayer. 

It was a beautiful summer afternoon. The air was hot 
and sweet. Around the Caldwell house it was spicy sweet 
with pinks; there was a great bed of them at the foot of 
the green bank which extended under the front windows. 

Some of the women and young girls pulled pinks and 
sniffed them as they stood waiting. Mrs. Erastus Thayer 
had stuck two or three in the bosom of her cinnamon-brown 
silk dress. She stood beside the gate; occasionally she 
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craned her neck over it and peered down the road. The 
sun was hot upon her silken shoulders; the horizontal wrin- 
kles shone, but she did not mind. 

“See anything of him?” some one called out. 

“No. I’m dreadful afraid somethin’ has happened.” 

“Oh, mother, what do you think’s happened?” asked a 
young girl at her side, hitting her with a sharp elbow. The 
girl was young, slim, and tall; she stooped a little; her 
pointed elbows showed redly through her loose white muslin 
sleeves; her face was pretty. 

“Hush, child! I don’t know,” said her mother. 

The girl stood staring at her with helpless, awed eyes. 

At last the woman in cinnamon-brown silk turned ex- 
citedly about. “He’s comin’!” she proclaimed, in a shrill 
whisper. 

The whisper passed from one to another. 

“He’s coming!” everybody repeated. Heads crowded 
together at the window; all the company was in motion. 

“Tt ain’t Lawrence,” said a woman’s voice, disappoint- 
edly. “It ain’t nobody but his father, with Hiram.” 

“Somethin’ has happened,” repeated Mrs. Thayer. The 
young girl trembled and caught hold of her mother’s dress; 
her eyes grew big and wild. Hiram Caldwell drove up the 
road. He met the gaze of the people with a look of solemn 
embarrassment. But he was not so important as he had 
been. There was a large, white-headed old man with him, 
who drew the larger share of attention. He got lumber- 
ingly out of the buggy when Hiram drew rein at the gate. 
Then he proceeded up the gravel walk to the house. The 
people stood back and stared. No one dared speak to him 
except Mrs. Erastus Thayer. She darted before him in the 
path; her brown silk skirts swished. 

“Mr. Thayer,” cried she, “what is the matter? Do tell 
us! What has happened?” 

“Where’s Delia?” said the old man. 
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“Oh, she’s in the bedroom out of the parlor. She ain’t 
been out yet. Mr. Thayer, for mercy’s sake, what is the 
matter? What has happened to him?” 

David Thayer waved her aside and kept straight on, his 
long yellow face immovable, his gaunt old shoulders reso- 
lutely braced, through the parlor, and knocked at the 
bedroom door. 

A nervously shaking woman in black silk opened it. She 
screamed when she saw him. “Oh, Mr. Thayer, it’s you! 
What is the matter? Where is he?” she gasped, clutching 
his arm. 

A young woman in a pearl-colored silk gown stood, 
straight and silent, behind her. She had a tall, full figure, 
and there was something grand in her attitude. She stood 
like a young pine tree, as if she had all necessary elements 
of support in her own self. Her features were strong and 
fine. She would have been handsome if her complexion 
had been better. Her skin was thick and dull. 

She did not speak, but stood looking at David Thayer. 
Her mouth was shut tightly, her eyes steady. She might 
have been braced to meet a wind. 

There were several other women in the little room. Mr. 
Thayer looked at them uneasily. “I want to see Delia an’ 
her mother, an’ nobody else,” said he, finally. 

The women started and looked at each other; they then 
left. The old man closed the door after them and turned 
to Delia. 

Her mother had begun to cry. “Oh dear! oh dear!” 
she wailed. “I knew somethin’ dreadful had happened.” 

“Delia,” said he, “I don’t know what you’re goin’ to say. 
It ain’t very pleasant for me to tell you. I wish this min- 
ute Lawrence Thayer didn’t belong to me. But that don’t 
better matters any. He does, an’ somebody’s got to tell 
you.” 

“Oh, is he dead?” asked Delia’s mother, brokenly. 
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“No, he ain’t dead,” said the old man; “an’ he ain’t 
sick. I don’t know of anything that ails him except he’s a 
fool. He won’t come—that’s the whole of it.” 

“Won’t come!” shrieked the mother. Delia stood stiff 
' and straight. 

“No, he won’t come. His mother an’ I have been talkin’ 
an’ reasonin’ with him, but it hasn’t done any good. I don’t 
know but it'll kill his mother. It’s all on account of that 
Briggs girl; you might as well know it. I wish she’d never 
come near the house. I’ve seen what way the wind blew 
for some time, but I never dreamed it would come to this. 
I think it’s a sudden start on his part. I believe he meant 
to come, this noon, as much as could be; but Olive came 
home, an’ they were talkin’ together in the parlor, an’ I 
see she’d been cryin’. His mother an’ I got ready, an’ when 
he didn’t come downstairs she went up to see where he 
was. He had his door locked an’ he called out he wasn’t 
goin’; that was all we could get out of him. He wouldn’t 
say another word, but we knew what the trouble was. His 
mother had noticed how red Olive’s eyes were when she 
went back to the shop. She’d been takin’ on, I suppose, an’ 
so he decided, all of a sudden, he’d back out. There ain’t 
any excuse for him, an’ I ain’t goin’ to make up any. He’s 
treated you mean, Delia, an’ I’d rather have cut off my 
right hand than had it happened; that’s all I can say about 
it, an’ that don’t do any good.” 

Mrs. Caldwell stepped forward suddenly. “I should 
think he had treated her mean!” she said—her voice rose 
loud and shrill. “I never heard anything like it. If I had 
a son like that, I wouldn’t tell of it. That Briggs girl! He 
ought to be strung up. If you an’ his mother had had any 
sort of spunk you’d made him come. You always babied 
him to death. He’s a rascal. I’d like to get hold of him, 


that’s all. I—” 
Delia caught her mother by the arm. “Mother, if you 
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have any sense, or feeling for me, don’t talk so loud; all 
those folks out there will hear.” 

The older woman’s shrill vituperation flowed through the 
daughter’s remonstrance and beyond it. “I would like to 
show him he couldn’t do such things as this without gettin’ 
some punishment for it. I—” 

“Mother!” 

Mrs. Caldwell changed her tone suddenly. She began 
to cry weakly. “Oh, Delia, you poor child, what will you 
do?” she sobbed. 

“It isn’t going to do any good to go on so, mother.” 

“There’s all them folks out there. Oh dear! What will 
they say? I wouldn’t care so much if it wa’n’t for all them 
Thayers an’ Caldwells. They’ll jest crow. Oh dear! you 
poor child!” 

Delia turned to Mr. Thayer. “Somebody ought to tell 
them,” said she, “that—there won’t be any—wedding.” 

“Oh, Delia, how can you take it so calm?” wailed her 
mother. 

“I suppose so,” assented the old man; “but I declare I 
can’t tell °em such a thing about a son of mine. I feel as if 
I’d been through about all I could.” 

“The minister would be a good one, wouldn’t he?” said 
Delia. 

Mr. Thayer took up with the suggestion eagerly. He 
opened the door a chink, and asked one of the waiting of- 
ficious guests to summon the minister. When he came he 
gave him instructions in an agitated whisper; then retreated. 
The trio in the bedroom became conscious of a great hush 
without; then the minister’s solemnly inflected voice broke 
upon it. He was telling them that the wedding was post- 
poned. Then there was a little responsive murmur, and 
the minister knocked on the door. 

“Shall I tell them when it will take place? They are 
inquiring,” he whispered. 
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Delia heard him. “You can tell them it will never take 
place,” said she, in a clear voice. 

The minister stared at her wonderingly. “Oh!” groaned 
_her mother. Then the minister’s voice rose again, and di- 
rectly there were a creaking and rustling, and subdued clat- 
ter of voices. The guests were departing. 

After a little, Delia approached the door as if she were 
going out into the parlor. 

“Oh, Delia, don’t go! Wait till they’re all gone!” wailed 
her mother. “All them Thayers and Caldwells!” 

“They are gone, most of them. I’ve stood in this hot 
little room long enough,” said Delia, and threw open the 
door. Directly opposite was a mahogany table with the 
wedding presents on it. Three or four women, among them 
Mrs. Erastus Thayer and her daughter, were bending over 
them and whispering. 

When the door opened they turned and stared at Delia 
standing there in her pearl-colored silk, with some droop- 
ing white bridal flowers on her breast. They looked stiff 
and embarrassed. Then Mrs. Thayer recovered herself and 
came forward. 

“Delia,” said she, in a soft whisper, “dear girl.” 

She put her arm around Delia, and attempted to draw 
her toward herself; but the girl released herself and gave 
her a slight backward push. 

“Please don’t make any fuss over me, Mrs. Thayer,’ 
she; “it isn’t necessary.” 

Mrs. Thayer started back and went toward the door. 
Her face was very red. She tried to smile. Her daughter 
and the other women followed her. 

“I’m real glad she can show some temper about it,” she 
whispered when they were all out in the entry. “It’s a 
good deal better for her.” 

“Ask her why he didn’t come,” one of the women whis- 
pered, nudging her. 


* said 
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“I’m kind of afraid to. I’ll stop and ask Hiram on my 
way home. Mebbe Mr. Thayer told him.” 

Delia, in her bridal gear, stood majestically beside one 
of the parlor windows. She was plainly waiting for her 
guests to go. They kept peering in at her, while they whis- 
pered among themselves. Presently Mrs. Thayer’s daugh- 
ter came across the room tremblingly. She had hesitated 
on the parlor threshold, but her mother had given her a 
slight push on her slender shoulders and she had entered 
suddenly. She kept looking back as she advanced toward 
Delia. 

“Mother wants to know,” she faltered, in her thin girlish 
pipe, “if—you wouldn’t rather—she’d—take back that toilet 
set she brought. She says she don’t know but it will 
make you feel bad to see it.” 

“Of course you can take it.” 

“Mrs. Emmons says she'll take her mats, too, if you’d 
like to have her.” 

“Of course she can take them.” 

The young girl shrank over to the table, snatched up the 
toilet set and mats, and fled to her mother. 

When they were all gone, David Thayer approached 
Delia. He had been sitting on a chair by the bedroom 
door, holding his head in his hands. 

“Pm goin’ now,” said he. “If there’s anything I can 
do, you let me know.” 

“There won’t be anything,” said Delia. “I shall get 
along all right.” 

He shook her hand hard in his old trembling one. 
“You’re more of a man than Lawrence is,” said he. He 
was a very old man, and his voice, although it was still 
deep, quavered. 

“There isn’t any use in your saying much to him,” said 
Delia. “I don’t want you to, on my account.” 
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“Delia, don’t you go to standin’ up for him. He don’t 
deserve it.” 

“I ain’t standing up for him. I. know he’s your son, but 
it doesn’t seem to me there’s a great deal to stand up for. 
~ What he’s done is natural enough; he’s been carried away 
by a pretty face; but he has shown out what he is.” 

“I don’t blame you a bit for feelin’ so, Delia.” 

“I don’t see any other way to feel; it’s the truth.” 

“Well, good-by, Delia. I hope you won’t lay up any- 
thing again’ his mother an’ me. We'll always think a good 
deal of you.” 

“I haven’t any reason to lay up anything against you 

that I know of,” said Delia. Her manner was stern, al- 
though she did not mean it to be. She could not, as it 
were, relax her muscles enough to be cordial. All the 
strength in Delia Caldwell’s nature was now concentrated. 
It could accomplish great things, but it might grind little 
ones to pleces. 

“Well, good-by, Delia,” said the old man, piteously. He 
was himself a strong character, but he seemed weak beside 
her. 

After he had gone, Delia went into the bedroom to her 
mother. Mrs. Caldwell was sitting there crying. She 
looked up when her daughter entered. 

“Oh, Delia,” she sobbed, “what are you goin’ to do? 
What are you goin’ to do?” 

“I am going to take off this dress, for one thing.” 

“T don’t see what you will do. There you’ve got this 
dress and your black silk, two new silk dresses, and your 
new brown woolen one, and your new bonnet and mantle, 
all these new things, and the weddin’ cake.” 

“IT suppose I can wear dresses and bonnets just as well 
if I ain’t married; and as for the wedding cake, we’ll have 
some of it for supper.” 

“Delia Caldwell!” 
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“What’s the matter, mother?” . 

Delia slipped off the long shimmering skirt of her pearl- 
colored silk, shook it out, and laid it carefully over a chair. 

“Are you crazy?” 

“Not that I know of. Why?” 

“You don’t act natural.” 

“[’m acting the way that’s natural to me.” 

“What are you going to do? Oh, you poor child!” 

Mrs. Caldwell laid hold of her daughter’s hand as she 
passed near her, and attempted to pull her to her side, 

“Don’t, please, mother,” said Delia. 

Her mother relinquished her hold and sobbed afresh. 
“I won’t pity you if you don’t want me to,” said she, “but 
it’s dreadful. There’s—another—thing. You’ve lost your 
school. Flora Strong’s spoke for it, an’ she won’t want to 
give it up.” 

“I don’t want her to. I'll get another one.” 

Delia put on a calico dress and kindled a fire and made 
tea as usual. She put some slices of wedding cake on the 
table; perhaps her will extended to her palate and kept it 
from tasting like dust and ashes to her. Her mother drank 
a cup of tea between her lamentations. 

After supper Delia packed up her wedding gifts and 
addressed them to their respective donors. There were a 
few bits of silver, but the greater number of the presents 
were pieces of fancywork from female relatives. She folded 
these mats and tidies relentlessly with her firm brown fin- 
gers. ‘There was no tenderness in her touch. She felt not 
the least sentiment toward inanimate things. 

“I think they’re actin’ awful mean to want to grab these 
things back so quick,” said her mother, her wrath gaining 
upon her grief a little. 

“It goes well with the rest,” said Delia. 

Among the gifts which she returned was a little embroid- 
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ered tidy from Flora Strong, the girl who had been engaged 
to teach her former school. 

Flora came over early the next morning. She opened the 
door and stood there hesitating. She was bashful before 
- the trouble in the house. “Good morning, Mrs. Caldwell; 
good morning, Delia,” she faltered, deprecatingly. She had 
a thin, pretty face, with very red lips and cheeks. She 
fumbled a little parcel nervously. 

“Good mornin’, Flora,” said Mrs. Caldwell. Then she 
turned her back and went into the pantry. 

Delia was washing dishes at the sink. She spoke just 
as she always did. “Good morning,” said she. “Sit down, 
won’t you, Flora?” 

Then Flora began. “Oh, Delia,” she burst out, “what 
made you send this back? What made you? You didn’t 
think I’d take it?” 

“Take what?” 

“This tidy. Oh, Delia, I made it for you! It doesn’t 
make any difference whether—”’ Flora choked with sobs. 
She dropped into a chair and put her handkerchief over 
her face. Mrs. Caldwell heard her, and began weeping, as 
she stood in the pantry. Delia went on with her dishes. 

“Oh, Delia, you’ll—take it back, won’t you?” Flora said, 
finally. 

“Of course I will, if you want me to. It’s real pretty.” 

“When I heard of it,” the girl went on—“I don’t know 
as you want me to speak of it, but I’ve got to—I felt as if 
—I declare I’d like to see Lawrence Thayer come up with. 
T’ll never speak to him again as long as [I live. Delia, you 
aren’t standing up for him, are you? You don’t care if I 
do say he’s—a villain?” 

“I hope she don’t,” wailed her mother in the pantry. 

“No,” said Delia, “I don’t care.” 

Then Flora offered to give up the school. She pleaded 
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that she should take it, but Delia would not. She could get 
another, she said. 

That afternoon, indeed, she went to see the committee. 
She had put the house to rights, pinned Flora’s tidy on the 
big rocking-chair in the parlor, and dressed herself care- 
fully in a blue-sprigged muslin, one of her wedding gowns. 
Passing down the hot village street, she saw women sewing 
at their cool sitting-room windows. She looked up at them 
and nodded as usual. She knew of a school whose teacher 
had left to be married, as she had done. She thought the 
vacancy had possibly not been filled. Very little of the 
vacation had passed. Moreover, the school was not a de- 
sirable one: the pay was small, and it was three miles from 
the village. Delia obtained the position. 

Early in September she began her duties. She went 
stanchly back and forth over the rough, dusty road day 
after day. She had the reputation of being a very fine 
teacher, although the children were a little in awe of her. 
They never came to meet her and hang about her on her 
way to the schoolhouse. Her road lay past the Thayer 
house, where she would have been living now had all gone 
well. Occasionally she met Lawrence; she passed him 
without a look. Quite often she met Olive Briggs, who 
worked in a milliner’s shop and boarded at Lawrence’s 
father’s. She always bowed to her pleasantly. She had 
seen her in the shop, although she had no real acquaintance 
with her. The girl was pretty, with the prettiness that 
Delia lacked. Her face was sweet and rosy and laughing. 
She was fine and small, and moved with a sort of tremu- 
lous lightness like a butterfly. Delia, meeting her, seemed 
to tramp. 

Everybody thought Lawrence and Olive Briggs would 
be married. They went to evening meetings together, and to 
ride. Lawrence had a fine horse. Delia was at every eve- 
ning meeting. She watched her old lover enter with the 
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other girl, and never shrank. She also looked at them riding 
past. 

“Did you see them, Delia?” her mother asked in a flut- 
tering voice one afternoon. She and Delia were sitting at 
the front windows, and Lawrence and Olive had just whirled 
by the house. 

se Viesice 

“You kept so still, I didn’t know as you did.” 

People kept close watch over Lawrence and Olive and 
Delia. Lawrence was subjected to a mild species of ostra- 
cism by a certain set of the village girls, Delia’s mates— 
honest, simple young souls; they would not speak to him 
on the street. They treated Olive with rough, rural stiff- 
ness when they traded with her in the one milliner’s shop. 
She was an out-of-town girl, and had always been regarded 
with something of suspicion. These village women had a 
strong local conservatism. They eyed strangers long before 
they admitted them. 

As for Delia, the young women friends of her own age 
treated her with a sort of deferential sympathy. They 
dared not openly condole with her, but they made her 
aware of their partisanship. As a general thing no one 
except a Thayer or a Caldwell alluded to the matter in 
her presence. The relatives of the two families were open 
enough in expressing themselves either with recrimination or 
excuse for Lawrence, or with sympathy or covert blame for 
Delia. She heard the most of it, directly or indirectly. 
Like many New England towns, this was almost overshad- 
owed by the ramifications of a few family trees. A con- 
siderable portion of the population was made up of these 
Thayers and Caldwells—two honorable and respectable old 
names. They were really, for the most part, kindly and 
respectable people, conscious of no ill intentions, and prob- 
ably possessed of few. Some of them expostulated against 
receiving back those vain bridal gifts, but Delia insisted. 
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Some of them were more willing to give than she to re- 
ceive their honest and most genuine sympathy, however 
ungracefully they might proffer it. 

Still the fine and exquisite stabs which Delia Caldwell 
had to take from her own relations and those of her for- 
sworn bridegroom were innumerable. There are those good 
and innocent-hearted people who seem to be furnished 
with stings only for those of their own kind; they are sting- 
less toward others. In one way this fact may have proved 
beneficial to Delia: while engaged in active defense against 
outside attacks, she had no time to sting herself. 

She girded on that pearl-colored silk as if it were chain 
armor, and went to merrymakings. She made calls in that 
fine black silk and white-plumed wedding bonnet. It 
seemed at times as if she were fairly running after her 
trouble; she did more than look it in the face. 

It was in February, when Delia had been teaching her 
new school nearly two terms, that Olive Briggs left town. 
People said she had given up her work and gone home to 
get ready to be married. 

Delia’s mother heard of it, and told her. “I should 
think she’d be awful afraid he wouldn’t come to the wed- 
din’,” she said, bitterly. 

“So should I,” assented Delia. She echoed everybody’s 
severe remarks about Lawrence. 

It might have been a month later when Flora Strong ran 
in one morning before school. “I’ve just heard the greatest 
news!” she panted. “What do you think—she’s jilted him!” 

“Jilted whom?” 

“Olive Briggs—she’s jilted Lawrence Thayer. She’s 
going to be married to another fellow in May. I had it 
from Milly Davis. She writes to her. It’s so.” 

“I can’t believe it,” Mrs. Caldwell said, quivering. 

“Well, it’s so. I declare I jumped right up and down 
when I heard of it. Delia, aren’t you glad?” 
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“T don’t know what difference it can make to me.” 

“I mean aren’t you glad he’s got his pay?” 

“Yes, I am,” said Delia, with slow decision. 

“She wouldn’t be human if she wasn’t,” said her mother. 
Mrs. Caldwell was cold and trembling with nervousness. 
She stood grasping the back of a chair. “But I’m afraid 
it ain’t so. Are you sure it’s so, Flora?” 

“Mrs. Caldwell, I know it’s so.” 

Delia on her way to school that morning looked at the 
Thayer house as she passed. “I wonder how he feels,” she 
said to herself. She saw Lawrence Thayer, in her stead, 
in the midst of all that covert ridicule and obloquy, that 
galling sympathy, that agony of jealousy and betrayed trust. 
They distorted his face like flames; she saw him writhe 
through their liquid wavering. 

She pressed her lips together and marched along. At 
that moment, had she met Lawrence, she would have passed 
him with a fiercer coldness than ever, but if she had seen 
the girl she would have been ready to fly at her. 

The village tongues were even harder on Lawrence than 
they had been on her. The sight of a person bending 
toward the earth with the weight of his just deserts upon 
his shoulders is generally gratifying and amusing even to 
his friends. Then there was more open rudeness among 
the young men who were Lawrence’s mates. They jeered 
him everywhere. He went about doggedly. He was strong 
in silence, but he had a sweet womanish face which showed 
the marks of words quickly. He was still very young. 
Delia was two years older than he, and looked ten. Still, 
Lawrence seemed as old in some respects. He was a quiet, 
shy young man, who liked to stay at home with his parents 
and never went about much with the young people. Be- 
fore Olive came he had seldom spoken to any girl besides 
Delia. They had been together soberly and steadily ever 
since their school days. 
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Some people said now, “Don’t you suppose Lawrence 
Thayer will go with Delia again?” But the answer always 
was, “She won’t look at him.” 

One Sunday afternoon, about a year after Olive Briggs’s 
marriage, Mrs. Caldwell said to Delia, as they were walk- 
ing home from church, “I jest want to know if you no- 
ticed how Lawrence Thayer stared at you in meetin’ this 
afternoon?” 

“No, I didn’t,” said Delia. She was looking uncom- 
monly well that day. She wore her black silk, and had 
some dark-red roses in her bonnet. 

“Well, he never took his eyes off you. Delia, that feller 
would give all his old shoes to come back, if you’d have 
him.” 

“Don’t talk so foolish, mother.” 

“He would—you depend on it.” 

“T’d like to see him,” said Delia, sternly. There was a 
red glow on her dull, thick cheeks. 

“Well, I say so, too,” said her mother. 

The next night, when Delia reached the Thayer house 
on her way from school, Lawrence’s mother stood at the 
gate. She had a little green shawl over her head. She was 
shivering; the wind blew up cool. Just behind her in the 
yard there was a little peach tree all in blossom. 

She held out her hand mutely when Delia reached her. 
The girl did not take it. “Good evening,” said she, and 
was passing. 

“Can’t you stop jest a minute, Delia?” 

“Was there anything you wanted?” 

“Can’t you come into the house jest a minute? I wanted 
to see you about somethin’.” 

“I don’t believe I can tonight, Mrs. Thayer.” 

“There ain’t anybody there. There was somethin’ J 
wanted to see you about.” 

The green shawl was bound severely around her small, 
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old face with its peaked chin. She reached out her long, 
wrinkled hand over the gate, and clutched Delia’s arm 
softly. 

“Well, Pll come in a minute.” Delia followed Mrs, 
Thayer past the blooming peach tree into the house. 

The old woman dragged forward the best rocking-chair 
tremblingly. “Sit down, dear,” said she. Then she seated 
herself close beside her, and, leaning forward, gazed into 
her face with a sort of deprecating mildness. She even 
laid hold of one of her hands, but the girl drew it away 
softly. There was a gentle rustic demonstrativeness about 
Lawrence’s mother which had always rather abashed Delia, 
who was typically reserved. “I wanted to speak to you 
about Lawrence,” said the old woman. Delia sat stiffly 
erect, her head turned away. “I can’t bear to think you 
are always goin’ to feel so hard toward him, Delia. Did 
you know it?” 

Delia half arose. “There isn’t any use in bringing all 
this up again, Mrs. Thayer; it’s all past now.” 

“Sit down jest a minute, dear. I want to talk to you. I 
know you’ve got good reason to blame him; but there’s 
some excuse. He wa’n’t nothin’ but a boy, an’ she was 
sweet-lookin’, an’ she took on dreadful. You’d thought she 
was goin’ to die. It’s turned out jest the way I knew 
*twould. I told Lawrence how ’twould be then. I see! 
right through her. She meant well enough. I s’pose she 
thought she was in love with Lawrence; but she was flighty. 
She went home and saw another fellow, an’ Lawrence was 
nowhere. He didn’t care so much as folks thought. Delia, 
I’m goin’ to tell you the truth: he thought more of you 
than he did of her the whole time. You look as if you 
thought I was crazy, but I ain’t. She jest bewitched him 
a little spell, but you was at the bottom of his heart always 
—you was, Delia.” The old woman broke into sobs. 
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Delia rose. “I’d better go. There isn’t any use in bring- 
ing this up, Mrs. Thayer.” 

“Don’t go, Delia—don’t. I wanted to tell you. He got 
to talkin’ with me a little the other Sabbath night. It’s 
the first time he’s said a word, but he felt awful bad, an’ 
I questioned him. Says he, ‘Mother, I don’t dream of such 
a thing as her havin’ of me, or carin’ anything about me 
again; but I do feel as if I should like to do somethin’ if I 
could, to make up to her a little for the awful wrong I’ve 
done her.’ That was jest the words he said. Delia, he 
ain’t such a bad boy as you think he is, after all. You 
hadn’t ought to despise him.” 

“He'll have to do something to show I’ve got some rea- 
son not to, then,” said Delia. She looked immovably at 
the old woman, who was struggling with her sobs. She 
told her mother of the conversation after she got home. 

“You did jest right,” said Mrs, Caldwell. “I wouldn’t 
knuckle to ’em if I was in your place.” She was getting 
tea. After they had finished the meal and sat idly at the 
table for a few minutes, she looked across at her daughter 
suddenly, with embarrassed sharpness. “Speakin’ about 
Lawrence, you wouldn’t feel as if you ever could take him, 
anyhow, would you?” said she. 

“Mother, what are you talking about?” 

In a few weeks the anniversary of Delia’s defeated wed- 
ding came. She spoke of it herself after dinner. She and 
her mother were making currant jelly. 

“Why, it’s my wedding day, mother,” said she. “I ought 
to have put on my wedding gown and eaten some wedding 
cake, instead of making jelly.” 

“Don’t talk so, child,” said her mother. Sometimes De- 
fia’s hardihood startled her. 

Delia was pressing the currants in a muslin bag, and the 
juice was running through her fingers, when there was a 
loud knock at the door. 
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“Why, who’s that?” her mother said, fluttering. She 
ran and peeped through the sitting-room blinds. “It’s Mrs. 
*Rastus Thayer,” she motioned back, “an’ Milly.” 

“T’ll go to the door,” said Delia. She washed her hands 
hurriedly and went. She noticed with surprise that the 
two visitors were dressed in their Sunday best, Mrs. Thayer 
in her nicely kept cinnamon-brown silk, and Milly in her 
freshly starched white muslin. They had an air of con- 
strained curiosity about them as they entered and took their 
seats in the parlor. 

Delia sat down with them and tried to talk. Pretty soon 
her mother, who had prinked a little; entered; but just as 
she did so there was another knock. Some of the Cald- 
well cousins had come this time. They. also were finely 
dressed, and entered with that same soberly expectant air. 
They were hardly seated before others arrived. Delia, going 
to the door this time, saw the people coming by twos and 
threes up the street. They flocked in, and she brought 
chairs. Nothing disturbed her outward composure; but 
her mother grew pale and tremulous. She no longer tried 
to speak; she sat staring. At two o’clock the rooms were 
- filled with that same company who had assembled to see 
Delia wedded two years before. 

They sat around the walls in stiff silence; they seemed 
to be waiting. Delia was not imaginative, nor given to 
morbid fancies; but sitting there in the midst of that mys- 
terious company, in her cotton gown, with her hands stained 
with currant juice, she fairly began to believe that it was a 
dream. Were not these people mere phantoms of the fa- 
miliar village folk assembling after this truly fantastic man- 
ner, and sitting here in this ghostly silence! Was not the 
whole a phantasmagoria of the last moments of her sweet 
old happiness and belief in truth? Was not she, herself, 
disenchanted, with her cotton gown and stained hands, the 
one real thing in it? 
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The scent of the pinks came in the window, and she no- 
ticed that. “How real it all is!” she thought. “But I 
shall wake up before long.” It was like one of those 
dreams in which one clings stanchly to the consciousness 
of the dream and will not sink beneath its terrors. 

When Lawrence Thayer entered she seemed to wake 
violently. She half rose from her seat, then sank down 
again. Her mother screamed. 

Lawrence Thayer stood by the parlor door, where every- 
body in the two rooms could hear him. His gentle, beard- 
less face was pale as death, but the pallor revealed some 
strong lines which his youthful bloom had softened. He 
was slender, and stooped a little naturally; now he was 
straight as a reed. He had a strange look to these people 
who had always known him. 

“Friends,” he began, in a solemn, panting voice, “I— 
have—asked you to come here on the anniversary of the 
day on which Delia Caldwell and I were to have been mar- 
ried, to make to her, before you all, the restitution in my 
power. I don’t do it to put myself before you in a better 
light: God, who knows everything, knows I don’t; it’s for 
her.. I was a coward, and mean, and it’s going to last. 
Nothing that I can do now is going to alter that. All I want 
now is to make up to her a little for what she’s been through. 
Two years ago today she stood before you all rejected and 
slighted. Now look at me in her place.” 

Then he turned to Delia with a stiff motion. It was like 
solemn, formal oratory, but his terrible earnestness gave 
it heat. “Delia Caldwell, I humbly beg your pardon. I 
love you better than the whole world, and I ask you to be 
my wife.” 

“I never will.” It was as if Delia’s whole nature had 
been set to these words; they had to be spoken. She had 
risen, and stood staring at him so intently that the whole 
concourse of people vanished in blackness. She saw only 
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his white face. All the thoughts in her brain spread wings 
and flew, swiftly circling. She heard what he said, and 
she heard her own thoughts with a strange double con- 
sciousness. All those days came back—the sweet old con- 
fidences, the old looks and ways. That pale speaking face 
was Lawrence’s—Lawrence’s; not that strange other’s who 
had left her for that pink-faced girl. This revelation of 
his inner self, which smote the others with a sense of 
strangeness, thrilled her with the recognition of love. “A 
coward and mean.” Yes, he had been, but— Yes, there 
was some excuse for him—there was. Is not every fault 
wedded to its own excuse, that pity may be born into the 
world? He was as honest in what he was saying as a man 
could be. He could have had no hope that she would 
marry him. He knew her enduring will, her power of in- 
dignation. This was no subtle scheme for his own advan- 
tage. Even these people would not think that. They would 
not, indeed, believe him capable of it. The system of ter- 
rible but coolly calculated ventures for success was one with 
which this man would not be likely to grapple. He was 
honest in this. There sat all the Thayers and Caldwells. 
How they would talk and laugh at him! 

Lawrence turned to go. He had bowed silently when 
she gave him her quick answer. There was a certain dig- 
nity about him. He had in reality pulled himself’ up to 
the level of his own noble, avowed sentiments. 

Delia stood gazing after him. She looked so relentless 
that she was almost terrible. One young girl, staring at 
her, began to cry. 

Mrs. Erastus Thayer sat near the door. Delia’s eyes 
glanced from Lawrence to her face. Then she sprang 
forward. 

“You needn’t look at him in that way,” she cried out. 
“I am going to marry him. Lawrence, come back!” 


ERR cece lecect.. 


XX. THE APPLE TREE? 


Sam Mappox’s house was like a glaring blot on the tidy 
New England landscape, for the very landscape had been 
made to bear evidence to the character of the dwellers upon 
the soil. There was no wealth in the village, there was 
even poverty, but everywhere thrift and making the most 
of little, bringing out of humble possessions the very utmost 
that was in them for beauty and utility. When a house 
was scarcely larger than a child’s toy it was white-painted 
and green-blinded, with windows shining like jewels; when 
there was only a little patch of yard, it was gay with flowers 
or velvet-smooth with grass; before it was a white fence 
or a trim green hedge, outside was a row of carefully tended 
trees. 

But Sam Maddox’s house, unpainted since it was built, 
and that was nearly a hundred years since, sagging as to 
its roof and its sills, with a scant and ragged allowance of 
glass in the windows, with the sordid waste of poverty in 
shameless evidence around it on all sides, stood in a glaring 
expanse of raw soil, growing only a few clumps of burdocks, 
and marked in every direction with the sprawling tracks 
of omnipresent hens. In the first hot days of May this 
yard before Sam Maddox’s house was a horror, actually 
provocative of physical discomfort to a sensitive observer. 
The sun lay on the front of the Maddox house and its 
yard all day; every detail of squalor, so extreme that it 
reached the limit of decency, was evident. Passers-by turned 
aside; even the sweet spring air was contaminated to their 
fancy; for it was not in reality; it was only that the insult 

1 Copyright, 1903, by Harper & Brothers. 
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to one sense seemed to imply an insult to another. In 
reality the air was honey-sweet; for there was no crying 
evil of uncleanliness about the place, and in the midst of 
the yard was a whole bouquet of spring. That was the 
one redemption of it all. Often one, after looking away, 
unless he was carping to stiff-neckedness, would glance 
backward, and the sight of the apple tree would serve as 
a solace to his very soul, and beauty and the hope of the 
resurrection would vanquish squalor and the despair of 
humanity. There was never a more beautiful apple tree; 
Majestic with age, it yet had all the freshness of youth and 
its perfection. Not one dead branch was there on the tree, 
not one missing from its fair symmetry. The blooming 
spread of it was even to the four winds; it described a per- 
fect circle of wonderful bloom. The blossoms of this apple 
tree were unusually rosy—they were as deep as roses, but 
with shadows of pearl—and the fragrance of them was ex- 
haustless. The whole tree seemed to pant, and sing, and 
shout with perfume; it seemed to call even more loudly 
than the robins that lived in its boughs. The tree was 
utter perfection, and a triumph over all around it. 

On the day in the month of May when the tree was at 
its best, Sam Maddox sat in the doorway, and his wife 
Adeline rocked back and forward past the open window. A 
baby wailed in her lap; she held a cheap novel over its 
head and read peacefully, undisturbed. Four more chil- 
dren pervaded the yard, their scanty little garments earth 
stained, their faces and hands and legs and feet earth 
stained. They had become in a certain sense a part of the 
soil, as much as the weeds and flowers of the spring. Their 
bare toes clung to the warm, kindly earth with caressing 
instinct; they grubbed in it tenderly with little, clinging 
hands; they fairly burrowed in it, in soft, sunny nests, like 
the hens. They made small, inarticulate noises, indicative 
of extreme comfort and satisfaction, like young which are 
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nursed and coddled to their fill. There was very little strife 
and dissension among the Maddox children in spite of their 
ill-repute and general poverty and wretchedness. The Mad- 
doxes were pariahs, suspected of all sorts of minor iniqui- 
ties, but in reality they were a gentle, docile tribe, whose 
gentleness and docility were the causes of most of their 
failures of life. Sam Maddox and his brood, lacking that 
of comfort and necessaries which they saw their neighbors 
possess, never thought of complaining or grasping for the 
sweets on the boughs behind their wall of fate. They settled 
back unquestioningly on the soft side of their poverty, and 
slept, and smiled, and were not unhappy. 

Over across the road Mrs. Sarah Blake cleaned house. 
She was small and weak-muscled in spite of her life of 
strenuous toil, which had bent her narrow back and knotted 
her tiny hands without strengthening them. She staggered 
out into the hot May sunlight with a great feather bed, tug- 
ging it with a grip of desperation on the slack of one end. 
She dumped it into the midst of the green expanse of her 
front yard, between a tossing snowball bush and a syringa 
on one side and a strip of lilies-of-the-valley on the other; 
then she beat it with half-futile fury, assailing it like 
a live thing with a cane which her husband had used 
to walk abroad the year she was married, half a cen- 
tury ago. Sarah Blake was an old woman, although 
she had never confessed it, even to herself. Her two 
children were dead long ago, after they were women 
grown. There was no one except herself and husband, and 
Edison Blake was much older than she, stronger of body, 
though with less vigor of mind. All the morning she had 
been striving in vain to whip up old Edison to the point 
of enthusiasm in house cleaning. He was lukewarm, not 
openly rebellious, timid, but covertly dissenting. When- 
ever her back was turned and she presumably out of hear- 
ing, old Edison, who had been considered unregenerate 
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in his youth, would say something under his breath, and 
then glance apprehensively around, and then chuckle with 
defiance. 

‘Once his wife heard him. She had left him meekly, to 
all appearances, cleaning the parlor windows. The old man 
was laboriously wiping off the panes with a cloth dipped in 
kerosene, the fumes of which were in his nostrils; he abom- 
inated kerosene. He was stout, and his fat, pink face was 
beaded with perspiration. He pulled his collar off with a 
jerk; then he said something with force. That time his 
wife heard him. She had not gone so far as he thought. 
She had come in for a clean little broom to sweep the 
feather bed, after whipping it with the cane. “What did 
I hear you say, Edison Blake?” she demanded. She eyed 
him like an accusing conscience. Old Edison gave her one 
sidelong glance; then he turned to the window. He,cleaned 
vigorously; he cocked his head on one side, busily, to see 
if a streak remained athwart the sunlight. “You needn’t 
pretend you don’t hear and it wa’n’t nothin’, Edison Blake,” 
said his wife Sarah. “I know you said something you 
didn’t want me to hear, and now I want to know what it 
was.” 

“What you want to hear for, if it’s somethin’ you think 
wa’n’t right?” inquired old Edison, with a feeble growl of 
self-assertion. 

“T want to know,” said she, ignoring the point of his 
remark, 

“J didn’t say much of anything,” he hedged. 

“What did you say, Edison Blake?” 

“I said goll durn it, then, if you want to know,” burst 
forth old Edison, with the fury of desperation. 

“Edison Blake, I don’t see what you think is goin’ to 
become of you.” 

Old Edison was meek and always in a state of chronic 
intimidation by his wife, but all things have a bay. Old 
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Edison could find his. He did now. He faced. his wife 
Sarah. “It ain’t likely, whatever is goin’ to become of me, 
I’m goin’ where there’s house cleanin’, anyhow!” said he. 

“You'll go where there’s somethin’ worse than house 
cleanin’.” 

“Tt’ll have to be pooty goll durned bad to be any worse,” 
said old Edison. 

He looked steadily at his wife. She yielded, beaten by 
masculine assertion. She essayed one stony look of re- 
proof, but her pale-blue eyes fell before the old man’s, full 
of shrewd malice and quizzical triumph. She tossed her 
head and went out with her limp calico skirt lashing her thin 
ankles in a gust of spring wind. “When you get that win- 
der finished you can come out an’ help me shake the 
braided mat,” she called back. She knew that would de- 
press the victor, for she was merciless and miraculously 
untiring when it came to shaking a mat; she would not 
release the sufferer at the other end until not an atom of 
dust clouded the air. This time, however, fate, although 
an untoward one, interposed. Old Edison stepped in a 
chair to facilitate the process of cleaning the upper panes 
of the window, and the chair, dating back to the period of 
his wife’s mother, and having seen better days as to its 
cane seat, and the old man being heavy, succumbed, and 
old Edison came with a jolt through to the floor. The 
thud brought in his wife Sarah, pale and gasping. When 
she saw her husband standing there in the wreck of the 
chair she stared a moment, then she spoke. Old Edison 
was holding to his head in a dazed fashion, not offering to 
move. “Now you’ve gone an’ done it, Edison Blake!” said 
she. 

“It give way all of a sudden an’ let me through, Sarah,” 
said old Edison, feebly. 

“Didn’t you know better than to stand up in one of them 
cane-seat chairs, heavy as you be?” 
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“I didn’t know but it would bear me, Sarah!” 

“Of course it wouldn’t bear you. One of them nice 
cane-seat chairs that mother had when she was married! 
Pd ruther have given five dollar than had it happen.” 

“I’m dretful sorry, Sarah.” 

“I think you’d better be. Why don’t you git out, an’ 
not stand there starin’ and hangin’ onto your head?” 

“My head is kind of dizzy, I guess, Sarah. I can’t seem 
to see jest straight. I come down pooty hefty, I guess.” 

“You didn’t come down on your head, did you? Looks 
to me as if you’d landed on your feet. That nice chair!” 

“Yes, I s’pose I did land on my feet, Sarah, but it ain’t 
them that’s hurt, but my head feels pooty bad, I guess.” 

There was, directly, no doubt that it did. Old Edison 
turned a ghastly, appealing face toward his wife, who 
promptly advanced, scolding the while, and strove to extri- 
cate him from the broken chair. But that was beyond 
her strength, and old Edison was unable to help himself, 
although he was not unconscious. He continued to make 
feebly deprecatory remarks as he failed to respond to his 
wife’s futile efforts. 

Finally Sarah Blake made an impatient exclamation. 
“Well, I ain’t goin’ to work this way for nothin’ any longer,” 
said she. Then she was gone, not heeding the weak in- 
quiry as to what she was going to do which her husband 
sent after her. 

Straight across the road she raced, with skirts and apron 
flying to the wind like sails, making pitiless revelations of 
ascetic anatomy. Straight up to Sam Maddox in his peace- 
ful leisure on the front doorstep she went. “Edison has 
fell and hurt himself, gone through one of the cane-seat 
chairs my mother had when she was married,” she said, 
in an accusing tone, “an’ he’s stuck there in it, and I want 
you to come right over and git him out. I can’t lift him, 
and he won’t help himself one mite.” 
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Sam Maddox raised his shaggy, blond head, and brought 
his pleasant blue eyes and pleasanter gaping mouth to bear 
upon her. 

“Hey?” he said, inquiringly, with a long, husky drawl. 

Sarah Blake repeated the burden of her speech with fu- 
rious emphasis. ! 

“You want me to come over and help git him out?” said 
Sam Maddox. Adeline Maddox had come to the door, and 
the small baby in her arms was uttering wails of feeble 
querulousness unheeded. 

“Yes, I do want somebody to come over an’ git him out,” 
said Sarah Blake. “I can’t lift him, an’ he'll stan’ there 
till doomsday, for all he’ll help himself.” . 

“Is he hurt?” inquired Sam Maddox, with some interest, 

“Says his head’s kind of dizzy; he looks kinder pale. I 
s’pose he come down pretty hard. He went right through 
the seat of that chair, an’ the cane seat wa’n’t broke a mite 
before.” 

“T’ll come right along,” said Sam Maddox, and straight- 
way rose with loose sprawls of ungainly limbs. He seemed 
a kindly and ineffectual giant when he stood up; he had 
doubled up an enormous length of limb in his sitting pos- 
ture. : 

Sam Maddox followed, with long, languid strides, Sarah 
Blake, who hopped on before him, like a nervous bird, 
across the street. After them streamed the Maddox chil- 
dren, a white-headed, earth-stained troop; in the rear of all 
came Adeline Maddox, her paper novel fluttering, the small 
baby wailing, her yellow hair flying in strings. 

“There ain’t no need of the whole family,” Sarah Blake 
called out sharply once, but they came on smilingly. 

Poor old Edison Blake was sitting on the ragged edge of 
the broken chair when they arrived. “I swun!” said Sam 
Maddox, when he caught sight of him. 
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He lifted him out bodily and laid him on the lounge, and 
Sarah got the camphor bottle. 

She was not in the least alarmed. “He come down pretty 
_ hard, and his head wa’n’t never very strong,” she said. She 
bathed his forehead with the camphor with hard strokes; 
she got it in his eyes, and she pushed back his hair re- 
morselessly. “Keep still. I’m goin’ to see to it that you 
git enough camphor to do some good,” said she, firmly, 
when old Edison pushed her hand away from his smarting 
eyes. 

“You're gitting of it in my eyes, Sarah,” he remon- 
strated, meekly. All his spirit was gone, between the hurt 
to the chair and himself. 

“You keep still,” said she, and old Edison screwed his 
eyes tightly together. His color was fast returning. He 
was evidently not much the worse, but he groaned when 
his wife inquired how he felt now. 

“Seems to me he’d better keep still awhile,” said Sam 
Maddox, looking at him compassionately. “Seems to me 
he hadn’t better clean winders till he’s rested a little whilst.” 

“We’ve got somethin’ to do beside rest over here,” re- 
plied Sarah Blake, with unmistakable emphasis. Sam Mad- 
dox smiled, and Adeline smiled foolishly and sweetly. ‘They 
appreciated the sarcasm, and took it amiably. 

However, old Edison groaned again, and Sarah left him 
in peace on the lounge, when the Maddoxes streamed home- 
ward across the street, and she returned to the yard to re- 
sume her struggle with the feather bed and the mats. 

She was somewhat at a loss when it came to the braided 
mat which belonged in the sitting room. It was a large mat, 
and very heavy. She strove to lift it; she could scarcely 
do that. She strove to shake it; as well try to shake the 
side of the house. She eyed it as if it were some refractory 
animal. The negative opposition of inanimate things al- 
ways filled this small, intense woman with fury. She let 
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the mat slide to the ground; she gave a weary and angry 
sigh. Then she looked across the street. There sat Sam 
Maddox on his doorsteps, lazily regarding her. He had 
certainly seen her helpless effort to shake the braided mat. 
She stood eyeing him for one minute. Then across the 
street she marched. 

She stood before Sam Maddox, electric, compelling, this 
small, delicate old woman before this great, lumbering giant 
of a man. 

“Sam Maddox, Id like to know what you mean?” said 
she. 

He stared at her. “Hey?” he said. 

“T’d like to know what you think of yourself?” 

e tleyie 

“T’d like to know what you think of yourself? You heard 
what I said the first time. If you was my son, I’d cure you 
of sayin’ ‘hey,’ if I killed you. If you hear, why don’t you 
hear? You are too lazy to sense things, even, unless some- 
body else drives °em into your head to save you the trou- 
ble of takin’ ’em in. I’d like to know what you think of 
yourself?” 

“T dunno,” said Sam Maddox. 

“I guess you don’t know. If you did know, you wouldn’t 
keep your settin’ long. Ain’t you been lookin’ over the 
road at me tryin’ to shake that great mat all alone, and 
you doin’ nothin’?” 

Sam Maddox hitched. His wife, Adeline, with the baby, 
came slowly to the front; the earth-stained children gath- 
ered round. 

“What did you s’pose I was goin’ to do?” queried Sarah 
Blake. 

Sam Maddox looked at her with the perplexed stare of 
a good-natured dog trying with the limitations of his dog- 
hood to comprehend a problem of humanity; then he mur- 
mured feebly again that he didn’t know. 
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“And me with my husband laid up with falling through 
one of my mother’s nice cane-seat chairs that she had when 
she was married!” said Sarah Blake, further. 

Adeline, who was weakly emotional, wiped her eyes. Sam 
Maddox, feeling it incumbent upon him to make some re- 
sponse, and finding speech inadequate, grunted. 

“Well, ain’t you goin’ to do nothin’ but sit there and 
stare?” demanded Sarah Blake, with a sort of cold fury. 

Sam Maddox rose and shuffled before her, as if essaying a 
dance. 

“For the land’s sake! Ain’t you got any gumption, no 
snap at all? Be you goin’ to sit there an’ see me tryin’ 
to shake that great, heavy mat, an’ never offer to raise a 
finger?” 

“Do go over there an’ help her shake her mat, Sam,” 
sniffed Adeline. . 

A look of joyous relief overspread Sam Maddox’s per- 
plexed face. He started with perfect assent. “Sartain,” 
he drawled—“sartain.” 

“Tl make it wuth your while,” said Sarah Blake. 

Sam stopped and eyed her doubtfully. 

“What!” said he. 

“T’ll see to it you’re paid for it.” 

Sam settled loosely on to the doorsteps again; a look of 
evanescent firmness overspread his face. 

“Ain’t you comin’?” 

“T ain’t workin’,” said Sam Maddox. 

“Mebbe you think we can’t pay enough. I guess we 
can pay as much as your work is wuth, Sam Maddox. We 
ain’t in the poorhouse yet.” 


“T ain’t workin’.” 


“He means he don’t do no work for money. Don’t you, 
Sam?” inquired Adeline, tearfully. The baby whimpered, 


and she dandled it with no enthusiasm. 
“He won’t work for pay?” inquired Sarah Blake, dazedly. 
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“TI don’t shake mats for old women for no pay,” said 
Sam Maddox, with who could tell what species of inborn 
pride or generosity? 

“You mean you’d rather come for nothin 

Sam nodded obstinately. 

“You think we ain’t able to pay you?” asked Sarah, jeal- 
ously. 

“Dunno”, and don’t care.” 

“You mean you just won’t?” 

Sam nodded. 

“Why don’t you come, then, an’ not keep me standin’ 
here all day? I want to git that setting room cleaned, if I 
can, today.” 

Sam rose again, and slouched across the road in the wake 
of the little, vociferous, indefatigable woman. He looked, 
this great, loosely built, ineffectual, blond giant of a man, 
the very antipode to the woman snapping with her over- 
plus of energy, as she led the way to the scene of labor. He 
might have been an inhabitant of another planet. 

Now, indeed, came a time of trial to Sam Maddox. 
From where he toiled, in the Blake yard, he could see, like 
a vision of a lost paradise, his old comfortable doorstep, 
the doorpost which leaned luxuriously to his back, the 
warm sunlight which overspread the whole place like a sea 
of blessing. The clamor of the happy children playing 
about with an incessant enjoyment of youth and life was 
as pleasant to him as the hum of bees. Adeline rocked ever 
back and forth past the window with an inertia of peace, 
and the great apple tree perfumed and irradiated the whole. 
Sam Maddox glanced scornfully at the small, reluctant pear 
tree in the Blake yard. 

“What be you a-lookin’ at?” inquired Sarah Blake from 
the other end of the braided mat. “Shake it this way.” 

“Your pear tree don’t amount to much, does it?” said 
Sam Maddox. 


2329 
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“No, it don’t, and they’re winter pears on that tree, too. 
They last till long after Thanksgivin’. I always make 
sauce of ’em an’ have ’em for supper Thanksgivin’ night. 
We don’t want much after turkey dinner, an’ a little of that 
pear sauce used to go jest right. I dunno’ what ails that 
tree. He trimmed it up real nice, too.” 

“Mebbe he trimmed it too much.” 

“No, he didn’t. I ain’t goin’ to have old, dead branches 
or spindlin’ ones that don’t amount to much on a tree in 
my yard. I believe in keeping trees nice an’ neat as well as 
houses.” 

“Ain’t never tetched my apple tree,” observed Sam Mad- 
dox, with unusual pride. 

Sarah sniffed. “Well, I suppose the Lord looks out for 
trees, the same as he does for folks, when they ain’t got 
anybody else,” said she. 

“It’s a pretty handsome tree,” said Sam Maddox, ignor- 
ing the sarcasm. 

“I don’t care nothin’ about the looks of a tree so long as 
it has good apples. I want apples to last all winter, good, 
sound ones. I want ’em for my Thanksgivin’ pies. I feel 
thankful for apples like that, but I can’t say as I do, if I 
say just what I think, for them early kinds.” 

“The apples on that tree would keep if we let ’em, I 
reckon,” said Sam Maddox, “but we don’t make pies nor 
sauce of ’em, and we eat ’em right up. They ain’t quite 
so meller. The children are dreadful fond of them apples.” 

“T didn’t s’pose you did make pies,” said Sarah, and she 
sniffed. 

“I never see blooms so pink as them,” said the man, gaz- 
ing with the expression of an artist at the tree. 

“T don’t care nothin’ about blooms; it’s apples I’m arter,” 
said Sarah. 

That was a red-letter day for old Edison Blake. He fell 
asleep on the sitting-room lounge, and when he awoke was 
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fully aware that the dizziness in his head was gone. He 
felt guiltily that he ought to rise and resume his labor, but 
he could not resist the impulse to remain in his comfortable 
place a little longer. Sam Maddox passed the open win- 
dow with a braided mat over his shoulder. Old Edison 
heard his wife’s sharp voice of direction and admonition. 
“She’s got Sam Maddox helpin’ her,” he reflected. He 
knew how small an opinion his wife had of Sam Maddox; 
he knew that he ought to rise, but he lay still. Pretty soon 
Sam entered the room for a brush. Old Edison lay with 
eyes wide open, regarding him. Sam paused and stooped 
over him. 

“Better?” he inquired. 

Old Edison closed his eyes in affirmation. 

“Dizzy feelin’ gone?” 

(74 Bout.” 

Sam Maddox looked down at the aged, recumbent figure. 
“Look here,” he said. He bent low and whispered, sharply: 
“Don’t you git up. You jest lay low. It’s durned hard 
work, house cleanin’; you’re too old. You lay low. [ll 
stay round and help.” 

Old Edison looked at him with intensest gratitude; an’ 
expression of bliss overspread his face. He smiled the smile 
of a contented baby. 

“Just go to sleep ag’in,” said Sam Maddox. 

Old Edison closed his eyes. 

When Sam Maddox emerged from the house, Sarah Blake 
inquired how her husband was. 

“Looks pretty slim to me,” said Sam Maddox. 

“Asleep?” 

“His eyes was shut; looked as if he was. Seems to me 
he ought to keep pretty still.” 

“Guess he can keep still enough,” said Sarah. Pretty 
soon she went in to peep at old Edison. He lay drawing 
long, even, whistling breaths. When she went out of the 
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room he gazed after her from the corner of one cautious 
eye. 

Sam Maddox worked all that beautiful May day for 

Sarah Blake. She was the hardest, and, in fact, the only 
’ task mistress of life whom he had ever known. Sam had 
lived somehow without much work. He owned his poor 
house and lot and apple tree. People who pitied the chil- 
dren of the irresponsible pair assisted them. Once in a 
while he went gunning and fishing. Somehow they lived 
and were happy. 
- When Sam Maddox went home that night, the oldest 
girl had dug a mess of dandelions, and there was a parcel 
of cress from the bank of the brook. Somehow there was 
a loaf of bread, and molasses, and tea. Sam had no idea 
how they were procured, but there they were. They all 
ate and were thankful. After supper, in the delicious cool 
of the day, Sam sat on the doorstep. Adeline put the baby 
to bed, then she came and sat by her husband’s side, her 
elbows on her knees, her delicate chin in her hands, and 
her sharp, pretty face upturned toward the ineffable clear 
pallor of the sky. The children had subsided, and were 
grouped in a charming little cluster like a bunch of flowers 
in the yard under the apple tree. And the apple tree was 
a mystery of whiteness and ravishing fragrance. In the 
day it had been simply a magnificent apple tree; when the 
shadows came, it was something more. Sam Maddox gazed 
at it, and the breath of it came over his senses. He looked 
across at the Blake house in its tidy yard. There was a 
light in the sitting room, and a small figure bustled back 
and forth incessantly past the window. Now and then a 
larger, taller shape lumbered before the light. There was 
a sound of a hammer and a sharp voice. 

“Old Edison, he’s had one day off, anyhow,” chuckled 
Sam Maddox. He stretched his great limbs, which ached 
with the unaccustomed strain of the day’s toil. He con- 
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tinued to gaze reflectively at the Blake house. “Dreadful 
clean over there,” he murmured. 

“S’pose so,” asserted Adeline, indifferently. There was 
an angelic expression in her face, upturned toward the sky. 
Possibly her imagination, from the slight stimulus of a third- 
rate novel, was making a leap out of her surroundings. 

“Says she cleans house once a month from now till 
Thanksgivin’, on account of the dust, an’ the winders hav- 
in’ to be open so much,” said Sam Maddox. 

“Lord!” said Adeline, indifferently. 

“I shouldn’t think they’d have any Thanksgivin’ when 
they got to it, workin’ so hard and fussin’ all the time. I 
shouldn’t.” 

Then Adeline looked with strong disapproval across at 
the Blake house. “Doggin’ round all day,” said she. 

“That’s so,” assented Sam. “It’s terrible hard work 
cleanin’ house.” 

“What’s the use? It gits dirty again,” said Adeline. 

“That’s so.” Sam looked again at the great apple tree. 
“Mighty handsome tree,” said he. 

Adeline looked and smiled. Her face was really beau- 
tiful. “Real handsome,” said she. 

“I don’t see no use in waitin’ for Thanksgivin’, fussin’ and 
cleanin’ an’ cookin’. I don’t see why we ain’t got Thanks- 
givin’ any time right along any time of year,” said Sam, 
thoughtfully. 

“That’s so,” said Adeline, nodding happily. 

Sam gazed at her. “Seems as if you got better-lookin’ 
than ever,” he said. “You ain’t tired, be you?” 

“No; ain’t done nothin’ all day. You tired, Sam?” 

“Sorter. Hard work cleanin’ house.” 

“You can rest tomorrer.”’ 

Sam nodded, still with tender eyes on his wife’s face. 

The wind blew, and a wonderful breath of fragrance came 
from the apple tree, and they inhaled it. “Lord! it’s a dread- 
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ful pretty world, ain’t it?” said Sam Maddox, and on his 
face was a light of unconscious praise. 

“Yes, ’tis,” said Adeline, and her face looked like her 
husband’s. 

The splendid apple tree bloomed and sweetened, and the 
man and woman, in a certain sense, tasted and drank it until 
it became a part of themselves, and there was in the midst 
of the poverty and shiftlessness of the Maddox yard a great 
inflorescence of beauty for its redemption. 


SRP eee we eke 


XXI. NOBLES SE} 


Manrcaret Lee encountered in her late middle age the rather 
singular strait of being entirely alone in the world. She was 
unmarried, and as far as relatives were concerned, she had 
none except those connected with her by ties not of blood, 
but by marriage. 

Margaret had not married when her flesh had been com- 
parative; later, when it had become superlative, she had 
no opportunities to marry. Life would have been hard 
enough for Margaret under any circumstances, but it was 
especially hard, living, as she did, with her father’s step- 
daughter and that daughter’s husband. 

Margaret’s stepmother had been a child in spite of her 
two marriages, and a very silly, although pretty child. 
The daughter, Camille, was like her, although not so pretty, 
and the man whom Camille had married was what Mar- 
garet had been taught to regard as “common.” His busi- 
Mess pursuits were irregular and partook of mystery. He 
always smoked cigarettes and chewed gum. He wore loud 
shirts and a diamond scarfpin which had upon him the 
appearance of stolen goods. The gem had belonged to Mar- 
garet’s own mother, but when Camille expressed a desire 
to present it to Jack Desmond, Margaret had yielded with 
no outward hesitation, but afterward she wept miserably 
over its loss when alone in her room. The spirit had gone 
out of Margaret, the little which she had possessed. She 
had always been a gentle, sensitive creature, and was almost 
helpless before the wishes of others. 

After all, it had been a long time since Margaret had 

1 Copyright, 1910, 1911, 1912, 1913, 1914, by Harper & Brothers. 
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been able to force the ring even upon her little finger, but 
she had derived a small pleasure from the reflection that 
she owned it in its faded velvet box, hidden under laces in 
her top bureau drawer. She did not like to see it blazing 
forth from the tie of this very ordinary young man who 
had married Camille. Margaret had a gentle, high-bred 
contempt for Jack Desmond, but at the same time a vague 
fear of him. Jack had a measure of unscrupulous business 
shrewdness, which spared nothing and nobody, and that in 
spite of the fact that he had not succeeded. 

Margaret owned the old Lee place, which had been mag- 
_ nificent, but of late years the expenditures had been reduced 
and it had deteriorated. The conservatories had been closed. 
There was only one horse in the stable. Jack had bought 
him. He was a worn-out trotter with legs carefully bandaged. 
Jack drove him at reckless speed, not considering those 
slender, braceleted legs. Jack had a racing gig, and when 
in it, with striped coat, cap on one side, cigarette in mouth, 
lines held taut, skimming along the roads in clouds of dust, 
he thought himself the man and true sportsman which he 
was not. Some of the old Lee silver had paid for that 
waning trotter. 

Camille adored Jack, and cared for no associations, no 
society, for which he was not suited. Before the trotter was 
bought she told Margaret that the kind of dinners which 
she was able to give in Fairhill were awfully slow. “If we 
could afford to have some men out from the city, some nice 
fellers that Jack knows, it would be worth while,” said she; 
“but we have grown so hard up we can’t do a thing to make 
it worth their while. Those men haven’t got any use for a 
back-number old place like this. We can’t take them round 
in autos, nor give them a chance at cards, for Jack couldn’t 
pay if he lost, and Jack is awful honorable. We can’t have 
the right kind of folks here for any fun. I don’t propose 
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to ask the rector and his wife, and old Mr. Harvey, or people 
like the Leaches.” 

“The Leaches are a very good old family,” said Mar- 
garet, feebly. 

“T don’t care for good old families when they are so 
slow,” retorted Camille. “The fellers we could have here, 
if we were rich enough, come from fine families, but they 
are up-to-date. It’s no use hanging on to old silver dishes 
we never use and that I don’t intend to spoil my hands 
shining. Poor Jack don’t have much fun, anyway. If he 
wants that trotter—he says it’s going dirt cheap—I think 
it’s mean he can’t have it, instead of your hanging on to 
a lot of out-of-style old silver; so there.” 

Two generations ago there had been French blood in 
Camille’s family. She put on her clothes beautifully; she 
had a dark, rather fine-featured, alert little face, which gave 
a wrong impression, for she was essentially vulgar. Some- 
times poor Margaret Lee wished that Camille had been 
definitely vicious, if only she might be possessed of more of 
the characteristics of breeding. Camille so irritated Mar- 
garet in those somewhat abstruse traits called sensibilities 
that she felt as if she were living with a sort of spiritual 
nutmeg grater. Seldom did Camille speak that she did not 
jar Margaret, although unconsciously. Camille meant to be 
kind to the stout woman, whom she pitied so far as she 
was capable of pitying without understanding. She realized 
that it must be horrible to be no longer young, and so stout 
that one was fairly monstrous, but how horrible she could 
not with her mentality conceive. Jack also meant to be kind. 
He was not of the brutal—that is, intentionally brutal— 
type, but he had a shrewd eye to the betterment of himself, 
and no realization of the torture he inflicted upon those who 
opposed that betterment. 

For a long time matters had been worse than usual 
financially in the Lee house. The sisters had been left in 
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charge of the sadly dwindled estate, and had depended upon 
the judgment, or lack of judgment, of Jack. He approved 
of taking your chances and striking for larger income. The 
few good old grandfather securities had been sold, and wild 
ones from the very jungle of commerce had been substi- 
tuted. Jack, like most of his type, while shrewd, was as 
credulous as a child. He lied himself, and expected all men 
to tell him the truth. Camille at his bidding mortgaged 
the old place, and Margaret dared not oppose. Taxes were 
not paid; interest was not paid; credit was exhausted. Then 
the house was put up at public auction, and brought little 
more than sufficient to pay the creditors. Jack took the 
balance and staked it in a few games of chance, and of 
course lost. The weary trotter stumbled one day and had 
to be shot. Jack became desperate. He frightened Camille. 
He was suddenly morose. He bade Camille pack, and 
Margaret also, and they obeyed. Camille stowed away her 
crumpled finery in the bulging old trunks, and Margaret 
folded daintily her few remnants of past treasures. She had 
an old silk gown or two, which resisted with their rich 
honesty the inroads of time, and a few pieces of old lace, 
which Camille understood no better than she understood 
their owner. 

Then Margaret and the Desmonds went to the city and 
lived in a horrible, tawdry little flat in a tawdry locality. 
Jack roared with bitter mirth when he saw poor Margaret 
forced to enter her tiny room sidewise; Camille laughed 
also, although she chided Jack gently. “Mean of you to 
make fun of poor Margaret, Jacky dear,” she said. 

For a few weeks Margaret’s life in that flat was hor- 
rible; then it became still worse. Margaret nearly filled with 
her weary, ridiculous bulk her little room, and she remained 
there most of the time, although it was sunny and noisy, 
its one window giving on a courtyard strung with clothes- 
lines and teeming with boisterous life. Camille and Jack 
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went trolley riding, and made shift to entertain a little, 
merry but questionable people, who gave them passes to 
vaudeville and entertained in their turn until the small hours. 
Unquestionably these people suggested to Jack Desmond the 
scheme which spelled tragedy to Margaret. 

She always remembered one little dark man with keen 
eyes who had seen her disappearing through her door of a 
Sunday night when all these gay, bedraggled birds were at 
liberty and the fun ran high. “Great Scott!” the man had 
said, and Margaret had heard him demand of Jack that 
she be recalled. She obeyed, and the man was introduced, 
also the other members of the party. Margaret Lee stood in 
the midst of this throng and heard their repressed titters of 
mirth at her appearance. Everybody there was in good 
humor with the exception of Jack, who was still nursing his 
bad luck, and the little dark man, whom Jack owed. The 
eyes of Jack and the little dark man made Margaret cold 
with a terror of something, she knew not what. Before that 
terror the shame and mortification of her exhibition to that’ 
merry company was of no import. 

She stood among them, silent, immense, clad in her dark 
purple silk gown spread over a great hoop skirt. A real 
lace collar lay softly over her enormous, billowing shoulders; 
real lace ruffles lay over her great, shapeless hands. Her 
face, the delicacy of whose features was veiled with flesh, 
flushed and paled. Not even flesh could subdue the sad 
brilliancy of her dark-blue eyes, fixed inward upon her 
own sad state, unregardful of the company. She made an 
indefinite murmur of response to the salutations given her, 
and then retreated. She heard the roar of laughter after 
she had squeezed through the door of her room. Then she 
heard eager conversation, of which she did not catch the real 
import, but which terrified her with chance expressions. She 
was quite sure that she was the subject of that eager discus- 
sion. She was quite sure that it boded her no good. 
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In a few days she knew the worst; and the worst was 
beyond her utmost imaginings. This was before the days 
of moving-picture shows; it was the day of humiliating spec- 
tacles of deformities, when inventions of amusements for the 
people had not progressed. It was the day of exhibitions of 
sad freaks of nature, calculated to provoke tears rather than 
laughter in the healthy-minded, and poor Margaret Lee 
was a chosen victim. Camille informed her in a few words 
of her fate. Camille was sorry for her, although not in the 
least understanding why she was sorry. She realized dimly 
that Margaret would be distressed, but she was unable from 
her narrow point of view to comprehend fully the whole 
tragedy. 

“Jack has gone broke,” stated Camille. “He owes Bill 
Stark a pile, and he can’t pay a cent of it; and Jack’s sense 
of honor about a poker debt is about the biggest thing in 
his character. Jack has got to pay. And Bill has a little 
circus, going to travel all summer, and he’s offered big 
money for you. Jack can pay Bill what he owes him, and 
we'll have enough to live on, and have lots of fun going 
around. You hadn’t ought to make a fuss about it.” 

Margaret, pale as death, stared at the girl, pertly slim, 
and common and pretty, who stared back laughingly, al- 
though still with the glimmer of uncomprehending pity in 
her black eyes. 

“What does—he—want—me—for?” gasped Margaret. 

“For a show, because you are so big,” replied Camille. 
“You will make us all rich, Margaret. Ain’t it nice?” 

Then Camille screamed, the shrill raucous scream of the 
women of her type, for Margaret had fallen back in a dead 
faint, her immense bulk inert in her chair. Jack came run- 
ning in alarm. Margaret had suddenly gained value in his 
shrewd eyes. He was as pale as she. 

Finally Margaret raised her head, opened her miserable 
eyes, and regained her consciousness of herself and what lay 
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before her. There was no course open but submission. She 
knew that from the first. All three faced destitution; she 
was the one financial asset, she and her poor flesh. She had 
to face it, and with what dignity she could muster. 

Margaret had great piety. She kept constantly before 
her mental vision the fact in which she believed, that the 
world which she found so hard, and which put her to un- 
speakable torture, was not all. 

A week elapsed before the wretched little show of which 
she was to be a member went on the road, and night after 
night she prayed. She besieged her God for strength. She 
never prayed for respite. Her realization of the situation 
and her lofty resolution prevented that. The awful, ridicu- 
lous combat was before her; there was no evasion; she prayed 
only for the strength which leads to victory. 

However, when the time came, it was all worse than she 
had imagined. How could a woman gently born and bred 
conceive of the horrible ignominy of such a life? She was 
dragged hither and yon, to this and that little town. She 
traveled through sweltering heat on jolting trains; she slept 
in tents; she lived—she, Margaret Lee—on terms of equality 
with the common and the vulgar. Daily her absurd un- 
wieldiness was exhibited to crowds screaming with laughter. 
Even her faith wavered. It seemed to her that there was 
nothing forevermore beyond those staring, jeering faces of 
silly mirth and delight at sight of her, seated in two chairs, 
clad in a pink spangled dress, her vast shoulders bare and 
sparkling with a tawdry necklace, her great, bare arms cov- 
ered with brass bracelets, her hands incased in short, white 
kid gloves, over the fingers of which she wore a number of 
rings—stage properties. 

Margaret became a horror to herself. At times it seemed 
to her that she was in the way of fairly losing her own 
identity. It mattered little that Camille and Jack were 
very kind to her, that they showed her the nice things which 
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her terrible earnings had enabled them to have. She sat in 
two chairs—the two chairs proved a most successful ad- 
vertisement—with her two kid-cushiony hands clenched in 
her pink spangled lap, and she suffered agony of soul, which 
made her inner self stern and terrible, behind that great 
pink mask of face. And nobody realized until one sultry 
day when the show opened at a village in a pocket of green 
hills—indeed, its name was Greenhill—and Sydney Lord 
went to see it. 

Margaret, who had schooled herself to look upon her 
audience as if they were not, suddenly comprehended among 
them another soul who understood her own. She met the 
eyes of the man, and a wonderful comfort, as of a cool 
breeze blowing over the face of clear water, came to her. 
She knew that the man understood. She knew that she 
had his fullest sympathy. She saw also a comrade in the 
toils of comic tragedy, for Sydney Lord was in the same case. 
He was a mountain of flesh. As a matter of fact, had he not 
been known in Greenhill and respected as a man of weight 
of character as well as of body, and of an old family, he 
would have rivaled Margaret. Beside him sat an elderly 
woman, sweet-faced, slightly bent as to her slender shoulders, 
as if with a chronic attitude of submission. She was Syd- 
ney’s widowed sister, Ellen Waters. She lived with her 
brother and kept his house, and had no will other than his. 

Sydney Lord and his sister remained when the rest of 
the audience had drifted out, after the privileged handshakes 
with the queen of the show. Every time a coarse, rustic 
hand reached familiarly after Margaret’s Sydney shrank. 

He motioned his sister to remain seated when he ap- 
proached the stage. Jack Desmond, who had been exploit- 
ing Margaret, gazed at him with admiring curiosity. Sydney 
waved him away with a commanding gesture. “I wish to 
speak to her a moment. Pray leave the tent,” he said, 


and Jack obeyed. People always obeyed Sydney Lord. 
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Sydney stood before Margaret, and he saw the clear 
crystal, which was herself, within all the flesh, clad in 
tawdry raiment, and she knew that he saw it. 

“Good God!” said Sydney, “you are a lady!” 

He continued to gaze at her, and his eyes, large and 
_ brown, became blurred; at the same time his mouth 
tightened. 

“How came you to be in such a place as this?” demanded 
Sydney. He spoke almost as if he were angry with her. 

Margaret explained briefly. 

“It is an outrage,” declared Sydney. He said it, however, 
rather absently. He was reflecting. “Where do you live?” 
he asked. 

“Here.” 

“You mean—?” 

“They make up a bed for me here, after the people have 
gone.” 

“And I suppose you had—before this—a comfortable 
house.” 

“The house which my grandfather Lee owned, the old 
Lee mansion house, before we went to the city. It was a 
very fine old Colonial house,” explained Margaret, in her 
finely modulated voice. 

“And you had a good room?” 

“The southeast chamber had always been mine. It was 
very large, and the furniture was old Spanish mahogany.” 

“And now—” said Sydney. 

“Yes,” said Margaret. She looked at him, and her serious 
blue eyes seemed to see past him. “It will not last,” she 
said, 

“What do you mean?” 

“I try to learn a lesson. I am a child in the school of 
God. My lesson is one that always ends in peace.” 

“Good God!” said Sydney. 

He motioned to his sister, and Ellen approached in a 
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frightened fashion. Her brother could do no wrong, but 
this was the unusual, and alarmed her. 

“This lady—” began Sydney. 

“Miss Lee,” said Margaret. “I was never married. I 
am Miss Margaret Lee.” 

“This,” said Sydney, “is my sister Ellen, Mrs. Waters. 
Ellen, I wish you to meet Miss Lee.” 

Ellen took in her own Margaret’s hand, and said feebly 
that it was a beautiful day and she hoped Miss Lee found 
Greenhill a pleasant place to—visit. 

Sydney moved slowly out of the tent and found Jack 
Desmond. He was standing near with Camille, who looked 
her best in a pale-blue summer silk and a black hat trimmed 
with roses. Jack and Camille never really knew how the 
great man had managed, but presently Margaret had gone 
away with him and his sister. 

Jack and Camille looked at each other. 

“Oh, Jack, ought you to have let her go?” said Camille. 

“What made you let her go?” asked Jack. 

“TI—don’t know. I couldn’t say anything. That man 
has a tremendous way with him. Goodness!” 

“He is all right here in the place, anyhow,” said Jack. 
“They look up to him. He is a big bug here. Comes of a 
family like Margaret’s, though he hasn’t much money. Some 
chaps were braggin’ that they had a bigger show than her 
right here, and I found out.” 

“Suppose,” said Camille, “Margaret does not come back?” 

“He could not keep her without bein’ arrested,” declared 
Jack, but he looked uneasy. He had, however, looked uneasy 
for some time. The fact was, Margaret had been very 
gradually losing weight. Moreover, she was not well. That 
very night, after the show was over, Bill Stark, the little 
dark man, had a talk with the Desmonds about it. 

“Truth is, before long, if you don’t look out, you’ll have 
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to pad her,” said Bill; “and giants don’t amount to a row 
of pins after that begins.” 

Camille looked worried and sulky. “She ain’t very well, 
anyhow,” said she. “I ain’t going to kill Margaret.” 

“It’s a good thing she’s got a chance to have a night’s 
rest in a house,” said Bill Stark. 

“The fat man has asked her to stay with him and his 
sister while the show is here,” said Jack. 

“The sister invited her,” said Camille, with a little stiff- 
ness. She was common, but she had lived with Lees, and 
her mother had married a Lee. She knew what was due 
Margaret, and also due herself. 

“The truth is,” said Camille, “this is an awful sort of life 
for a woman like Margaret. She and her folks were never 
used to anything like it.” 

“Why didn’t you make your beauty husband hustle and 
take care of her and you, then?” demanded Bill, who ad- 
mired Camille, and disliked her because she had no eyes 
for him. 

“My husband has been unfortunate. He has done the 
best he could,” responded Camille. “Come, Jack; no use 
talking about it any longer. Guess Margaret will pick up. 
Come along. I’m tired out.” 

That night Margaret Lee slept in a sweet chamber with 
muslin curtains at the windows, in a massive old mahogany 
bed, much like hers which had been sacrificed at an auction 
sale. The bed linen was linen, and smelled of lavender. 
Margaret was too happy to sleep. She lay in the cool, 
fragrant sheets and was happy, and convinced of the pres- 
ence of the God to whom she had prayed. All night Sydney 
Lord sat downstairs in his book-walled sanctum and studied 
over the situation. It was a crucial one. The great psycho- 
logical moment of Sydney Lord’s life for knight errantry had 
arrived. He studied the thing from every point of view. 
There was no romance about it. These were hard, sordid, 
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tragic, ludicrous facts with which he had to deal. He knew 
to a nicety the agonies which Margaret suffered. He knew, 
because of his own capacity for sufferings of like stress. 
“And she is a woman and a lady,” he said, aloud. 

If Sydney had been rich enough, the matter would have 
been simple. He could have paid Jack and Camille enough 
to quiet them, and Margaret could have lived with him 
and his sister and their two old servants. But he was not 
rich; he was even poor. The price to be paid for Margaret’s 
liberty was a bitter one, but it was that or nothing. Sydney 
faced it. He looked about the room. To him the walls lined 
with the dull gleams of old books were lovely. There was 
an oil portrait of his mother over the mantelshelf. The 
weather was warm now, and there was no need for a hearth 
fire, but how exquisitely homelike and dear that room could 
be when the snow drove outside and there was the leap of 
flame on the hearth! Sydney was a scholar and a gentleman. 
He had led a gentle and sequestered life. Here in his 
native village there were none to gibe and sneer. The con- 
trast of the traveling show would be as great for him as it 
had been for Margaret, but he was the male of the species, 
and she the female. Chivalry, racial, harking back to the 
beginning of nobility in the human, to its earliest dawn, 
fired Sydney. The pale daylight invaded the study. Sydney, 
as truly as any knight of old, had girded himself, and with 
no hope, no thought of reward, for the battle in the eternal 
service of the strong for the weak, which makes the true 
worth of the strong. 

There was only one way. Sydney Lord took it. His 
sister was spared the knowledge of the truth for a long 
while. When she knew, she did not lament; since Sydney 
had taken the course, it must be right. As for Margaret, 
not knowing the truth, she yielded. She was really on the 
verge of illness. Her spirit was of too fine a strain to enable 
her body to endure long. When she was told that she was 
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to remain with Sydney’s sister while Sydney went away on 
business, she made no objection. A wonderful sense of 
relief, as of wings of healing being spread under her despair, 
was upon her. Camille came to bid her good-by. 

“I hope you have a nice visit in this lovely house,” said 
Camille, and kissed her. Camille was astute, and to be 
trusted. She did not betray Sydney’s confidence. Sydney 
used a disguise—a dark wig over his partially bald head 
and a little make-up—and he traveled about with the show 
and sat on three chairs, and shook hands with the gaping 
crowd, and was curiously happy. It was discomfort; it 
was ignominy; it was maddening to support by the exhibi- 
tion of his physical deformity a perfectly worthless young 
couple like Jack and Camille Desmond, but it was all su- 
perbly ennobling for the man himself. 

Always as he sat on his three chairs, immense, grotesque— 
the more grotesque for his splendid dignity of bearing—there 
was in his soul of a gallant gentleman the consciousness of 
that other, whom he was shielding from a similar ordeal. 
Compassion and generosity, so great that they comprehended 
love itself and excelled its highest type, irradiated the whole 
being of the fat man exposed to the gaze of his inferiors. 
Chivalry, which rendered him almost godlike, strengthened 
him for his task. Sydney thought always of Margaret as 
distinct from her physical self, a sort of crystalline, angelic 
soul, with no encumbrance of earth. He achieved a purely 
spiritual conception of her. And Margaret, living again her 
gentle lady life, was likewise ennobled by a gratitude which 
transformed her. Always a clear and beautiful soul, she 
gave out new lights of character like a jewel in the sun. And 
she also thought of Sydney as distinct from his physical 
self. ‘The consciousness of the two human beings, one of 
the other, was a consciousness of two wonderful lines of 
good and beauty, moving forever parallel, separate, and in- 
separable in an eternal harmony of spirit. 


mite? He OUP hE De OF THE 
HOUSE+ 


Barr Center almost always excited the amusement of 
strangers. “Why Barr Center?” they would inquire, and 
follow up the query, if they were facetious, with another, 
“The center of what?” 

In reality, Barr Center, the little village where lived the 
Edgewaters, the Ellertons, the Dinsmores, and a few more 
very good old New England families, was hardly anything 
but a center, and almost, regarded geographically, the mere 
pin prick of a center of four villages. As a matter of fact, 
the apex of a triangle would have been a more accurate de- 
scription. The village came first on the old turnpike from 
the city; Barr-by-the-Sea was on the right, three miles away; 
Leicester, which had formerly been West Barr, was three 
miles to the left; South Barr was three miles to the south. 

There was a popular saying that Barr Center was three 
miles from everywhere. All four villages had, of course, 
been originally one, the Precinct of Barr. Leicester had been 
the first to revolt and establish a separate township and 
claim a different name. Leicester was the name of the one 
wealthy old family of the village, which had bestowed its 
soldiers’ monument, its town hall, and its library, and had 
improved the cemetery and contributed half of the high 
school. 

Barr-by-the-Sea came next, and that had serious and 
legitimate reasons for individuality. From being a mere 
summer colony of tents and rude cottages it had grown to 
be almost a city, frequented by wealthy city folk, who had 

1 Copyright, 1918, by Harper & Brothers. 
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beautiful residences along the shore. Barr-by-the-Sea was 
so large and important that it finally made an isosceles tri- 
angle of the original Precinct of Barr. All summer long it 
hummed with gay life, ending in the autumn with a carnival 
as a grand crescendo. Barr-by-the-Sea was, however, not 
the center. It boasted no old family, resident all the year 
round, as did Barr Center. 

South Barr was the least important of all. It was simply 
the petering out of the Barrs. It was a little farming hamlet 
which humbly sold butter, fresh eggs, and garden truck to 
Barr-by-the-Sea for the delectation of the rich folk who 
dwelt in the hotels and boarding houses and stately residences 
on the ocean front. 

Barr-by-the-Sea was an exclusive summer resort. Its few 
permanent inhabitants were proud of it, and none were 
prouder than old Captain Joe Dickson and his wife Martha. 
The Dicksons lived in a tiny house beyond the fashionable 
limits. They were on the opposite side of the road from 
the sea. The house stood in a drift of sandy soil, pierced by 
coarse beach grass like green swords. Captain Joe, however, 
had reclaimed a little garden from the easily conquered 
waste, and his beans, his cucumbers, and his tomatoes were 
flourishing. 

In front of the house Martha had two great tubs of 
hydrangeas, which she colored a ghastly blue with bluing 
water from her weekly wash. Captain Joe did not approve 
of the unnatural blue. 

“Why don’t ye leave the posies the way the Lord made 
em?” he inquired. 

“They have them this way at a lot of the grand places,” 
replied Martha. “The big bugs color them.” 

“Ruther guess the big bugs ain’t any bigger than the 
Lord A’mighty,” returned Captain Joe. “I guess if He had 
thought them posies would look better blue He would have 
made ’em blue in the fust place.” 
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Captain Joe, having spoken his mind, puffed his pipe 
amiably over the tops of the blue flowers. He sat on his 
bit of a porch, tipping back comfortably in his old chair. 

Martha did not prolong the discussion. She was not much 
of a talker. “Captain Joe always claimed that a voyage 
with him around the world in a sailing vessel had cured her 
of talking too much in her youth. 

“Poor Marthy used to be a regular buzz saw at the talk,” 
he would say, “but rockin’ round the world with such a gale 
that she couldn’t hear her own tongue wag, and bein’ scared 
*most to death, cured her.” 

Whether the great, primeval noises of the world had, in 
fact, subdued the woman to silence, rendering her incapable 
of much sounding of her own little note all through her life, 
or not, she was a very still woman. She went silently about 
her household tasks. When they were done there was much 
mending while her husband smoked. 

Over across the road the littered, wave-marked beach 
sloped broadly to the sea. There were several boats an- 
chored. One was Captain Joe’s, the Martha Dickson. He 
had been out in it fishing that very morning, had had a good 
catch, and sold well to the customers who flocked on the 
beach when the fishing boats came in. The rich people 
sent their servants with baskets for the fresh fish. 

Joe had sold his catch, with the exception of one fine cod, 
which Martha was making into a savory chowder. Captain 
Joe sniffed with pleasure the odor of frying onions which 
were to make the foundation of the good dish. He gazed 
at the sea, which now and then lapped into view with a 
foaming crest over the beach. There was no passing, as a 
rule. The fine road for driving and motoring stopped sev- 
eral yards before Joe’s house was reached. He was mildly 
surprised, therefore, when a runabout with a red cross on 
the front, with a young man at the wheel and a pretty young 
girl by his side, came skidding over the sand and stopped. 
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_ “Any fresh fish?” inquired the young man, who was 
Doctor Tom Ellerton. 

Joe shook his head. 

“Know where I can get any?” 

“Guess mebbe you can get a cod at the third house from 
me. He was late gettin’ in and didn’t sell the hull. But 
you'll capsize if you try to go there in that.” 

Tom eyed the road billowing with sand. “Sit here while 
I find out,” he told Margy, his sister. She nodded. 

After Tom had gone plowing through the sand, Captain 
Joe rose stiffly. He was not a very old man, but a broken 
leg had not been set properly, and kept him from his life- 
work of cruising the high seas. 

He limped up to the car. “Pooty hot day,” he remarked. 

“Very,” replied Margy. 

“Wish I'd had the fish. Sold all my catch except the cod 
Marthy’s cookin’.” 

Margy sniffed appreciatively. “A chowder?” she inquired. 

Joe nodded. “About the only way to cook a cod. Goin’ 
to have yourn cooked that way?” 

“It isn’t for us,” explained Margy. “My brother is try- 
ing to find some really fresh fish for an old lady who is ill. 
My brother is a doctor. He has just been to see her. She 
wanted fresh fish, and he said he would try to find some. 
Their servants are all busy because they are closing the 
house. They are going to sail for Europe tomorrow.” 

“What house?” inquired Joe, eagerly. 

“The very large house on the ocean side of the road, about 
half a mile back.” 

“The one with all them yaller flowers in the front yard, 
and a garden of ’em on the roof, with vines hangin’ over?” 

Margy nodded. “That sounds like it,” said she. “There 
are two square towers, one on each side, then the flowers 
and vines are on the balcony between; and there is a roof 
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garden, too; and there are quantities of beautiful flowers on 
the grounds. It is a lovely place.” 

“Know the name of the folks that live there?” 

“Willard,” replied Margy. She eyed Joe with surprise. 

“Lord!” said he. “They goin’ away so soon?” 

He paid no more attention to Margy, but limped into the 
house, and the girl heard loud exclamations. Then she saw 
Tom coming with a fine glistening fish in each hand. 

“I have one for us, too,” he said as he got into the car. 
“They are fine fish.” 

Tom put on power, as he wished not only to deliver the 
fish to the Willards fresh, but to reach home with his own 
in good condition, and it was a scorching day. Margy 
clung to her side of the car as they spun along. After the 
fish had been left at the grand Willard house, and a beau- 
tiful young lady in a pale-blue gown had thanked the young 
doctor charmingly, and they were on a smooth road, Margy 
asked Tom why he thought the lame man, of whom he had 
inquired about the fish, had been so interested in the Willard 
family. 

“Oh, probably he is one of the old residents here. I dis- 
covered some time ago that they feel a queer interest in 
the comings and goings of the summer folks,” said Tom. 
“Their lives are pretty narrow eight months of the year. 
They have to be interested in something outside themselves. 
I think lots of them have a feeling that they own a good deal 
that they only have liberty to look at.” 

“T can see how a fisherman can feel that he owns the 
sea,” said Margy. “Maybe it is because so many of them 
are fishermen.” 

She looked reflective with her deep-set blue eyes. Tom 
cast a quick glance at her. “Maybe,” he said. 

Tom was not imaginative. When Margy said things like 
that he always wondered if she were well. He began to plan 
a prescription for her as they sped along. 
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He did not know how intensely Margy had felt that she 
owned the sea, just from looking at it, when she had sat in 
the car waiting for him when he was making professional 
calls, and that her reasoning was quite logical and not un- 
necessarily imaginative. If she considered that she owned 
the sea, which is the vast untaxed asset of the world, how 
much more would the fisherman who got his daily bread 
from it? 

Meantime, the fisherman with whom she had talked was 
in excited colloquy with his wife in the kitchen and living 
room of the little house. The room, though comfortable and 
clean, was poorly equipped, with the exception of various 
articles that were at direct odds with all else. There was a 
cooking stove, on which the chowder was steaming. There 
was a kitchen table, set for a meal with the commonest 
utensils, save that in the center, ready for the chowder, was 
a bowl of old Japanese pottery which would have adorned 
a palace. Martha did not think much of this bowl, which 
Joe had brought home from one of his voyages. She con- 
sidered the decorations ugly, and used it to save a lovely 
one from the ten-cent store, decorated with pink rosebuds. 
Martha could understand pink rosebuds, but she could not 
fathom dragons and ugly, grinning faces of Oriental fancy. 

There was a lounge with a hideous cover, two old chairs 
worn into hollows of comfort, two kitchen chairs, an old 
clock, and a superb teakwood table. Martha did not care 
for that, either. The contortions of the carved wood gave 
her a vague uneasiness. She kept it covered with an old 
fringed spread, and used to set her bread to rise on it. On 
the mantel, besides the clock and three kerosene lamps, 
was a beautiful old Satsuma vase, and a pressed glass one, 
which Martha loved. The glass one was cracked, and she 
told Joe she did not see why the other vase could not have 
suffered instead. Joe agreed with her. He did not care much 
for the treasures which he had brought from foreign ports, 
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except the shells—lovely, pinked-lipped ones that were 
crowded on the shelf between the other things, and com- 
pletely filled more shelves which Joe had made expressly 
to hold them. The shelves were in three tiers, and the shells 
were mounted on them, catching the light from broken sur- 
faces of rose and pearl and silver. Martha privately con- 
sidered that the shells involved considerable work. She 
washed them carefully, and kept them free from dust, but 
she also admired them. 

In front of the outer door was a fine old prayer rug of 
dull, exquisite tones. Martha kept it there for Joe to wipe 
his feet on, because it was so faded, but she had a bright 
red one in the center of the room. Joe never stepped on that 
until his shoes were entirely clean. He had made quite sure 
there was not a speck of dust to injure this brilliant rug 
before he entered to give Martha the intelligence. 

“They are goin’ away from Our House tomorrow,” said he. 

Martha, standing over the chowder, turned, spoon in hand, 
She waved the spoon as if it were a fan. “Before the carni- 

val?” said she. 

Martha was a small, wide-eyed woman veith sleek hair. 
She was not pretty, but had a certain effect of being exactly 
in place which gave the impression of prettiness to some 
people. 

“They are goin’ to sail for Europe,” said Joe. 

“I suppose for His health,” said Martha. Nobody could 
excel the air of perfect proprietorship with which she uttered 
the masculine pronoun. The man indicated might have been 
her own father, or her brother, or her son. 

“I guess so,” said Joe. “He has looked pooty bad inte 
when I’ve seen him.” 

“I suppose They are goin 

“T s’pose so, because they are closin’ the house. That 
young doctor from the Center stopped out here just now, 
and wanted to know where he could get fresh fish, and | 
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told him I guessed Mac had some left; and whilst he was 
gone his sister—she was with him—told me they were closin’ 
the house, and Old Lady Willard wanted fresh fish, and 
they were out huntin’ for it, because all the help was busy.” 

“That means Old Lady Willard’s goin’, and Him, and his 
Wife, and the three girls, Grace and Marie and Maud, and 
the two little boys.” 

KoViese * 

“And they will take the ladies’ maids, and His man. 
Maybe that pretty young lady that visits there so much 
will go, too.” 

“Maybe; and the lady that teaches the little boys will go.” 

“O Lord, yes! They couldn’t get on without her. My! 
there will be ’most enough to fill the ship.” 

“About enough to sink my old one I sailed around when 
you was aboard,” said Joe, and laughed. 

Martha never laughed. The seriousness of New England 
was in her very soul. She was happy and good-natured, 
but she saw nothing whatever to laugh at in all creation. 
She never had. 

“Land, yes!” said she. “You know there wa’n’t any room 
in that little cabin.” 

“Not more’n enough to hold you and your Bible and 
sewin’ machine,” said Captain Joe. He cast a glance at the 
old sewing machine as he spoke, and laughed again. It was 
perfectly useless because of that long-ago voyage, and the 
fact always amused him. Martha considered it no laughing 
matter. The sewing machine was dear to her, even in its 
wrecked state. She kept the Bible on it, and a little cup 
and saucer, 

“The chowder’s done,” said she. “Draw up, Joe.” 

Joe drew up a chair to the table. “Smells prime,” said he. 

“Guess it’s all right.” 

“Ef your chowders ever wa’n’t all right I’d think the sun 
was goin’ to rise in the west next mornin’,” said Joe. 
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Martha ladled the chowder into the beautiful bowl, then 
into heavy, chipped plates. The two ate with relish. 

“Tomorrow’s Saturday,” said Joe. “That means we can 
go to Our House come Sunday.” 

Martha nodded. Her good mouth widened in the sem- 
blance of a smile. Her steady eyes gleamed with happy 
intelligence at her husband. 

“Tt will seem nice,” said she. “Land! I’d been thinkin’ 
we might have to wait till way into October, the way we 
did last year, and now it’s only the first of August.” : 

“Ym feelin’ jest as set up as you be about it,” said Joe. 3 

That night all the family from the great house where 
Tom Ellerton had called went by train to Boston. They 
were to stay in the city overnight to be ready for the steamer. 
Not one of the numerous company even noticed Captain Joe 
Dickson and his wife Martha, who were at the station watch- 
ing them closely, hearing everything that was said, noting all 
details—the baggage, the host of servants. 

All the servants were to be out of the house next day, the 
Dicksons heard Her tell another lady who inquired. “Only 
a caretaker, the same old colored man we always employ,” 
stated Mrs. Richard Willard, tall, elegant, a bit weary of 
manner. “The servants will finish closing the house tomor- 
row, then some of them have vacations, and the rest will 
be in our Boston house. We take only our maids and Mr. 
Willard’s man up tonight. We shall not go to the city house 
at all ourselves. It will be much more sensible to stay at 
the hotel.” 

“Of course,” said the lady. Then she said something about 
an unexpected start, and so early in the season, and Mrs. 
Willard replied that to her nothing was ever unexpected. 
That had ceased with her youth, and Mr. Willard was not 
quite well, and there were seasons all over creation. She 
said that with a pleasant smile—weary, however. 

Martha eyed her keenly when she and Joe, after the train 
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with all the Willards on board had pulled out, were walk- 
ing home. 

“She said that She didn’t look none too strong, and she 
guessed it was a good thing She was going.” Martha said 
that as if Mrs. Richard Willard, who had never heard of 
her, was her dearly beloved friend or relative. 

Joe nodded solemnly. “She did look sorter peaked,” he 
agreed. “As for Him, he didn’t look no worse than usual 
to me, but I guess it’s jest as well for them they’re off, let 
alone us.” 

The remark seemed enigmatic, but Martha understood. 
They walked home from the station. They passed the Wil- 
lard house, standing aloof from the highway like a grand 
Colonial lady. 

“The awnin’s are down,” said Martha, “and they’ve begun 
to board up the winders.” 

Joe nodded. 

“Tt is unlooked for, as far as we are concerned,” said 
Martha, with a happy widening of her lips. 

“Day arter tomorrer—only think of it!” said Captain Joe. 

“Goin’ out fishin’ tomorrer?” 

“Reckon not; got an considerable today, and I want to git 
my hair cut tomorrer.” 

“I’m goin’ to trim my bunnit over, and fix my best dress 
a little, too; and I guess your best suit needs brushin’.” 

“There’s a spot on the coat.” 

“Pll git it off. Land! I do hope Sunday is pleasant.” 

“Goin’ to be. It’s a dry moon,” declared Joe. 

However, Sunday, although fair, was one of those fervid 
days of summer which threatened storm. 

“It’s goin’ to shower,” declared Martha. She was clad 
in her best black silk, hot, arid tightly fitted, trimmed with 
cascades of glittering jet. A jet aigrette on her bonnet caught 
the light. She had fastened a vivid rose on one side of the 
bonnet to do honor to the occasion. Crowning glory—she 
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wore her white gloves, her oné pair, which was the treasure 
of her wardrobe. 

“Better take the umbrell’, I guess,” said Joe. 

“Guess you'd better.” 

Joe held his head stiffly because of his linen collar. He 
wore a blue suit much too large for him, but it was spotless. 
He took the umbrella from behind the door. It was dis- 
tinctly not worthy of the occasion, although it was entirely 
serviceable. Still, it was large, and greenish-black, and 
bulged determinedly from its mooring of rubber at the top. 

Martha, as they walked along, looked uncomfortably at 
the umbrella. “Can’t ye roll the umbrell’ up tight, the way 
I see ’em?” she inquired. 

Joe stopped, unfastened the rubber strap, and essayed to 
roll it. It was in vain. “The umbrell’ is too thick,” he said. 
“No use, Marthy. It’s a good umbrell’. If it showers it 
will keep it off, but I can’t make it look slim.” 

“Well, don’t show it any more than you can help,” ad- 
monished Martha. 

Joe henceforth carried the umbrella between himself and 
Martha.. It continually collided with their legs, but Martha’s 
black-silk skirt flopped over its green voluminousness and 
it was comparatively unseen. 

“T declare; it does seem like showerin’,” said Joe. 

“You said it was a dry moon.” 

“Ff thar’s anything in nature to be depended on least of 
anything else it’s a dry moon,” said Joe, with an air of 
completely absolving himself from all responsibility in the 
matter of the moon. 

“Of course in such hot weather nobody can tell when a 
thunder-tempest is goin’ to come up,” said Martha. She 
was extremely uncomfortable in her tight black raiment. 
Drops of perspiration stood on her forehead. 

“If we were goin’ anywhere else I’d take off my gloves,” 
said she. 
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“Well, Marthy, long as it’s the first time this year, reckon 
you’d better stand it, if you can,” returned Joe. “My collar 
is about chokin’ me, but it’s the first time this year we’re 
goin’ there, you know, Marthy.” 

“That’s just the way I feel,” agreed Martha. 

The sun beat upon their heads. “Ef the umbrell’ was a 
little better-lookin’ I’d h’ist her,” said Joe. 

“Now, Joe, you know you can’t.” 

“T know it, Marthy. I can’t.” 

They were now in the midst of a gay, heterogeneous Sun- 
day throng. The church bells were ringing. A set of chimes 
outpealed the rest. Elegantly arrayed people—the ladies 
holding brilliant parasols at all angles above their heads 
crowned with plumes and flowers; the gentlemen in miracu- 
lously creased trousers, many of them moving with struts, 
swinging sticks—met and went their way. The road was 
filled with a never-ending procession of motor cars, carriages, 
horses, and riders. Barr-by-the-Sea was displaying her 
charms like a beauty at a ball. 

Many were bound for church; more for pleasure. There 
were country people dressed in cheap emulation of the 
wealthy, carrying baskets with luncheon, who had come to 
Barr-by-the-Sea to spend Sunday and have an outing. They 
were silent, foolishly observant, and awed by the splendors 
around them, 

Joe Dickson and his wife Martha moved as the best of 
them. There was no subserviency in them. They had im- 
bibed the wide freedom and lordliness of the sea, and at any 
time moved among equals; but today their errand made 
them move as lords. By what childlike sophistry it had 
come to pass none could tell, but Joe Dickson, poor ex- 
captain of a sailing vessel, and his wife Martha were, in their 
own conviction, on their way to reéstablishment in the best 


mansion on that coast, inhabited by the wealthy of the 
country. 
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ducked under the iron chain across the carriage drive, and 
proceeded along the glittering smoothness bordered by 
brilliant flowers, having no realization of the true state of 
affairs. 

“TI declare, it does seem good to get back,” said Joe. 

“It certainly does,” said Martha, “and so much earlier 
than we’d looked forward to.” | 

“TI calculated they might stay till late in October, the way 
they did last year,” said Joe, joyously. “Just see that red- 
geranium bed, Marthy.” 

“Them ain’t geraniums; them is begonias,” said Martha, 
haughtily. 

“It always seems to me as if all the flowers was geraniums,” 
said Joe. He laughed. 

Martha did not smile. “They ain’t,” said she. 

They passed around to the back of the grand house. The 
wide veranda was cleared except for two weather-beaten old 
chairs. The windows, except one on the second floor, were 
boarded over. The house looked as if asleep, with closed 
eyes, before that magnificent ocean, a vast brilliance as of 
gemlike facets reflecting all the glory of the whole earth and 
the heavens above the earth. The tide was coming in. Now 
and then a wave broke with a rainbow toss, quite over the 
sea wall of the beach. The coast in places—and this was 
one of them—was treacherous. 

Captain Joe and his Martha sat down in the rude chairs. 
Martha sighed a sigh of utter rapture. 

“Land! it is certainly nice to be here again,” said she. 

Joe, however, scowled at the sea wall. “They had ought 
to have seen to that wall afore they went off,” he said. 

“Tand! It’s safe, ain’t it?” 

“JT dunno’. Nobody never knows nothin’ when the sea’s 
consarned. Ef they had asked me I’d said: ‘Hev a lot of 


men on the job, and make sure there ain’t no shaky places 
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in that ere wall; and whilst you’re about it, build it up about 
six foot higher. It wouldn’t cut off your view none.’ The 
hull of it is, the sea never quits the job, Everything on 
earth quits the job, one way or other, but that sea is right 
on, and she’s goin’ to be right on it; and bein’ right on the 
job, and never quittin’, means somethin’ doin’ and some- 
thin’ bein’ done, and nobody knows just what.” 

“I guess it’s all right,” said Martha. “It ain’t likely that 
they would have gone off and left this house unless it was; 
and money ain’t no object.” 

“Sometimes folks with money gits the wrong end of the 
bargain,” said Joe. “Money don’t mean nothin’ to the sea. 
It’s swallowed more’n the hull earth holds, and it’s ready to 
swallow till the day of jedgment. That wall had ought to 
be looked arter.” 

There was a sound of the one unboarded window being 
opened, and it immediately framed an aged colored face, with 
a fringe of gray beard like wool. The owner of the face 
could not be seen, and, because of the veranda roof, he could 
not see, but, his ears being quick to note sounds above the 
rush of the waters, he heard Joe and Martha talking on the 
veranda. Presently he came up the veranda steps. He was 
the caretaker, and his door of entrance and exit was in the 
basement, under the veranda. He was a tall old colored 
man with an important mien. 

When his head appeared above the veranda floor Joe and 
Martha rose. “Good day, Sam,” they said almost in concert. 

Sam bowed with dignity. “I ’lowed it was you,” he said, 
then sat down on a fixed stone bench near the chairs. 

“So they’ve gone,” said Joe, as he and Martha resumed 
their seats. 

“Yassir. Mr. Richard is kind of pindlin’, and the doctor 
"lowed he’d better get away. They went day before yester- 
day, and all the help last night.” 


es 
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Joe nodded. Martha nodded. They all sat still, watch- 
ing the waves dash at the sea wall and break over it. 

“They had ought to have looked at that wall,” said Joe, 
presently. 

The colored man laughed with the optimism of his race. 
“That wall has held more’n twenty year—eber since the 
house was built,” said he. “Wall all right.” 

“Dunno’,” said Joe. _ 

Martha was not as optimistic as the colored man, but 
she was entirely happy. “Seems sorter nice to be settin’ 
here ag’in, Sam,” said she. 

“Yes’m,” said Sam. 

“We've got a baked fish for dinner, and some fresh beans,” 
said Martha. “We thought you’d come and have dinner with 
us, the way you always do the first day.” 

“I *lowed you’d ask me, thank ye, marm,” said Sam, with 
his wonderful dignity. 

“Seems nice to be settin’ here ag’in,” repeated Martha, 
like a bird with one note. 

“Yes’m.” Sam’s own face wore a pleased expression. 
He, too, felt the charm of possession. All three, the man and 
wife and the colored retainer, realized divine property rights. 
The outside of that grand house was as much theirs as it 
was any soul’s on the face of the earth. They owned that 
and the ocean. Only Joe’s face was now and then disturbed 
when a wave, crested in foam, came over the sea wall.. He 
knew the sea well enough to love and fear it, while he 
owned it. 

The three sat there all the morning. Then they all went 
away to the little Dickson house. The thunder was rum- 
bling in the northwest. They walked rapidly. Joe spread 
the umbrella, but no rain came. There was a sharp flash of 
lightning and a prodigious report. All three turned about 
and looked in the direction of the Willard house. 

“Struck somewheres, but it didn’t strike thar,” said Joe. 
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When they reached home Martha immediately changed 
her dress and set about preparing dinner. The two men 
sat on Joe’s upturned boat, on the sloping beach opposite, 
and smoked and watched the storm. It did not rain for a 
long time, although the thunder and lightning were terrific. 
The colored man cringed at the detonations and flashes, but 
Joe was obdurate. He had sailed stormy seas too much to 
be anything but a cool critic of summer showers. How- 
ever, after each unusual flash and report the two stared in 
the direction of the Willard house. 

“Seems as if I had ought to have stayed there,” remarked 
Sam, trembling, after one great crash. 

“What could you have done? That didn’t strike no house. 
Struck out at sea. I’m keepin’ an ear out for the fire alarm,” 
said Joe. 

“Have you got it ready?” inquired Sam, mysteriously. 

Joe nodded. He flushed slightly. Sam was under orders 
to keep secret the fact that the poor old sailorman had the 
preceding year purchased a fire extinguisher, with a view to 
personally protecting the House. “You can run faster than 
I can, and you know how to use it,” said Joe. 

Then another storm came up swiftly. Martha came to 
the door. “It’s another!” cried she. 

Joe rose. “Get it for me, Marthy,” said he. 

Martha brought the fire extinguisher. 

“Guess you and me had better be on the bridge ef an- 
other’s comin’,” said Joe, grimly, to Sam. 

The two disappeared down the road in a gray drive of 
rain. Martha screamed to Joe to take the umbrella, his best 
suit would get wet, but he did not hear her. Sam went on 
a run and Joe hobbled after. They stood on the Willard 
veranda and kept watch. Both men were drenched. The 
waves broke over the sea wall, and the salt wind drove the 
rain in the faces of the men. 

At last it was over, and they went back to the Dickson 
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~ house. The odor of fish and beans greeted them. Martha 
had continued her dinner preparations. She was not in the 
least afraid of storms. She, too, only thought of danger to 
_ the grand house, but she had great faith in her husband and 
the fire extinguisher, whose unknown virtues loomed gigantic 
to her feminine mind. 

She made Joe change his best suit, which she hung care- 
fully to dry on the clothesline, and she gave Sam a ragged 
old suit, and hung up his drenched attire also. “You couldn’t 
do much about taking care of things if you got the rheu- 
matiz,” said she. 

They ate their dinner in comfort, for the thunderstorm 
had conquered the heat. Afterward, while Martha cleared 
away, the men sat on the porch and went to sleep. Martha 
herself slept on the old lounge. She dreamed that she was 
on the veranda of the Willard house and she awoke to no 
disillusion. Next day, and all the following days, for nearly 
a whole year, she and Joe could be there if they chose. They 
were in possession; for so long that dispossession seemed 
unreality. 

That was the happiest summer Joe and Martha had ever 
known in Barr-by-the-Sea. There were long afternoons, 
when Joe had been out and sold his catch; there were won- 
derful moonlight nights, when they lived on the outside of 
the beautiful house and inherited the earth. 

The fall was late that year. Long into October, and even 
during warm days in November, they could assemble on the 
veranda and enjoy their wealth. There came a storm in 
October, however, which increased Joe’s fears concerning the 
stanchness of the sea wall. He-conferred with Sam. Sam 
was hard to move from his position that the past proved 
the future, but finally his grudging assistance was obtained. 
The two worked hard. They did what they could, but even 
then Joe would look at the wall and shake his head. 

“She ought to be six foot higher,” he told Martha. 
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If Sam could have written, he would have pleaded with 
him to write the Willards abroad, urging that they order 
the raising of the wall, but Sam could not write. Joe went 
to a real-estate agent and talked, but the man laughed at 
him. 

“Don’t butt in, Joe,” he advised. “Nobody is going to 
thank you. I think the wall is all right.” 

“Tt ain’t,” declared Joe. 

Joe was right. In December there came the storm and 
_ the high tide. Joe was up at two o’clock in the morning, 
awakened by the wild cry of the sea, that wildest of all 
creation, which now and then runs amuck and leaps barriers 
and makes men dream of prehistoric conditions. 

He hastened along the road, with that terrible menace in 
his ears, dragging a great length of rope. Martha stayed 
behind on her knees, praying. Nobody ever knew quite 
what happened; that is, all the details. They did know that 
in some miraculous fashion the sea wall of the Willard house 
had been strengthened by frantic labor of poor men who 
owned not a stick as valuable as the poorest beam in the 
house, and that they were urged on by Captain Joe Dick- 
son, with his lame leg and his heart of a lover and a hero. 
They knew that strange things had been piled against that 
wall; all the weighty articles from the basement of the Wil- 
lard house—wood, boats, sandbags, stones, everything which 
had power to offer an ounce of resistance. They knew that 
the wall stood and the house was saved, and old Sam was 
blubbering over old Captain Joe Dickson lying spent al- 
most to death on the veranda where he had been carried. 

“Tell Marthy Our House is safe,” stammered old Cap- 
tain Joe. Then he added something which was vaguely 
made out to be a note of triumph: “The sea didn’t git me.” 

When they took him home to Martha she was very calm. 
All her life, since she had married Joe, she had had in her 
heart the resolution which should be in the hearts of the 
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wives of all poor sailormen and fishermen, who defy the 
splendid, eternal danger of the sea to gain their sustenance. 

It was Doctor Tom Ellerton, spinning over from Barr 
Center, at the risk of his neck and his car, who saved Cap- 

‘tain Joe, although the old man was saved only to spend 
the rest of his life in bed or wheel chair, and never could 
sail the seas again. It was Doctor Tom Ellerton who told the 
Willards, and it was they who sent the wheel chair and 
gave Joe a pension for saving their house. Mrs. Richard 
Willard (Richard had died during their stay abroad) came 
Out on purpose to see Joe. She was sad, and weary, and 
elegant in her deep black. 

She told Joe and Martha what was to be done, and they 
thanked her and gave her daughter some of their choicest 
shells. ‘They were quite dignified and grateful about her 
bounty. On the train going home Mrs. Willard told her 
daughter that they were evidently superior people. “They 
belong to the few who can take with an air of giving and not 
offend,” said Mrs. Willard. 

Neither of them dreamed of the true state of the case: 
that subtly and happily the old man and his wife possessed 
what they called their own home in a fuller sense than they 
ever could. More than the announcement of the com- 
fortable annuity had meant Mrs. Willard’s statement that 
they would not open the House at all next summer; they 
would visit with relatives in the Berkshires, then go abroad. 

Joe and Martha looked at each other, and their eyes said: 
“We can go to Our House as soon as you can wheel me 
over there. We can stay there as much as we like, all one 
year.” 

Mrs. Willard saw the look, and did not understand. How 
could she? It was inconceivable that these two people should 
own the outside of her home to such an extent that their 
tenure became well-nigh immortal. 
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Jim Bennet had never married. He had passed middle 
life and possessed considerable property. Susan Adkins kept 
house for him. She was a widow and a very distant rela- 
tive. Jim had two nieces, his brother’s daughters. One, 
Alma Beecher, was married; the other, Amanda, was not. 
The nieces had naively grasping views concerning their uncle 
and his property. They stated freely that they considered 
him unable to care for it; that a guardian should be ap- 
pointed and the property be theirs at once. They consulted 
Lawyer Thomas Hopkinson with regard to it; they dis- 
coursed at length upon what they claimed to be an idiosyn- 
crasy of Jim’s denoting failing mental powers. 

“He keeps a perfect slew of cats, and has a coal fire for 
them in the woodshed all winter,” said Amanda. 

“Why in thunder shouldn’t he-keep a fire in the wood- 
shed if he wants to?” demanded Hopkinson. “I know of 
no law against it. And there isn’t a law in the country regu- 
lating the number of cats a man can keep.” Thomas Hopkin- 
son, who was an old friend of Jim’s, gave his prominent chin 
an upward jerk as he sat in his office armchair before his 
clients. 

“There is something besides cats,” said Alma. 

“What?” 

“He talks to himself.” ; 

“What in creation do you expect the poor man to do? 
He can’t talk to Susan Adkins about a blessed thing except 
tidies and pincushions. That woman hasn’t a thought in 
her mind outside her soul’s salvation and fancy work. Jim 

1 Copyright, 1910, I9II, 1912, 1913, 1914, by Harper & Brothers. 
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has to talk once in a while to keep himself a man. What if 
he does talk to himself? I talk to myself. Next thing you 
will want to be appointed guardian over me, Amanda.” __ 

Hopkinson was a bachelor, and Amanda flushed angrily, 

“He wasn’t what I call even gentlemanly,” she told Alma, 
when the two were on their way home. 

“I suppose Tom Hopkinson thought you were setting your 
cap at him,” retorted Alma. She relished the dignity of her 
married state, and enjoyed giving her spinster sister little 
claws when occasion called. However, Amanda had a tem- 
per of her own, and she could claw back. 

“You needn’t talk,” said she. “You only took 
Joe Beecher when you had given up getting anybody bet- 
ter. You wanted Tom Hopkinson yourself. I haven’t for- 
gotten that blue silk dress you got and wore to meeting. 
You needn’t talk. You know you got that dress just to 
make Tom look at you, and he didn’t. You needn’t talk.” 

“I wouldn’t have married Tom Hopkinson if he had been 
the only man on the face of the earth,” declared Alma with 
dignity; but she colored hotly. 

Amanda sniffed. “Well, as near as I can find out, Uncle 
Jim can go on talking to himself and keeping cats, and we 
can’t do anything,” said she. 

When the two women were home, they told Alma’s hus- 
band, Joe Beecher, about their lack of success. They were 
quite heated with their walk and excitement. “I call it a 
shame,” said Alma. “Anybody knows that poor Uncle Jim 
would be better off with a guardian.” 

“Of course,” said Amanda. “What man that had a grain 
of horse sense would do such a crazy thing as to keep a coal 
fire in a woodshed?” 

“For such a slew of cats, too,” said Alma, nodding fiercely. 
- AJlma’s husband, Joe Beecher, spoke timidly and unde- 

cidedly in the defense. “You know,” he said, “that Mrs. 
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Adkins wouldn’t have those cats in the house, and cats mostly 
like to sit round where it’s warm.” 

His wife regarded him. Her nose wrinkled. “I suppose 
next thing you'll be wanting to have a cat round where it’s 
warm, right under my feet, with all I have to do,” said she. 
Her voice had an actual acidity of sound. 

Joe gasped. He was a large man with a constant expres- 
sion of wondering inquiry. It was the expression of his 
babyhood; he had never lost it, and it was an expression 
which revealed truly the state of his mind. Always had 
Joe Beecher wondered, first of all at finding himself in the 
world at all, then at the various happenings of existence. He 
probably wondered more about the fact of his marriage with 
Alma Bennet than anything else, although he never be- 
trayed his wonder. He was always painfully anxious to 
please his wife, of whom he stood in awe. Now he hastened 
to reply: “Why, no, Alma; of course I won’t.” 

“Because,” said Alma, “I haven’t come to my time of life, 
through all the trials I’ve had, to be taking any chances 
of breaking my bones over any miserable, furry, four-footed 
animal that wouldn’t catch a mouse if one run right under 
her nose.” 

“I don’t want any cat,” repeated Joe, miserably. His 
fear and awe of the two women increased. When his sister- 
in-law turned upon him he fairly cringed. 

“Cats!” said Amanda. Then she sniffed.’ The sniff was 
worse than speech. 

Joe repeated in a mumble that he didn’t want any cats, 
and went out, closing the door softly after him, as he had 
been taught. However, he was entirely sure, in the depths 
of his subjugated masculine mind, that his wife and her 
sister had no legal authority whatever to interfere with their 
uncle’s right to keep a hundred coal fires in his woodshed, 
for a housek cats. He always had an inner sense of Bee 
when he heard the two women talk over the matter. Once 
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Amanda had declared that she did not believe that Tom 
Hopkinson knew much about law, anyway. 

“He seems to stand pretty high,” Joe ventured with the 
- utmost mildness. 

“Yes, he does,” admitted Alma, grudgingly. 

“It does not follow he knows law,” persisted Amanda, 
“and it may follow that he likes cats. There was that great 
Maltese tommy brushing round all the time we were in his 
office, but I didn’t dare shoo him off for fear it might be 
against the law.” Amanda laughed a very disagreeable little 
laugh. Joe said nothing, but inwardly he chuckled. It was 
the cause of man with man. He realized a great, even affec- 
tionate, understanding of Jim. 

The day after his nieces had visited the lawyer’s office, 
Jim was preparing to call on his friend Edward Hayward, 
the minister. Before leaving he looked carefully after the 
fire in the woodshed. The stove was large. Jim piled on 
the coal, regardless outwardly that the housekeeper, Susan 
Adkins, had slammed the kitchen door to indicate her con- 
tempt. Inwardly Jim felt hurt, but he had felt hurt so 
Iong from the same cause that the sensation had become 
chronic and was borne with a gentle patience. Moreover, 
there was something which troubled him more and was the 
reason for his contemplated call on his friend. He evened 
the coals on the fire with great care, and replenished from 
the pail in the ice box the cats’ saucers. There was a circle 
of clean white saucers around the stove. Jim owned many 
cats; counting the kittens, there were probably over twenty. 
Mrs. Adkins counted them in the sixties. “Those sixty- 
seven cats,” she said, 

Jim often gave away cats when he was confident of secur- 
ing good homes, but supply exceeded the demand. Now 
and then tragedies took place in that woodshed. Susan 
Adkins came bravely to the front upon these occasions. 
Quite convinced was Susan Adkins that she had a good 
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home, and it behooved her to keep it, and she did not in the 
least object to drowning, now and then, a few very young 
kittens. She did this with neatness and dispatch while Jim 
walked to the store on an errand and was supposed to know 
nothing about it. There was simply not enough room in 
his woodshed for the accumulation of cats, although his heart 
could have held all. 

That day, as he poured out the milk, cats of all ages and 
sizes and colors purred in a softly padding multitude around 
his feet, and he regarded them with love. ‘There were tiger 
cats, Maltese cats, black-and-white cats, black cats and white 
. Cats, tommies and females, and his heart leaped to meet the 
pleading mews of all. The saucers were surrounded. Lit- 
tle pink tongues lapped. “Pretty pussy! pretty pussy!” 
cooed Jim, addressing them in general. He put on his over- 
coat and hat, which he kept on a peg behind the door. Jim 
had an armchair in the woodshed. He always sat there 
when he smoked; Susan Adkins demurred at his smoking 
in the house, which she kept so nice, and Jim did not dream 
of rebellion. He never questioned the right of a woman 
to bar tobacco smoke from a house. Before leaving he re- 
filled some of the saucers. He was not sure that all of the 
cats were there; some might be afield, hunting, and he 
wished them to find refreshment when they returned. He 
stroked the splendid striped back of a great tiger tommy 
which filled his armchair. This cat was his special pet. He 
fastened the outer shed door with a bit of rope in order 
that it might not blow entirely open, and yet allow his feline 
friends to pass, should they choose. Then he went out. 

The day was clear, with a sharp breath of frost. The 
fields gleamed with frost, offering to the eye a fine shimmer 
as of diamond dust under the brilliant blue sky, overspread 
in places with a dapple of little white clouds. 

“White frost and mackerel sky; going to be falling 
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weather,” Jim said, aloud, as he went out of the yard, 
crunching the crisp grass under heel. 

_ Susan Adkins at a window saw his lips moving. His 
talking to himself made her nervous, although it did not 
render her distrustful of his sanity. It was fortunate that 
Susan had not told Jim that she disliked his habit. In that 
case he would have deprived himself of that slight solace; 
he would not have dreamed of opposing Susan’s wishes. 
Jim had a great pity for the nervous whims, as he regarded 
them, of women—a pity so intense and tender that it verged 
on respect and veneration. He passed his nieces’ house on 
the way to the minister’s, and both were looking out of 
windows and saw his lips moving. 

“There he goes, talking to himself like a crazy loon,” said 
Amanda. 

Alma nodded. 

Jim went on, blissfully unconscious. He talked in a quiet 
monotone; only now and then his voice rose; only now and 
then there were accompanying gestures. Jim had a straight 
mile down the broad village street to walk before he reached 
the church and the parsonage beside it. 

Jim and the minister had been friends since boyhood. 
They were graduates and classmates of the same college. 
Jim had had unusual educational advantages for a man 
coming from a simple family. The front door of the par- 
sonage flew open when Jim entered the gate, and the min- 
ister stood there smiling. He was a tall, thin man with a 
wide mouth, which either smiled charmingly or was set with 
severity. He was as brown and dry as a wayside weed 
which winter had subdued as to bloom but could not en- 
tirely prostrate with all its icy storms and compelling blasts. 
Jim, advancing eagerly toward the warm welcome in the 
door, was a small man, and bent at that, but he had a 
handsome old face, with the rose of youth on the cheeks 
and the light of youth in the blue eyes, and the quick 
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changes of youth, before emotions, about the mouth. 

“Hullo, Jim!” cried Doctor Edward Hayward. Hay- 
ward, for a doctor of divinity, was considered somewhat 
lacking in dignity at times; still, he was Doctor Hayward, 
and the failing was condoned. Moreover, he was a Hay- 
ward, and the Haywards had been, from the memory of the 
oldest inhabitant, the great people of the village. Doctor 
Hayward’s house was presided over by his widowed cousin, 
a lady of enough dignity to make up for any lack of it in 
the minister. ‘There were three servants, besides the old 
butler who had been Hayward’s attendant when he had 
been a young man in college. Village people were proud 
of their minister, with his degree and what they ‘considered 
an imposing household retinue. 

Hayward led, and Jim followed, to the least pretentious 
room in the house—not the study proper, which was lofty, 
book-lined, and leather-furnished, curtained with broad 
sweeps of crimson damask, but a little shabby place back of 
it, accessible by a narrow door. The little room was lined 
with shelves; they held few books, but a collection of queer 
and dusty things—strange weapons, minerals, odds and 
ends—which the minister loved and with which his lady 
cousin never interfered, 

“Louisa,” Hayward had told his cousin when she entered 
upon her post, “do as you like with the whole house, but 
let my little study alone. Let it look as if it had been 
stirred up with a garden rake—that little room is my ter- 
_titory, and no disgrace to you, my dear, if the dust rises in 
clouds at every step.” 

Jim was as fond of the little room as his friend. He 
entered, and sighed a great sigh of satisfaction as he sank 
into the shabby, dusty hollow of a large chair before the 
hearth fire. Immediately a black cat leaped into his lap, 
gazed at him with green-jewel eyes, worked her paws, purred, 
settled into a coil, and slept. Jim lit his pipe and threw the 
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match blissfully on the floor. Doctor Hayward set an elec- 
tric coffee urn at its work, for the little room was a curious 
mixture of the comfortable old and the comfortable modern. 

“Sam shall serve our luncheon in here,” he said, with a 
staid glee. 

Jim nodded happily. 

“Louisa will not mind,” said Hayward. “She is precise, 
but she has a fine regard for the rights of the individual, 
which is most commendable.” He seated himself in a com- 
panion chair to Jim’s, lit his own pipe, and threw the match 
on the floor. Occasionally, when the minister was out, 
Sam, without orders so to do, cleared the ftoor of matches. 

Hayward smoked and regarded his friend, who looked 
troubled despite his comfort. “What is it, Jim?” asked the 
minister at last. 

“I don’t know how to do what is right for me to do,” 
replied the little man, and his face, turned toward his friend, 
had the puzzled earnestness of a child. 

Hayward laughed. It was easily seen that his was the 
keener mind. In natural endowments there had never been 
equality, although there was great similarity of tastes. Jim, 
despite his education, often lapsed into the homely ver- 
nacular of which he heard so much. An involuntarily imi- 
tative man in externals was Jim, but essentially an original. 
Jim proceeded. i 

“You know, Edward, I have never been one to com- 
plain,” he said, with an almost boyish note of apology. 

“Never complained half enough; that’s the trouble,” re- 
turned the other. 

“Well, I overheard something Mis’ Adkins said to Mis’ 
Amos Trimmer the other afternoon. Mis’ Trimmer was 
calling on Mis’ Adkins. I couldn’t help overhearing unless 
I went outdoors, and it was snowing and I had a cold. I 


wasn’t listening.” 
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“Had a right to listen if you wanted to,” declared Hay- 
ward, irascibly. 

“Well, I couldn’t. help it unless I went outdoors. Mis’ 
Adkins she was in the kitchen making light bread for sup- 
per, and Mis’ Trimmer had sat right down there with her. 
Mis’ Adkins’s kitchen is as clean as a parlor, anyway. Mis’ 
Adkins said to Mis’ Trimmer, speaking of me—because 
Mis’ Trimmer had just asked where I was and Mis’ Adkins 
had said I was out in the woodshed sitting with the cats 
and smoking—Mis’ Adkins said, ‘He’s just a doormat, that’s 
what he is.’ Then Mis’ Trimmer says, “The way he lets 
folks ride over him beats me. Then Mis’ Adkins says 
again: ‘He’s nothing but a doormat. He lets everybody 
that wants to just trample on him and grind their dust into 
him, and he acts real pleased and grateful.’ ” 

Hayward’s face flushed. “Did Mrs. Adkins mention that 
she was one of the people who used you for a doormat?” 
he demanded. 

Jim threw back his head and laughed like a child, with 
the sweetest sense of unresentful humor. “Lord bless my 
soul, Edward,” replied Jim, “I don’t believe she ever thought 
of that.” 

“And at that very minute you, with a hard cold, were 
sitting out in that draughty shed smoking because she 
wouldn’t allow you to smoke in your own house!” 

“I don’t mind that, Edward,” said Jim, and laughed 
again. 

“Could you see to read your paper out there, with only 
that little shed window? And don’t you like to read your 
paper while you smoke?” 

“Oh yes,” admitted Jim; “but my! I don’t mind little 
things like that! Mis’ Adkins is only a poor widow woman, 
and keeping my house nice and not having it smell of to- 
bacco is all she’s got. They can talk about women’s rights 
—I feel as if they ought to have them fast enough, if they 
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want them, poor things; a woman has a hard row to hoe, 
and will have, if she gets all the rights in creation. But I 
guess the rights they’d find it hardest to give up would be 
the rights to have men look after them just a little more 
than they look after other men, just because they are 
women. When I think of Annie Berry—the girl I was 
going to marry, you know, if she hadn’t died—I feel as I 
couldn’t do enough for another woman. Lord! I’m glad 
to sit out in the woodshed and smoke. Mis’ Adkins is pretty 
good-natured to stand all the cats.” 

Then the coffee boiled, and Hayward poured out some 
for Jim and himself. He had a little’ silver service at hand, 
and willow-ware cups and saucers. Presently Sam ap- 
peared, and Hayward gave orders concerning luncheon. 

“Tell Miss Louisa we are to have it served here,” said 
he, “and mind, Sam, the chops are to be thick and cooked 
the way we like them; and don’t forget the East India 
chutney, Sam.” 

“It does seem rather a pity that you cannot have chutney 
at home with your chops, when you are so fond of it,” re- 
marked Hayward when Sam had gone. 

“Mis’ Adkins says it will give me liver trouble, and she 
isn’t strong enough to nurse.” 

“So you have to eat her ketchup?” 
“Well, she doesn’t put seasoning in it,” admitted Jim. 
“But Mis’ Adkins doesn’t like seasoning herself, and I don’t 
mind.” 

“And I know the chops are never cut thick, the way we 
like them.” 

“Mis’ Adkins likes her meat well done, and she can’t get 
such thick chops well done. I suppose our chops are rather 
thin, but I don’t mind.” 

“Beefsteak and chops, both cut thin, and fried up like 
sole leather. I know!” said Doctor Hayward, and he 
stamped his foot with unregenerate force. 
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“T don’t mind a bit, Edward.” 

“You ought to mind, when it is your own house, and 
you buy the food and pay your housekeeper. It is an out- 
rage!” 

“I don’t mind, really, Edward.” 

Doctor Hayward regarded Jim with a curious expression 
compounded of love, anger, and contempt. “Any more 
talk of legal proceedings?” he asked, brusquely. 

Jim flushed. “Tom ought not to tell of that.” 

“Yes, he ought; he ought to tell it all over town. He 
doesn’t, but he ought: It is an outrage! Here you have 
been all these years supporting your nieces, and they are 
working away like field mice, burrowing under your gen- 
erosity, trying to get a chance to take action and appro- 
priate your property and have you put under a guardian.” 

“T don’t mind a bit,” said Jim; “but—” 

The other man looked inquiringly at him, and, seeing a 
pitiful working of his friend’s. face, he jumped up and got 
a little jar from a shelf. “We will drop the whole thing 
until we have had our chops and chutney,” said he. “You 
are right; it is not worth minding. Here is a new brand 
of tobacco I want you to try. I don’t half like it, myself, 
but you may.” 

Jim, with a pleased smile, reached out for the tobacco, 
and the two men smoked until Sam brought the luncheon. 
It was well cooked and well served on an antique table. 
Jim was thoroughly happy. It was not until the luncheon 
was over and another pipe smoked that the troubled, per- 
plexed. expression returned to his face. 

“Now,” said Hayward, “out with it!” 

“It is only the old affair about Alma and Amanda, but 
now it has taken on a sort of new aspect.” 

“What do you mean by a new aspect?” 

“It seems,” said Jim, slowly, “as if they were making 
it so I couldn’t do for them.” 
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Hayward stamped his foot. “That does sound new,” he 
said, dryly. “I never thought Alma Beecher or Amanda 
Bennet ever objected to have you do for them.” 

“Well,” said Jim, “perhaps they don’t now, but they want 
me to do it in their own way. They don’t want to feel as 
if I was giving and they taking; they want it to seem the 
other way round. You see, if I were to deed over my prop- 
erty to them, and then they allowance me, they would feel 
as if they were doing the giving.” 

“Jim, you wouldn’t be such a fool as that?” 

“No, I wouldn’t,” replied Jim, simply. “They wouldn’t 
know how to take care of it, and Mis’ Adkins would be 
left to shift for herself. Joe Beecher is real good-hearted, 
but he always lost every dollar he touched. No, there 
wouldn’t be any sense in that. I don’t mean to give in, but 
I do feel pretty well worked up over it.” 

“What have they said to you?” 

Jim hesitated. 

“Out with it, now. One thing you may be sure of: noth- 
ing that you can tell me will alter my opinion of your two 
nieces for the worse. As for poor Joe Beecher, there is 
no opinion, one way or the other. What did they say:” 

Jim regarded his friend with a curiously sweet, far-off 
expression. “Edward,” he said, “sometimes I believe that 
the greatest thing a man’s friends can do for him is to 
drive him into a corner with God; to be so unjust to him 
that they make him understand that God is all that mortal 
man is meant to have, and that is why he finds out that 
most people, especially the ones he does for, don’t care 
for him.” 

Hayward looked solemnly and tenderly at the other’s 
almost rapt face. “You are right, I suppose, old man,” 
said he; “but what did they do:” 

“They called me in there about a week ago and gave 
me an awful talking to.” 
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“About what?” 

Jim looked at his friend with dignity. “They were two 
women talking, and they went into little matters not worth 
repeating,” said he. “All is—they seemed to blame me for 
everything I had ever done for them, and for everything 
I had ever done, anyway. They seemed to blame me for 
being born and living, and, most of all, for doing anything 
for them.” 

“It is an outrage!” declared Hayward. “Can’t you 
see it?” 

“I can’t seem to see anything plain about it,” returned 
Jim, in a bewildered way. “I always supposed a man 
had to do something bad to be given a talking to; but it 
isn’t so much that, and I don’t bear any malice against 
them. They are only two women, and they are nervous. 
What worries me is, they do need things, and they can’t 
get on and be comfortable unless I do for them; but 
if they are going to feel that way about it, it seems to cut 
me off from doing, and that does worry me, Edward.” 

The other man stamped. “Jim Bennet,” he said, “they 
have talked, and now I am going to.” 

“You, Edward?” 

“Yes, I am. It is entirely true what those two women, 
Susan Adkins and Mrs. Trimmer, said about you. You 
are a doormat, and you ought to be ashamed of yourself 
for it. A man should be a man, and not a doormat. It is 
the worst thing in the world for people to walk over him and 
trample him, It does them much more harm than it does 
him. In the end the trampler is much worse off than the 
trampled upon. Jim Bennet, your being a doormat may 
cost other people their souls’ salvation, You are selfish in 
the grain to be a doormat.” 

Jim turned pale. His childlike face looked suddenly old 
with his mental effort to grasp the other’s meaning. In 
fact, he was a child—one of the little ones of the world— 
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although he had lived the span of a man’s life. Now one 
of the hardest problems of the elders of the world was 
presented to him. “You mean—” he said, faintly. 

“I mean, Jim, that for the sake of other people, if not 
for your own sake, you ought to stop being a doormat 
and be a man in this world of men.” 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“I want you to go straight to those nieces of yours and tell 
them the truth. You know what your wrongs are as well 
as Ido. You know what those two women are as well as 
I do. They keep the letter of the Ten Commandments— 
that is right. They attend my church—that is right. They 
scour the outside of the platter until it is bright enough to 
blind those people who don’t understand them; but in- 
wardly they are petty, ravening wolves of greed and in- 
gratitude. Go and tell them; they don’t know themselves. 
Show them what they are. It is your Christian duty.” . 
“You don’t mean for me to stop doing for them?” 

“I certainly do mean just that—for a while, anyway.” 

“They can’t possibly get along, Edward; they will suf- 
fer.” 

“They have a little money, haven’t they?” 

“Only a little in savings bank. The interest pays their 
taxes.” 

“And you gave them that?” 

Jim colored. 

“Very well, their taxes are paid for this year; let them 
use that money. They will not suffer, except in their feel- 
ings, and that is where they ought to suffer. Man, you 
would spoil all the work of the Lord by your selfish ten- 
derness toward sinners!” 

“They aren’t sinners.” 

“Yes, they are—spiritual sinners, the worst kind in the 
world. Now—” 

“You don’t mean for me to go now!” 
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“Yes I do—now. If you don’t go now you never will. 
Then, afterward, I want you to go home and sit in your 
best parlor and smoke, and have all your cats in there, SOO 

Jim gasped. “But, Edward! Mis’ Adkins—” 

“T don’t care about Mrs. Adkins. She isn’t as bad as 
. the rest, but she needs her little lesson, too.” 

“Edward, the way that poor woman works to keep the 
house nice—and she don’t like the smell of tobacco 
smoke.” 

“Never mind whether she likes it or not. You smoke.” 

“And she don’t like cats.” 

“Never mind. Now you go.” 

Jim stood up. There was a curious change in his rosy, 
childlike face. There was a species of quickening. He 
looked at once older and more alert. His friend’s words 
had charged him as with electricity. When he went down 
the street he looked taller. 

Amanda Bennet and Alma Beecher, sitting sewing at 
their street windows, made this mistake. 

“That isn’t Uncle Jim,” said Amanda. “That man is a 
head taller, but he looks a little like him.” 

“It can’t be Uncle Jim,” agreed Alma. Then both started. 

“It is Uncle Jim, and he is coming here,” said Amanda. 

Jim entered. Nobody except himself, his nieces, and Joe 
Beecher ever knew exactly what happened, what was the as- 
pect of the doormat erected to human life, of the worm 
turned to menace. It must have savored of horror, as do 
all meek and down-trodden things when they gain, driven 
to bay, the strength to do battle. It must have savored of 
the godlike,.when the man who had borne with patience, 
dignity, and sorrow for them the stings of lesser things 
because they were lesser things, at last arose and revealed 
himself superior, with a great height of the spirit, with 
the power to crush. 

When Jim stopped talking and went home, two pale, 


CORONATION 419 


shocked faces of women gazed after him from the windows. 
Joe Beecher was sobbing like a child. Finally his wife 
turned her frightened face upon him, glad to have still 
’ some one to intimidate. 

“For goodness’ sake, Joe Beecher, stop crying like a 
baby!” said she, but she spoke in a queer whisper, for her 
lips were stiff. 

Joe stood up and made for the door. 

“Where are you going?” asked his wife. 

“Going to get a job somewhere,” replied Joe, and went. 
Soon the women saw him driving a neighbor’s cart up the 
street. 

“He’s going to cart gravel for John Leach’s new side- 
walk!” gasped Alma. 

“Why don’t you stop him?” cried her sister. “You can’t 
have your husband driving a tip cart for John Leach. Stop 
him, Alma!” 

“T can’t stop him,” moaned Alma. “I don’t feel as if I 
could stop anything.” 

Her sister gazed at her, and the same expression was 
on both faces, making them more than sisters of the flesh. 
Both saw before them a stern boundary wall against which 
they might press in vain for the rest of their lives, and both 
saw the same sins of their hearts. 

Meantime Jim Bennet was seated in his best parlor and 
Susan Adkins was whispering to Mrs. Trimmer out in the 
kitchen. 

“I don’t know whether he’s gone stark, staring mad or 
not,” whispered Susan, “but he’s in the parlor smoking his 
worst old pipe, and that big tiger tommy is sitting in his 
lap, and he’s let in all the other cats, and they’re nosing 
round, and I don’t dare drive ’em out. I took up the broom; 
then I put it away again. I never knew Mr. Bennet to act 
so. I can’t think what’s got into him.” 

“Did he say anything?” 
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“No, he didn’t say much of anything, but he said it in 
a way that made my flesh fairly creep. Says he, ‘As long as 
this is my house and my furniture and my cats, Mis’ Adkins, 
I think I’ll sit down in the parlor, where I can see to read 
my paper and smoke at the same time.’ Then he holds 
the kitchen door open, and he calls, ‘Kitty, kitty, kitty!’ and 
that great tiger tommy comes in with his tail up, rubbing 
round his legs, and all the other cats followed after. I 
shut the door before these last ones got into the parlor.” 
Susan Adkins regarded malevolently the three tortoise-shell 
cats of three generations and various stages of growth, one 
Maltese settled in a purring round of comfort with four 
kittens, and one perfectly black cat, which sat glaring at 
her with beryl-colored eyes. 

“That black cat looks evil,” said Mrs. Trimmer. 

“Yes, he does. I don’t know why I didn’t drown him 
when he was a kitten.” 

“Why didn’t you drown all those Malty kittens?” 

“The old cat hid them away until they were too big. 
Then he wouldn’t let me. What do you suppose has come 
to him? Just smell that awful pipe!” 

“Men do take queer streaks every now and then,” said 
Mrs. Trimmer. “My husband used to, and he was as good 
as they make ’em, poor man. He would eat sugar on his 
beefsteak, for one thing. The first time I saw him do it I 
was scared. I thought he was plumb crazy, but afterward 
I found out it was just because he was a man, and his ma 
hadn’t wanted him to eat sugar when he was a boy. Mr. 
Bennet will get over it.” 

“He don’t act as if he would.” 

“Oh yes, he will. Jim Bennet never stuck to anything 
but being Jim Bennet for very long in his life, and this 
ain’t being Jim Bennet.” 


“He is a very good man,” said Susan with a somewhat — 
apologetic tone. 
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“He’s too good.” 

“Fe’s too good to cats.” 

“Seems to me he’s too good to ’most everybody. Think 

-what he has done for Amanda and Alma, and how they 
act!” 

“Yes, they are ungrateful and real mean to him; and I 
feel sometimes as if I would like to tell them just what ] 
think of them,” said Susan Adkins, “Poor man, there he 
is, studying all the time what he can do for people, and he 
don’t get very much himself.” 

Mrs. Trimmer arose to take leave. She had a long, sal- 
low face, capable of a sarcastic smile. “Then,” said she, 
“Gf I were you I wouldn’t begrudge him a chair in the parlor 
and a chance to read and smoke and hold a pussy cat.” 

“Who said I was begrudging it? I can air out the parlor 
when he’s got over the notion.” 

“Well, he will, so you needn’t worry,” said Mrs. Trim- 
mer. As she went down the street she could see Jim’s 
profile beside the parlor window, and she smiled her sar- 
castic smile, which was not altogether unpleasant. “He’s 
stopped smoking, and he ain’t reading,” she told herself. 
“It won’t be very long before he’s Jim Bennet again.” 

But it was longer than she anticipated, for Jim’s will was 
propped by Edward Hayward’s. Edward kept Jim to his 
standpoint for weeks, until a few days before Christmas. 
Then came self-assertion, that self-assertion of negation 
which was all that Jim possessed in such a crisis. He called 
upon Doctor Hayward; the two were together in the little 
study for nearly an hour, and talk ran high, then Jim pre- 
vailed. 

“It’s no use, Edward,” he said; “a man can’t be made 
over when he’s cut and dried in one fashion, the way I am. 
Maybe I’m doing wrong, but to me it looks like doing right, 
and there’s something in the Bible about every man having 
his own right and wrong. If what you say is true, and I 
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am hindering the Lord Almighty in His work, then it is for 
Him to stop me. He can do it. But meantime I’ve got to 
go on doing the way I always have. Joe has been trying 
to drive that tip cart, and the horse ran away with him 
twice. Then he let the cart fall on his foot and mash one of 
his toes, and he can hardly get round, and Amanda and 
Alma don’t dare touch that money in the bank for fear of 
not having enough to pay the taxes next year in case I 
don’t help them. They only had a little money on hand 
when I gave them that talking to, and Christmas is ’most 
here, and they haven’t got things they really need. Aman- 
da’s coat that she wore to meeting last Sunday didn’t look 
very warm to me, and poor Alma had her furs chewed up 
by the Leach dog, and she’s going without any. They 
need lots of things. And poor Mis’ Adkins is ’most sick 
with tobacco smoke. I can see it, though she doesn’t say 
anything, and the nice parlor curtains are full of it, and cat 
hairs are all over things. I can’t hold out any longer, Ed- 
ward. Maybe I am a doormat; and if I am, and it is 
wicked, may the Lord forgive me, for I’ve got to keep right 
on being a doormat.” 

Hayward sighed and lighted his pipe. However, he had 
given up and connived with Jim. 

On Christmas eve the two men were in hiding behind a 
clump of cedars in the front yard of Jim’s nieces’ house. 
They watched the expressman deliver a great load of boxes 
and packages. Jim drew a breath of joyous relief. 

“They are taking them in,” he whispered—“they are 
taking them in, Edward!” 

Hayward looked down at the dim face of the man beside 
him, and something akin to fear entered his heart. He 
saw the face of a lifelong friend, but he saw something in 
it which he had never recognized before. He saw the face 
of one of the children of heaven, giving only for the sake of 
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the need of others, and glorifying the gifts with the love and 
pity of an angel. 

“IT was afraid they wouldn’t take them!” whispered Jim, 
' and his watching face was beautiful, although it was only 
the face of a little, old man of a little village, with no great 
gift of intellect. There was a full moon riding high; the 
ground was covered with a glistening snow level, over which 
wavered wonderful shadows, as of wings. One great star 
prevailed despite the silver might of the moon. To Hay- 
ward Jim’s face seemed to prevail, as that star, among all 
the faces of humanity. 

Jim crept noiselessly toward a window, Hayward at his 
heels. The two could see the lighted interior plainly. 

“See poor Alma trying on her furs,” whispered Jim, in 
a rapture. “See Amanda with her coat. They have found 
the money. See Joe heft the turkey.” Suddenly he caught 
Hayward’s arm, and the two crept away. Out on the road, 
Jim fairly sobbed with pure delight. “Oh, Edward,” he 
said, “I am so thankful they took the things! I was so 
afraid they wouldn’t, and they needed them! Oh, Ed- 
ward, I am so thankful!” Edward pressed his friend’s 
arm. 

When they reached Jim’s house a great tiger cat leaped 
to Jim’s shoulder with the silence and swiftness of a shadow. 
“He’s always watching for me,” said Jim, proudly. “Pussy! 
Pussy!” The cat began to purr loudly, and rubbed his 
splendid head against the man’s cheek. 

“IT suppose,” said Hayward, with something of awe in 
his tone, “that you won’t smoke in the parlor tonight?” 

“Edward, I really can’t. Poor woman, she’s got it all 
aired and beautifully cleaned, and she’s so happy over it. 
There’s a good fire in the shed, and I will sit there with 
the pussy cats until I go to bed. Oh, Edward, I am so 
thankful that they took the things!” 

“Good night, Jim.” 
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“Good night. You don’t blame me, Edward?” 

“Who am I to blame you, Jim? Good night.” 

Hayward watched the little man pass along the path to 
the shed door. Jim’s back was slightly bent, but to his 
friend it seemed bent beneath a holy burden of love and 
pity for all humanity, and the inheritance of the meek 
seemed to crown that drooping old head. The doormat, 
again spread freely for the trampling feet of all who got 
comfort thereby, became a blessed thing. The humble 
creature, despised and held in contempt like One greater 
than he, giving for the sake of the needs of others, went 
along the narrow footpath through the snow. The min- 
ister took off his hat and stood watching until the door 
was opened and closed and the little window gleamed with 
golden light. 


SMSO te ts 


XXIV. THE GOLD? 


Tue Colonies had but recently declared war with the old 
country, and Abraham Duke being an able-bodied man, al- 
though no longer young, was going to fight for the cause. 
He was fastening on his old sword, which his father before 
him had wielded well, and his wife Catherine was standing 
watching him, with an angry cant to her head. “Where- 
fore cannot you tell me where the gold is, Abraham Duke?” 
said she. 

Abraham Duke regarded his wife with stern melancholy, 
and his glance of fixedness in his own purpose was more 
impregnable than any fort. 

“I can tell you not, Catherine,” replied he, “because no 
man can tell any woman anything which he wants not the 
whole world to know, and there are plenty of evil-disposed 
folk abroad in these troublous times, and ’tis for your own 
sake, since, in case robbers come, you can tell them with- 
out perjury that you know not where the gold is.” 

“For my sake!” returned Catherine, with a high sniff. 
“You tell me not for fear I shall spend the gold, and you 
always loved gold better than your wife. You fear lest I 
should buy a new gown to my back, or a new cap ribbon. 
Never fear, Abraham Duke, for I have gone poorly clad 
so long that, faith, a new cap ribbon even would frighten 


me.” 
“I have given you all that I could, Catherine,” returned 
Abraham, gravely. 
“But now that you have all this wealth, five thousand 
pounds, you hide it away, and tell me not where it is—me, 
1 Copyright, 1902, 1904, 1905, 1906, 1907 by Harper & Brothers. 
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your wife, who has kept your house for scarce anything 
save a poor measure of daily bread, all these years. You 
wrong me, Abraham Duke.” 

But Abraham Duke only kept his mouth shut more 
tightly. He was perhaps ten years older than his wife, 
but he was handsome, with a stern, almost a sad, majesty 
of carriage. It was only some few weeks before that the — 
money, a legacy from his father in England, five thousand 
pounds in gold, had come on the English ship The Queen 
Mary. It was the day afterward that he had sent his wife 
away by stagecoach fifty miles inland on a visit to her siS- 
ter, Mistress Abigail Endicott. He had charged her while 
on her visit to say nothing about the five thousand pounds, 
but well he knew that she had talked of nothing but the 
gold, and had bragged much, and now, when she had re- 
turned and her husband was about to join the army, the 
gold was hidden, and she was to know nothing of it and 
have nothing of it all to spend until her husband’s return. 
He regarded her at the last with the sort of restrained ten- 
derness of his kind. She was still a most charming woman 
to look upon, fair-skinned and fair-haired, and, in spite of 
her complaints, attired daintily, although she had spun and 
woven the blue petticoat which she wore, and worked her- 
self the lace kerchief which veiled her bosom, and the cap 
which crowned her fair head. “When I come home, you 
shall have what you will to spend,” said he, “but not now. 
Now is a time when a good wife needs nothing except the 
wherewithal to live, with her goodman away and war in 
the land.” 

“Abraham, tell me where you have hid the gold?” 

“I will not tell you, Catherine,” said Abraham Duke, and 
now he was all equipped to start. “Tf, perchance, I should 
never come back, you may go to Parson Rawson, who holds 
a sealed letter for you, but in no case will he give it to’ you 
unless I fall and he has ample proof of it. He has prom- 
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ised me upon his honor, and no man living ever knew 
Parson Ebenezer Rawson to forswear his word.” 

“And in the meantime, while you fight I am to stay 
alone at home and starve.” 

“There is no need for a woman of industry to starve in 
a good home, with a bound boy to cut wood and dig the 
garden for her,-and cows and sheep and chickens,” said 
Abraham. 

“But should the enemy come and take them all, as they 
may do, since we are on the seashore!” cried Catherine. 

“In that case you will go to your sister, Mistress Endi- 
cott, in Rexham,” replied Abraham. He was advancing 
toward his wife for a decorous last embrace, should she 
be disposed to yield it in her rancor, when little Harry 
Evarts, the son of Abraham’s friend and neighbor, the 
goldsmith, came rushing in, and he was all bloody, and 
his pretty face was deadly white, and his fair curls, like a 
girl’s, seemed to stand up and wave like plumes over his 
head, he was in such a fright. Then Catherine Duke forgot 
the gold, for she had no child of her own, and she loved 
the boy. “Harry! Harry!” she shrieked, running to him 
and holding him to her breast. “What is it, child? Speak! 
Are you hurt?” 

“Father! father!” gasped the boy, and then he hung 
almost lifeless on Catherine’s arm. 

“What ails your father? Speak!” cried Catherine. 

“Father is killed,” replied the boy, faintly. 

“Killed! What, your father killed! Abraham, do you 
hear? Joseph Evarts is killed. Hear what this child says! 
Run, quick, Abraham!” 

But when Catherine turned to look at her husband there 
was no one there, and she for the moment thought noth- 
ing of it, inferring that at the child’s first word he had 
hastened to see what had happened to his friend. 

But Abraham Duke did not return, and it was known 
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on good authority that he had never set foot in Joseph 
Evarts’s house to ascertain what had happened to him, 
but had made his way straight out of the village to the 
army, the company of which he was a member being as- 
sembled in Suffield, about ten miles away. 

Catherine, although she had had the difference with her 
husband concerning the hiding of the gold, felt hurt that 
he should have slipped away in such wise without a word 
of farewell while she was in such anxiety over the bereft 
child, but she had no suspicions then, or afterward, and 
nobody spoke of suspicions to her. But suspicions there 
were, although they slumbered in the general excitement 
of the war and the ever-recurring rumors of a ship of the 
enemy in sight and about to land in the harbor of the little 
village of South Suffield. It was said that Abraham Duke 
was the last one seen entering and leaving the house of 
Joseph Evarts the evening before his dead body was found 
by his little son, who was returning from a visit to his 
grandmother; his mother was dead. Little Harry Evarts 
had, indeed, found the door of his home blocked by some- 
thing, and pushed with all his childish strength, and found, 
when the door yielded a gap, that it was the body of his 
father, dead of a sword-thrust in the side, which blocked the 
door. Evarts had been a goldsmith by trade in the old 
country; since he had been in the new, finding little op- 
portunity for the exercise of his craft, he had supported 
himself and his little son by working his farm. It was held 
that Abraham Duke had gone the night before to bid him 
farewell. Mistress Prudence Dexter, who lived next door, 
had distinctly seen him enter and leave, and she had seen 
no one else that evening, and it was bright moonlight and 
she had been sitting beside her window with no light, to 
save candles. Still, in spite of the sinister report, Abra- 
ham Duke’s standing—he was tithingman in the meeting 
house, and esteemed by all—and the utter absence of any 
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known motive served to keep the suspicion well within 
bounds, and would have done so even had not every- 
body’s mind been distracted by the war and the rumors 
of strange sails on the horizon. 

Meantime Catherine Duke lived on alone, save for the 
bound boy, who was none too bright as to his wits, although 
strong and a good worker, and night and day she searched 
for the gold, which she was confident her husband had 
hidden somewhere about the house, if he had not buried it 
in the field. Her husband had not been gone twenty-four 
hours before all the usual hiding places of treasure were 
overhauled, such as old teapots, the drawers of dressers, 
secret drawers, and the clock. She searched the clock par- 
ticularly, since she heard that her husband had been seen 
coming from Joseph Evarts’s with some of the works of 
the clock that night before he went away. Prudence Dexter 
had averred that she had distinctly seen the dangling pendu- 
lum of a clock from under Abraham’s cloak as he went down 
the street. 

Catherine, knowing that the dead man, Joseph Evarts, 
had been a cunning workman in many ways, thought that 
he might have rigged for his friend a secret closet in the 
clock, and she searched it well, but found nothing. She 
thought that it might have been possible for her husband 
to carry the main body of the clock under his cloak, for 
the purpose of the secret closet, but, although she sounded 
every inch and poked the inmost recesses of the clock well 
over, no gold did she discover. She therefore let it be, 
ticking with the solemn majesty of its kind; it was an 
eight-day clock, taller than a man, standing like Time 
itself in the corner of the living room, and casting a shadow 
like the shadow of a man across the floor every morning 
when the sun shone into the room. But she searched, 
after she had searched the clock, every inch of the house. 
She even had the hearthstones taken up, she and the dull- 
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witted bound boy, working by candlelight, with the cur- 
tains drawn, that the neighbors might suspect nothing, 
and she replaced them in a masterly fashion; for Cathe- 
rine Duke was in reality a masterly woman. And then 
she had out many of the chimney bricks, as many as she 
dared, and she even had up some of the flooring, but she 
found nothing. 

Then she and the bound boy dug up the cellar bot- 
tom, and then the bound boy plowed every inch of land 
which had hitherto remained uncultivated. She could do 
that openly, and people began to say that Catherine would 
make more of the farm than her husband had done. But 
the land that was too stony for the plow she was more 
secret about, she and the boy digging it up by moonlight 
_ and replacing the sods. 

Once she ventured forth with a lantern in her impa~ 
tience, but the light, seen flitting along the field near the 
shore, occasioned a rumor in the village that a ship of 
the British had landed and a drum beat to arms. Then 
all the old men and boys left in the place sallied forth, 
and Catherine and the bound boy, whose name, which 
belied his character, was Solomon—last name he had none 
at all that anybody knew, for he was a foundling—had 
hard work to reach the house undiscovered, although she 
blew out the lantern and scudded for her life with her 
petticoats lifted, while the boy sped with her, the more 
afraid that he knew not what he feared. 

However, all Catherine’s searching came to nothing, 
although she worked hard—and hard work it was, with 
what she had to do on the farm. No woman in South 
Suffield was considered a better housewife than she, and she 
had to live up to her reputation. She and the boy sheared 
and washed sheep, and she spun and wove the wool. She 
tended the flax and made of that lengths of linen cloth; 
she made her soap and her candles, and kept her house 
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as neat as wax, and all the while the search for the hid- 
den gold was in her mind. Many a time in the dead of 
night would she, lying awake and pondering over it, and 
striving to place her own mind in the attitude of her hus- 
band’s when he had hidden the treasure, think of another 
place where she had not looked, and be up, with her can- 
dle lit, and over the house, in her bedgown, to find noth- 
ing at all, 

Catherine grew old with the loneliness and the ever- 
increasing wrath with her husband, who had so mistreated 
her after her years of self-denial and toil for his sake. The 
sense of injury is like a fermenting canker in the mind 
when once it is allowed to work with no protest. Cathe- 
rine’s pretty, round face grew long and sour, her smooth 
forehead knitted. Her blue eyes got an expression of 
sharp peering which never left them. She even looked at 
her friends as if she suspected that the hiding place of 
the gold might be in their minds. And yet all the time 
she had in reality no desire for the gold itself, for she had 
enough and to spare. Had she found the gold she would 
directly have hid it again and spent not one shilling until 
her husband’s return, but the sense of injury ever spurred 
her on with a goading which almost produced madness. 
She asked herself over and over why she should not know 
—why her husband, for whom she had saved and toiled, 
could not have trusted her? Of a Sabbath day, when 
she went to meeting, she regarded the parson, Ebenezer 
Rawson, with a covert hatred, since he held the sealed let- 
ter, and had been trusted to a greater extent than she. 
Sometimes, although in spite of her wrath and sense of 
ill treatment, which warped her mind, she still loved her 
husband and prayed for his safety, the imagination would 
come to her how, in the case of his falling before the 
enemy, she should go to the parson and demand the 
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sealed letter, and know at last what she had a right to 
know—the hiding place of the gold. 

After her husband had been away some six months and 
she had had one letter from him, with not a word about 
the gold, she dressed herself in her best—in her red cloak, 
which she had had as a bride and kept carefully, and 
a hat with a plume which would have become her had she 
not gotten the expression on her fair face of the seeker after 
dross, which disfigures more than aught in the world— 
and she made her way to the parson’s house. He was a 
widower, and always had a kindly word for a pretty 
woman, although esteemed, as her husband had said, a 
man who kept his own counsel. Past the parson’s house- 
keeper, an ancient aunt of his, declaring that she had 
need of spiritual consolation, and leaving her staring, sus- 
picious because of the red cloak and the plume, she marched 
into the study, lined with books which damned all man- 
kind by reason of the love of God, according to the tenets 
of the day, and she found the parson at his desk, with his 
forehead knitted over the tenthly of his next Sabbath day’s 
sermon. And then calling to her aid old blandishments 
of hers, she beset the parson for the letter, although the 
conditions of its delivery were not fulfilled, and she gave 
good and sufficient reasons why she should know the se- 
cret, since lately the rumors of the enemy on the coast 
had increased, and she argued that she should know the 
hiding place of the treasure, that she might bury it safely 
away from the greed of the redcoats. 

But Parson Ebenezer Rawson, who was a handsome man 
in a powdered wig, and had something of the diplomat in 
him, only laughed, and spoke to her with a pleasant chid~ 
ing, the while he noted that she was no longer, in spite of 
her red cloak and her feather, as goodly to see as she had 
been, and had an apposite verse of Scripture concerning the 
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frailty of the flesh and the evanescence of beauty enter his 
mind, 

“Mistress Duke,” said Parson Rawson, “it truly seemeth 
to me that, since you yourself cannot find the gold, no safer 
hiding place can be discovered from the enemy.” 

Catherine blushed high with anger. “But I am in want 
of goods for household use,” said she. In response to that, 
Parson Rawson surveyed her rounded form and the sump- 
tuous folds of her red cloak, and said that he could not 
betray his trust, since his word, once given, was like a lock 
and seal upon his soul, and that did she want for the nec- 
essaries of life he would advance the money needful to her 
upon a loan. | 

At last Catherine Duke went away, still unsatisfied, and 
she walked—for thoroughly feminine she was—with a grace- 
ful movement, being conscious of the carriage of her head 
and the folds of her red cloak, until she was out of view of 
the parson’s windows, and then she broke into an angry 
switch, and she even wept like a crossed child, as she went 
along where there were no houses. 

Before she came to her own house, some quarter of a 
mile distant, she had to pass the house where Joseph Evarts 
had lived and wherein he had come to his death by foul 
means. Catherine Duke was not a nervous woman, nor 
timid, but as stanch and stout-hearted as woman needed to 
be in those times. Still, for all that, and although she 
had not heard of the suspicions which were directed against 
her husband, she never passed this house without an in- 
voluntary quickening of her steps, especially when it was 
nightfall, as now, and she was alone. The house had re- 
mained deserted since poor Joseph Evarts’s dead body had 
been carried forth from it, for the little boy had been taken 
to live with his grandmother in an adjoining town. Now, 
in this gray, weather-stained house seemed to abide the 
spirit of mystery and murder, and to glare forth from the 
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desolate blanks of its windows upon all passers-by. Thus 
Catherine Duke, stout-hearted as she was, quickened her 
steps that evening, and scudded by in her red cloak, with 
her best plume waving in the breeze; but as she passed she 
gave a terrified roll of her blue eyes at the house, and she 
could have sworn that she saw a gleam of light in one of 
the rooms of the second story. She looked instinctively at 
the opposite side of the road for a light which could pro- 
duce a reflection, but there was no house there, and no 
bonfire. She looked again, and it seemed certain to her 
that there was a candlelight in the east room on the sec- 
ond floor. 

Then she fairly ran, for a vague horror was upon her, 
and it seemed to her that she heard footsteps behind her, 
although, when she reached her own door and turned around, 
with the latch in her hand and Solomon gazing at her from 
the lighted living room, there was not a person in sight on 
the road, which made a sharp turn a short distance from 
the Duke house. That turn swerved the road from the sea, 
and gave room on both sides for houses. The Evarts house 
was on the sea side of the road. All that could be seen from 
the front door of the Duke house was the desolate, moan- 
ing waste of waters, which had largely acquired a terrible 
significance as a possible highway for the enemy, and the 
road, with no dwelling as far as the turn. Catherine called 
Solomon to the door. “Look,” said she, sharply, “and see 
if you can spy out anybody on the road.” 

Solomon came and stood beside her, projecting his sim- 
ple, gaping face, with its prominent light-blue eyes, into 
the gathering gloom, and whimpered—for he had some 
vague idea that he was being blamed, and he held his mis- 
tress in awe—that he saw no one. “Go as far as the turn 
in the road,” said Catherine, imperiously, “and see if you 


see anybody; and, if you do, come back quickly and let us 
lock the door.” 
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Solomon started, although he was afraid—for he was 
more afraid of his mistress’ anger than of any unknown 
quantity—but she called him back. “If you see no one on 
the road,” said she, “keep on until you reach the Evarts 
house, and look and see if you spy a light in the east cham- 
ber.” Solomon sped away, although his legs trembled under 
him, for the fear in his mistress’ heart infected his own. 

Catherine went into the house and hung on the por- 
ridge kettle, and very soon Solomon came back, saying that 
he had seen no one, and there was no light in the east 
chamber of the Evarts house, but there was a boat moored 
behind the house, on the seashore. 

“You cannot have seen rightly,” said Catherine, for now 
her confidence had returned. “You saw the old wreck that 
has lain behind the house for the last three years.” 

“Nay, mistress, twas a boat,” persisted the boy; but 
when Catherine insisted that he had seen wrongly, he 
yielded and agreed with her, and said it was the wreck, for 
he had no mind of his own when the pressure of another 
was brought to bear upon it. 

But the poor lad was right, and it had been well for 
poor Catherine Duke had she heeded him and taken the 
candle gleam in the chamber of the deserted house and the 
boat on the sand behind it as a warning, instead of recov- 
ering her bravery of outlook and going about her evening 
tasks as usual. After supper she set Solomon to paring 
apples to dry, and she herself spun at her flax wheel. They 
found her hard by it the next day, and she was murdered 
even as Joseph Evarts had been; but she had not come 
to her death so easily, for she had been tortured first, and 
there were the marks of fire on her feet and hands. 

As for the bound boy, he had leaped out of the window 
as the men beat down the door, and he had sped away on 
his long legs, with what little wit he had ever owned well- 
nigh gone forever. When he was found and brought back, 
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he shook like one with palsy, and he went through his 
life so, and he could speak only in disjointed stammers. 
As for answering questions to any purpose, there was no 
hope of it from him, although the people gathered some 
confirmation of what they at first suspected, that Catherine 
had been first tortured to make her reveal the hiding place 
of her gold, and then, when she did not reveal it, as she 
could not, poor soul, she was finished. 

Then the whole house had been ransacked for the gold, 
but the robbers and murderers found it no more than 
Catherine had done, although people were not sure of it. 
Indeed, it was said by many that the men, who were sup- 
posed to have come ashore in the boat which had been 
moored behind the Evarts house, and which had been seen 
by a man passing as well as by Solomon, had found the 
gold and taken it away. Catherine had talked much, to 
her own hurt, about the treasure, and there were strag- 
glers from the army, as well as the enemy, to fear. Some 
said they were British soldiers who had come ashore in the 
boat, and some said they were men from the Colonial army, 
a company of which had been recently stationed for a short 
time at Suffield, but no one ever knew certainly. 

When Abraham Duke came home, with only one arm, 
having lost the other by a British shot, he found a deserted 
home and a devastated farm, for there had been a raid by 
the enemy after Catherine’s death. They had left the 
house standing, with its contents, but the livestock had 
been taken. 

Abraham lived on alone, and worked his poor fields pain- 
fully, being so crippled with only one sound arm and hand, 
and he barely kept soul and body together, for, if the gold 
had not been stolen, he made no use of it. Sometimes the 
neighbors, albeit grudgingly and doubtfully, being still un- 
certain as to whether he was hoarding his treasure or not, 
came and helped the poor man with his scanty harvesting. 
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However, they seemed to meet with but little gratitude, 
for Abraham Duke, always taciturn and cold of bearing, 
had become more so. He spoke to no man unless he was 
first spoken to, and then he made scant reply. And al- 
though he still attended all the services on the Sabbath day 
in the meeting house, he had given up his office of tithing- 
man, and would not have it; and people said he had doc- 
trinal doubts, because of his afflictions, which were not to 
his credit, even if he was innocent of the crime which those 
who were more ready to think evil laid at his door. 

As time went on, people looked more and more askance 
at him, for his face grew more and more bitter and for- 
bidding, even terrifying. The children became afraid of 
him, and gradually the old suspicion became more assured. 
He was held (although no one had any proof, and, there 
being no motive for the crime, there was no talk of bringing 
him to justice) as a man accursed, and when he was helped 
it was more and more grudgingly and with serious doubts as 
to the blessings to be received for the deed. 

Joseph Evarts’s son had grown up, and he was living 
in his father’s old house with his grandmother, who still 
lived, although very old, and never did Abraham Duke pass 
the house that he was not conscious of the young man’s 
eyes upon him. Abraham had become aware of the sus- 
picion, and it looked more keenly from Harry Evarts’s eyes 
than any other’s. Abraham rarely looked the young man 
in the face, for it had become to him the face of an aveng- 
ing fate. He went past the house with his head bent, but 
always he knew there was an eye upon him—if not the young 
man’s, his grandmother’s, for she too suspected, and voiced 
her suspicions openly. Her old face, set in the narrow 
window frame, was as malignant as a witch’s upon Abra- 
ham Duke passing by, and he felt it, although he did not 
look up. 

Affairs grew worse and worse with him. Rheumatism 
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beset him one winter, and he was crippled with that, as 
well as his maimed arm and his age, for he was now an old 
man. He sat all day by his fireless hearth; for it was 
often fireless, since he could not cut wood nor hire it cut, 
and often he went a day without food, for he was more and 
more abhorred for the shadow of suspicion of an evil deed 
which had fallen upon him. Old Parson Rawson had died 
years before. He had given up the sealed letter to Abra- 
ham when he returned from the army, and Abraham had 
taken it without a word, and nobody knew what had be- 
come of it. 

Abraham Duke lived on, hanging to life with a feeble 
clutch, like an old leaf to an autumn bough, and he was 
near eighty, and suffering all that one could suffer and live. 
He was slowly freezing and starving to death, and the oc- 
casional aid from his kind only served to prolong his mis- 
ery. At last, when he was eighty, there came a fierce 
winter, and one morning Harry Evarts, who had lately 
married, and whose heart, embittered with suspicion and 
the desire for vengeance, was somewhat softened by the 
thankfulness for love, thought of the old man, and, walking 
down the turn of the road, and seeing no smoke from the 
chimney, he returned home for his hand sled, and drew a 
good store of firewood, with a basket of provisions, to the 
Duke house. 

It was a bright, freezing morning, a day glittering as if 
strung with diamonds, and the wind from the north was 
like a flail of death. Harry Evarts shuddered as he dragged 
his sled up to the door of the Duke house, and he hesitated 
a second for dread of what he might find when he entered. 
Then he heard a sweet voice from behind calling, and the 
girl he had married came running to join him, her fair face 
all glowing with the cold. 

When she came alongside, Harry pounded on the door, 
and a horrible, dull echo, as of the vacancy of death itself, 
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came in their ears. The young wife, Elizabeth, caught 
hold of her husband’s arm, and she was almost weeping. 
“Oh, Harry! oh, Harry!” she whispered. “The poor old 
man must be dead.” 

Harry shut his mouth hard and pounded again, and again 
came the echo like a voice of desolate mockery from the 
outside of life. Then Harry shut his mouth harder, and 
opened the door, which was unlocked, as if the old man 
had left it on the latch for death, and he entered, Elizabeth 
shrinking behind him. 

And on the hearth sat old Abraham Duke, frozen and 
starved, but his face had an expression of such exceeding 
peace and humility that even the girl was not frightened, 
but she began to weep bitterly. “Poor old man! oh, poor 
old man!” she sobbed. “And he does not look, dead, as 
he did alive.” 

The room was full of brilliant sunlight, but bitter cold, 
and on the hearth were only ashes, but the andirons and 
the tops of the fire set caught the sunlight and glowed 
warmly. So also did the ornaments on the desk and the 
highboy and the clock, and the pendulum of the clock, 
which still ticked, seemed to swing in an arc of gold. Harry 
was deadly white, standing looking at the old man on the 
hearth. Elizabeth continued to sob; then, being led by 
her sweet, womanly instincts, she went nearer to the old 
man, and placed one of her little hands with a caressing 
gesture like a blessing on his sunken forehead. Then she 
started. “Harry,” she said—‘“Harry, there is a letter in 
his hand.” 

Harry did not stir. He was thinking of his father, and 
how he had come home to find him lying dead across the 
door. 

“Harry,” said the girl again, “there is a letter.” Then 
she reached down and softly took the letter from the dead 
man’s hand, which seemed to yield it up willingly. “Harry, 
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the letter is for you!” cried Elizabeth, in an awed whisper. 

Then she handed the letter to her husband. “Open it,” 
said she. 

“T can’t,” said the young man, hoarsely, for he was fight- 
ing a fight with himself. 

“J will open it!” cried the girl, who was full of quick 
impulses, and she broke the seal. There were only a few 
words in the letter, which was, in fact, more a memorandum 
than a letter, and she read them aloud: “The andirons, the 
fire set, the handles on the highboy, the handles on the 
desk, the trimmings of the clock, the pendulum, the trim- 
mings on the best bed, the handles on the dresser, the key 
of the desk—Gold.” : 

“My father did the work; he made the things of gold 
instead of brass, and he knew!” exclaimed Harry. 

The girl was ghastly white. She continued to look with 
a wild gaze of awful understanding at the old man sitting 
stark and dead on his fireless hearth, where he had sat so 
long with the great god Mammon, whom he had not dared 
command to his own needs lest he destroy him. She re- 
flected how he had sat there and starved with his wealth 
glittering in his eyes, and she also reflected, considering the 
look on his dead face, that perhaps his earthly retribution 
had won him heavenly peace. But she shuddered convul- 
sively, and the gold light reflected from the tops of the 
andirons seemed to wink at her like eyes of infernal un- 
derstanding and mockery. She looked at the letter again, 
and called out its contents again in a voice shrill with hys- 
teria: “The andirons, the fire set, the handles on the high- 
boy, the handles on the desk, the trimmings of the clock, 
the pendulum, the trimmings on the best bed, the handles 
on the dresser, the key of the desk—Gold.” 


XXV. THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO 
JOAN? 


“My!” 

“Don’t you think I’ve done pretty well?” 

“Sarah Bannister, you know as well as I do, it is won- 
derful!” 

The two women stood in the best parlor, a long room, 
furnished with aggressive plush and mahogany, and onyx 
tables, and a marble Clytie drooping her head impudently 
in her out-of-place state in a New England parlor. The 
room was chilly in spite of the radiators, glaring with gilt 
in the most conspicuous wall spaces. Every piece of fur- 
niture—old-fashioned square tables, chairs, and piano— 
was covered with dainty things, large and small, of all colors 
and fabrics. 

“To think you made everything here with your own 
hands!” commented Miss Lottie Dodd. She was a distant 
relative of Mrs. Bannister’s, who lived with her a month 
at a time. 

“Yes, and the worst of it is, it isn’t quite a week to 
Christmas, and I haven’t got the things done yet.” 

“Land! I should think you had enough here for the whole 
town.” 

“I’m giving to about the whole town this year. Then, 
you know all our cousins out West, and the raft of relations 
‘we never see except at our funerals, that live in Watchboro, 

~and Center Watchboro, and South and North and Fast.” 

“I didn’t know you remembered them Christmas.” 

1 Copyright, 1919, by Harper & Brothers. 
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“I don’t every year, but this time I sie so forehanded I 
thought I’d put them in with the rest.” 

“You don’t mean to say you are remembering all the 
Rice ne hla 

“Ves: Liam,. 

“Not all those children?” 

“Oh, I’ve got the children’s presents all ae it’s the 
older folks’ I haven’t got done. I have planned a lot of 
drawnwork.” 

“You do that so beautifully,” said Lottie. She was a tiny 
woman snugged in a lavender wool shawl. The tip of her 
sharp nose was red. Her blue eyes were tearful, from 
cold and enthusiasm. Lottie was prey to enthusiasms, even 
petty ones. 

“T’ve got a lot more to do. I sha’n’t try any different 
patterns from these here; the same with the knitted lace. 
That will make it easier.” 

Sarah Bannister clipped the last word short with a sneeze. 

“Sarah, you are catching cold in this room.” 

“Don’t know but I am. It never will heat when the 
wind’s northwest. It’s bitter outdoors today, too. The 
snow hasn’t melted one mite. Look at those windows all 
frosted up.” 

“Well, Sarah, we better be going back to the sitting room, 
where it’s warm.” 

“Guess we’d better. I was going to look a little longer. 
I don’t seem to see some things I know I’ve got. I do feel 
some as if I were catching cold. Hope to goodness I don’t— 
just before Christmas, too. I'll get Henry to bring in some 
wood for the sitting-room hearth fire.” 

“I sort of wonder sometimes why you and Henry don’t 
keep a man to fetch and carry,” said Lottie Dodd, as the 
two entered the sitting room, meeting a gust of warm air, 
scented with geranium and heliotrope from the window 
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plants. “Henry is quite some older than you, and it’s be- 
ginning to show.” 

“Oh, Henry’s perfectly able to do what little chores we 
have. Men want some exercise.” 

They sat down. Sarah Bannister began to crochet, a 
neatly rolled-up ball of finished lace bobbing as her fingers 
moved. Lottie worked laboriously on a blue centerpiece. 

“It certainly is lucky you are so well off, Sarah.” 

“Yes, I realize it is. Henry never saved much, but I 
have enough for both, thanks to poor father. I never spend 
a cent but I think of him. He used to talk so much to me 
about not being extravagant.” 

“Oh, Sarah, as if anybody could accuse you of that!” 

Sarah started, but she continued talking. “Poor father 
used to say—I remember as if it were yesterday—‘Sarah, 
it’s easy enough to get money, for those who have the right 
kind of heads, and work, but it takes more than heads to 
keep it. That’s a gift” ” 

Lottie Dodd, impecunious, who had never benefited much 
from Sarah’s riches, except in the somewhat negative way 
of food and cast-off clothing, looked reflectively at the 
large, flat, rather handsome face. 

Sarah stared sharply at Lottie, who did not speak. Si- 
[ence and immobility make a fool inscrutable. 

Sarah suspected. “Now, you wouldn’t believe, Lottie 
Dodd, how little some of these things in there”—she shrugged 
her shoulders toward the parlor—“cost.” 

“You don’t mean it.” Lottie’s voice was as blatantly inno- 
cent as a lamb’s. 

“Yes, I bought a lot at the five-and-ten-cent stores, and I 
had nice pieces of silk and satin and lace, and I mixed them 
in, and you’d never know. I thought of poor father every 
minute I was in these five-and-ten-cent stores.” 

“They would have just suited your dear pa.” 

Again the look of suspicion was in Sarah’s eyes, to disap- 
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pear before the other woman’s innocent expression. Then 
the doorbell rang with a loud clang. 

“Sakes alive! Whoever can that be, such a cold after- 
noon?” said Mrs. Bannister. 

“Maybe it’s a peddler.” 

“Well, if it is, he vamooses. I never will allow a ped- 
dler in my house.” Sarah Bannister sneezed three times. 

“Let me go to the door,” said Lottie Dodd. “You have 
caught cold, sure as fate. Let me go, dear.” 

In Lottie’s voice was the faint, very faint inflection in 
which she betrayed her consciousness that she was a year 
and a half younger than Sarah. To Lottie that meant, when 
she so desired, the feebleness of age for Sarah, juvenile agility 
for herself. 

Sarah recognized that inflection. “I rather guess I’m 
as able to go to the door as you,” she retorted. She thrust 
her face almost into the other’s in a way she had when 
irritated. 

“It was only on account of your cold, dear,” protested Lot- 
tie, shrinking back. 

“I haven’t got any cold. If you’re trying to wish one on 
me, you can just stop. Sneezing don’t prove you’ve got a 
cold. Hm!” 

“Why, Sarah!” 

Sarah stepped majestically doorward as the bell rang 
again. She walked on her heels as she had a trick of doing 
when feeling unusually self-sufficient. Lottie peeked around 
the curtain over the pots of geraniums, but she could see 
nothing. She could hear voices, and the wind came in the 
cracks of the sitting-room door. The front door closed with 
a bang, and Lottie darted back to her chair. She expected 
to see Mrs. Bannister enter irate after turning away a ped- 
dler, but after Sarah entered a young girl, hardly more than 
a child. 


“Go right to that hearth fire and sit down and get warm 
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through,” ordered Mrs. Bannister. She spoke in a stern 
voice, but her speech ended in a beautiful cadence. When 
the child was seated before the fire, which Sarah stirred to 
a higher blaze and piled with more wood, she gazed at the 
young face reflecting the red glow, and smiled in a way that 
made Lottie gaze wonderingly at her, and suddenly remember 
that years ago, so many years that she had forgotten, Sarah 
Bannister had lost a daughter about the age of this girl. 
Meantime Sarah Bannister was removing the girl’s extraor- 
dinarily shabby hat, and pulling off gently her shabbier coat. 
The girl resisted the last a little, and her small timid voice 
murmured something about her dress. 

“Never mind your dress,” said Sarah. “You will get 
warmer with these off.” 

As she spoke she laid the coat and hat on a chair, rather 
gingerly. Such rags as the coat disclosed, such rags of a 
red silk lining, and such a sinfully draggled feather decked 
the old hat. Sarah turned to look at the girl. Lottie was 
looking. Lottie had her mouth slightly open. Sarah gasped. 
The girl sitting there, meekly, almost limply, was a darling 
of a girl (judging from her little face). It was very pale 
now, but with the velvety pallor of a white flower. Her 
hair lay in soft rings of gold shading into brown about her 
small head. She wore her hair short, and it made her 
seem more a child. Her dress was torn about the sleeves and 
gaped where hooks were missing, unless pinned with obvious 
pins. Her little hands were stiff and red, and one continued 
to clasp cautiously the handle of an unspeakably shabby old 
bag. Suddenly she looked up, first at one, then at the other 
of the faces regarding her. She looked with perfect com- 
posure, so perfect that it directly made her seem older. Her 
great blue eyes had a womanly wise cognizance of the two 
women. 

“How old are you?” demanded Sarah Bannister, sud- 
denly. 
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“Thirteen last May,” replied the girl. Her voice was 
charming, with a curious appeal in it. She seemed to be 
begging pardon for the fact that she was thirteen last May. 

Sarah Bannister, her face working as if she were about to 
weep, went to a little china closet, and presently came back 
with a glass of homemade wine, and a square of sponge 
cake on a pink plate. 

“Here, drink this and eat this cake,” said she. “It will 
do you good.” 

She set a small table beside the girl and placed the wine 
glass and the cake on it. 

“Thank you, ma’am,” said the girl. She began to eat 
and drink rather eagerly. She was evidently famished, but 
very gentle about it. She still retained her hold of the bag. 

Lottie spoke for the first time. “What have you got in 
that bag?” said she, rather sharply. The girl flashed her 
blue eyes at her in a frightened but defiant way. 

“Things to sell,” she whispered. 

Lottie looked at Sarah. So she was a peddler, after all. 
Sarah did not return Lottie’s glance. She spoke to the girl. 

“When you have finished your cake and wine, and get 
real warm, I will look at the things you have to sell,” said 
she, softly. 

“Thank you, ma’am.” 

Lottie began to be aggressive. “What is your name?” 
she asked, peremptorily. 

“Don’t speak so sharp, Lottie,” said Sarah. “You will 
scare her half to death. She’s nothing but a child. She 
was half frozen. She was standing there on the doorstep, 
shaking from head to foot, poor little thing, half dressed, too, 
on such a day as this.” Sarah glanced at the heap of wool 
and red silk rags on the chair, and remembered a nice thick 
wool coat in the closet of a certain chamber. 

Lottie asked again, but more gently, “What is your name, 
little girl?” 
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“Joan Brooks.” 

“Oh, I know her,” said Lottie, with an accent of slight 
scorn. “Her father’s that broken-down minister. He fills 
the pulpit sometimes when Mr. Whitman has bronchitis.” 

“He preaches very well, too,” said Sarah, kindly. 

“Father is not broken-down. He stands up as well as 
you do,” said Joan, unexpectedly. Then she began to rise. 
“Where is my coat?” said she. 

“You sit right down, child,” said Sarah. “She didn’t mean 
a thing. Of course your father isn’t broken-down. We al- 
ways speak that way of a minister who don’t preach 
regularly.” 

“Father used to preach regularly,” said the girl, eagerly, 
“but after we moved here the church he came to preach 
in burned down.” 

“That was the little Hyde’s Corner church,” interpolated 
Lottie. Sarah nodded. 

- “He preached regularly there,” stated Joan, “until the 
fire.” 

“What does your father do now?” asked Lottie. 

“He preaches for other ministers a great deal, and be- 
tweenwhiles he goes about taking orders for a beautiful 
book on the Holy Land.” 

Lottie looked at the geraniums, and her lips moved in- 

audibly: “Peddler.” 

“We don’t have as much money as we did before the fire,” 
stated the little girl, “and we don’t have much of anything 
to give away. That is why—” She stopped. 

Sarah caught up the bag, which Joan had placed on the 
floor beside her. 

“Well, let us see what you have to sell,” said she. 

Sarah opened the bag and Lottie stood looking over her 


shoulder. wae 
‘My! said Lottie, “what lovely drawnwork, and it’s just 
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the same pattern as that bureau scarf you made for your 
cousin Lizzie, too!” 

“And I wanted one like it for her married sister, Jennie. 
How much is this, Joan?” 

Joan mentioned a price. Lottie paled, and her mouth 
dropped when Sarah Bannister, so careful of money, said 
she would take it. She also bought for a large sum a beau- 
tiful tablecloth with embroidered corners for the minister’s 
wife. 

“That’s just like the one you made yourself for Mrs. Les- 
ter Sears,” said Lottie. She thought Sarah Bannister must 
be losing her wits. ‘“There’s that same cornucopia in one 
corner, and cluster of daisies in another,” she mentioned, 
feebly. 

“I know it,” said Sarah, defiantly. “Why shouldn’t it be 
the same? It’s a common pattern. I made that tablecloth 
for Mrs. Sears because she was so good when I was sick with 
the grippe, sending in things ’most every day. I wanted to 
make something for the minister’s wife just as nice, be- 
cause she and Annie Sears are so thick, and because we all 
know the minister isn’t very popular, and I feel sort of sorry 
for her, but I didn’t have the time or strength to make it. 
This is a real godsend.” 

“You'll have to tell her you didn’t make it,” remarked 
Lottie, maliciously. 

“I am not in the habit of either telling or implying a lie,” 
replied Mrs. Bannister. Then she turned suddenly to 
Joan. “My dear, who made these pretty things?” 

Joan crimsoned, then paled, but she lifted clear eyes of 
truth to Mrs. Bannister: “A lady.” 

“What lady?” 

“A lady.” 

“But what is the lady’s name?” 

“T would rather not tell her name.” 
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Sarah looked at Lottie and spoke with lip motion: “Her 
mother.” 

Even skeptical Lottie nodded. What so likely as that the 
broken-down minister’s wife might do this exquisite work, 
and send her little daughter out to sell it? 

Sarah was examining the tablecloth. “I am sure it is a 
little different from mine,” she reflected. “The bunch of 
daisies is larger.” 

Lottie nodded. “Looks so to me.” 

Sarah laid down the tablecloth and took up some knitted 
lace. “This is almost exactly the pattern of mine, and I 
did want to knit some for Daisy Hapgood. I am so glad 
to get this.” 

The more Sarah Bannister bought, the more the little 
girl’s face beamed. Her cheeks flushed; her blue eyes 
gleamed. Sarah kept gazing at her with loving admiration. 
As she bought everything in the bag, Joan seemed fairly 
quivering with delight. She held her pretty upper lip caught 
between her teeth, lest she break into sheer laughter. 

“T will take this handkerchief with the embroidered G,” 
said Sarah. “It is just what I wanted to tuck in a letter to 
Ella Giddings.” 

“I thought I saw one in the parlor just like that,” said 

Lottie. 
“So you did, similar. Mine has a queer little quirk at 
the top of the G, and that is for Emma Gleason. I wanted 
to make another for Ella. Lottie, do you mind going up- 
stairs and bringing down my little black silk shopping bag? 
My purse is in it. I don’t want to go through that cold 
hall. I have got the grippe; I almost know it,” said Sarah, 
when the bag was empty. 

While Lottie was gone, Mrs. Bannister and the girl added 
up items rapidly on the back of an old envelope. Sarah was 
economical with paper. Sarah added with zeal, and her hand 
was over the sum total, and she had time to shake her head 
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with finger on lips when the door opened. The girl nodded. 
She was only a child, but she understood. The other lady 
was not to know what the things cost. 

Lottie cast a sharp glance at the gleam of white paper in 
Sarah’s cautious hand. “Whatever made you hang that bag 
up in the closet, when you always keep it in the top bureau 
drawer?” said she. “I had an awful hunt. Thought I never 
would find it.” 

“IT remember hanging it there when I hung up my coat 
when I came home yesterday,” replied Sarah, calmly. 

Sarah loosened the strings of the bag. Lottie watched 
like a cat. Sarah took out her nice black leather pocketbook. 
Lottie craned her neck. Sarah bent over the pocketbook, 
hiding her proceedings, counted out money, folded it in a 
nice little roll, and gave it to Joan. 

“There,” said she, kindly. “That is right. Now you 
had better run and give it to your mother.” 

“T shall not take this money to mother,” said she. “She 
will not expect it. It is my money. Father and mother 3 
wish me to be independent. I have this money for Christ- 
mas presents and I shall have to see to them myself.” 

Joan rapidly slipped into her ragged coat. Sarah thought 
of the warm one upstairs, but did not somehow feel like 
mentioning it. 

“You mean to say you don’t tell your mother about this?” 
said Lottie. 

“Mother does not wish me to tell her everything,” said 
Joan. “Father does not, either. They say I should lose 
my individuality.” 

“No danger, seems to me,” said Lottie. When the girl 
had gone and was disappearing down the road, a red rag 
from the silken lining of her coat blowing back stiffly in the 
icy wind like an anarchist flag, the women stood at the win- 
dow, watching her. 
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“She is a darling little girl,” remarked Sarah, with an 
absent air. 

Lottie looked at her. Directly there came before her 
mental vision the freckled face, the long nose, the retreating 
chin, the weak eyes and stiff, sandy hair of Sarah’s departed 
daughter, long in her little green grave. 

“She thinks this beautiful girl looks like her,” Lottie 
reflected. 

Directly Sarah spoke in a breaking voice, and tears rolled 
down her cheeks. “She is the living image of my Ida.” 

Lottie lied for the sake of her own heart. “Yes, so she 
is,” said she. 

“Then you saw the likeness?” 

“How could I help it?” 

“Want me to take these things into the parlor and put 
them with the others?” offered Lottie. “You mustn’t go in 
there with such a cold as you’ve got.” 

“Tl put them in the secretary, here,” said Sarah. “There’s 
one drawer without a thing in it. I want to look them over 
again, and everything will have to be done up and addressed 
out here, anyway. Remind me to send to the store for some 
more Christmas ribbon tomorrow morning.” 

Sarah folded the dainty things she had bought and laid 
them carefully away in the secretary drawer, then she 
seated herself in her rocking-chair and took her pocketbook 
out of her black silk bag. She looked up and saw Lottie’s 
sharp eyes turn away. She laughed and the laugh had a 
tang in it. 

“Well, Lottie,” said she, “if you want so much to know 
what I paid for the things, I am perfectly willing to tell you, 
although I cannot imagine why you want to know. I am 
not in the least curious, myself.” 

Lottie flushed suddenly. She tried to smile. “TI ain’t curi. 
ous,” she replied. “I never was. What makes you talk so, 
Sarah? It sounds sort of hateful.” 
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Sarah paid no attention. “The things cost just twenty- 
three dollars and seventy-nine cents,” said she, coolly. 

“My goodness!” 

“Yes, just twenty-three dollars and seventy-nine cents.” 

Very swiftly Lottie sped her own little shaft. 

“Why, Sarah Bannister, I never knew you spent as much 
on Christmas presents in your whole life. You have never 
had the name of being as free as all that.” 

“J didn’t deserve it,” said Sarah. “All those things made 
up in the parlor there didn’t cost fifteen dollars. I told you 
they didn’t cost so much, and they didn’t.” 

“And you laid out all that money on these things?” 

“T didn’t have to do the work on these, and the work means 
a good deal when you are tired out and coming down with 
the grippe. And, besides’—Sarah hesitated; then she fin- 
ished with defiant accent—“when I saw that darling little girl, 
the exact image of my dear lost Ida, I felt almost ready to 
mortgage the place to buy her out.” 

“Well, all I can say is, I am beat,” remarked Lottie. “If 
anybody had told me that you would spend twenty-three 
dollars and seventy-nine cents buying Christmas presents 
from a peddler, I should say if you did you had gone Sn 
mad.” 

“She wasn’t a peddler, Lottie. That girl is the daughter 
of a minister of the Gospel.” 

“Minister of the Gospel! He ain’t preaching. He’s ped- 
dling books.” 

Sarah began to speak, but the door bell cut her short. 

“Who in the world is coming now?” she murmured, and 
smoothed her hair and straightened her apron strings. 

“Another nice peddler, maybe,” said Lottie. “Don’t put 
your pocketbook away, Sarah.” 


Sarah looked at her reproachfully, and coughed. “Will 
you go to the door?” 


Lottie went, her head erect. Directly the door was opened 
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Sarah heard a loud, very sweet, very rapid voice, and knew 
the caller was Mrs. Lee Wilson. Mrs. Wilson danced in 
ahead of Lottie, who followed her sulkily. She did not like 
Mrs. Wilson, who was so much prettier than she ought to 
have been, considering her years, and so much gayer and 
livelier, that it seemed to give grounds for distrust. Mrs. 
Wilson slipped back her handsome fur neck piece, disclosing 
a deep V of handsome white neck, which Lottie glanced at, 
then openly sniffed. Then she spoke in a voice which 
seemed drawn out like thin wire. The voice had hissing 
sibilations. 

“Don’t you feel cold, Mrs. Wilson?” said Lottie. 

Mrs. Wilson laughed. She understood. “Oh no,” said 
she, sweetly. “I never catch cold with my neck exposed. 
Don’t you think I am lucky to have a neck good enough 
to keep up with the styles? A woman does look so old- 
fashioned now, with a high collar.” 

- Lottie flushed. “I care more about decency than I do 
about style,’ she snapped. Her animosity was no longer 
disguised. 

Mrs. Wilson laughed again. “Well, it is nice to have a 
neck long and thin like yours in case the styles changed, 
and they are bound to, and I look like a freak with a high 
collar,” she said, good-naturedly. “But, Sarah Bannister, 
and you, too, Lottie, I didn’t come here to discuss low necks 
and high collars. I came here about that Brett family. You 
remember the talk when the father ran away and left those 
six children, after the mother died of quick consumption?” 

“T thought an aunt came, or something,” said Sarah. 

“So she did, and stayed quite awhile, and then there was 
a report that she had gone away and taken the children. 
You know at first we thought the town would have to do 
something about it.” 

“Didn’t the aunt take them away?” asked Lottie. 

“Why, no, it seems she didn’t. The minister’s wife saw 
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the oldest girl—she’s a pretty little thing, you know—drag- 
ging a small one on a sled yesterday. She said both the 
children looked well dressed and well nourished, but the 
- eldest girl wouldn’t tell her who was looking after them.” 

“Guess the aunt came back,” said Lottie, rather indif- 
ferently. Lottie was always indifferent when it came to large 
families of the poor. It had always vaguely seemed to her 
like something immoral. 

Sarah looked interested. “Why, it seems as if the aunt 
must have come back,” said she, “if they looked as well as 
you say. How old is the eldest girl?” 

“Oh, they are all young. She can’t be more than eight, 
a very pretty child with red-gold hair. They are all shy; 
won't talk. What I came about—’ Mrs. Wilson hesitated 
a moment. She colored a little and laughed confusedly. 
“Well,” she said, finally, “I suppose we have all been rather 
lax about those children. I had a letter from Mrs. S. 
Walsingham today, and how she had heard of the case I 
don’t know, but she had, and—she reminded me very po- 
litely, but she reminded me all the same, that she was mak- 
ing an annual donation to the Ladies’ Aid Society for just 
such cases. She said she presumed her letter was useless, 
for doubtless we had already looked into the case. She knew 
we hadn’t. Somebody in this town has told her.” 

Lottie nodded her head in a sidewise direction. Mrs. 
Wilson laughed. “I dare say you are right,” she agreed. 
“Emmeline Jay and her mother are always on the watch 
ever since they stopped going to church because they thought 
the minister before this one preached at them all. Well, any- 
way, Clara Walsingham wants to know, and, of course, she 
has a right.” 

“Just like Clara to write that sort of a letter,” said Lottie. 
“Why can’t folks come right out? I hate beating around the 
bush.” 

Mrs. Wilson giggled. “As for me, there never was a bush 
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handy to beat around. I had to come right out and say my 
say. Well, the fact is not a woman of the society knows a 
thing about these Brett children, and who is going to begin? 
I would, but my little boy is sick and I suspect measles. 
I can’t carry measles into a poor and deserving family. 
The minister’s wife says she would right away, but her sis- 
ter with her four children has come to spend Christmas with 
her, and she has her own three and no help. She says after 
Christmas she can do anything.” 

“Td go tomorrow,” said Sarah, reflectively, “but I think 
I have taken cold, and—it seems selfish, but I must get my 
presents off. I got rid of working on more, for I bought a 
lot, but I have a quantity to do up.” 

The two women looked at Lottie. She sat with her chin 
high, gazing out of the window. 

“Christmas is right here, next week Thursday,” remarked 
Mrs. Wilson, helplessly. 

“If my cold is better I will go and see these children 
tomorrow, presents or no presents,” said Sarah firmly. 

Lottie looked over her shoulder at her. “ ”I'won’t be any 
better. You’ve got fever now. Look at your cheeks.” 

As Sarah could not very well look at her own cheeks, and 
there was no mirror in the room, she gazed at Mrs. Wilson 
for confirmation. 

She nodded. “Your cheeks do look pretty red,” said she. 

“T’ll wait and see how I feel in the morning,” she said as 
Mrs. Wilson rose to go. 

In the morning Sarah was no worse and no better. The 
weather was severe. The wind was very high. Sarah de- 
cided to have Lottie bring the presents out from the icy 
parlor and see if she could not get them ready for mailing 
during the day. 

“By doing that,” said she, “I can have tomorrow to go and 
see those Brett children. Of course, something can be hung 
on the Sunday-school tree for them, anyway, and it can be 


456 REST STORIES OF MARY E. WILKINS 


seen to that they come, but I don’t feel right to wait till 
after Christmas to do more than that. They may be 
suffering.” ‘ 

“Guess they’re all right,” said Lottie. “When there’s such 
a tribe as they, somebody bobs up and looks after them.” 

Lottie deposited with care her first load of dainty things 
from the parlor. Sarah, muffled in a white wool shawl, sat 
out of the draught from the open door. Lottie went back 
and forth. She laid things on the table, the sofa, on chairs. 

“Well, this is all,” she said, finally. 

SN ke 

“Yes, I’ve brought out everything. You haven’t things 
put away in other places?” 

“No, only those I bought from the little girl yesterday. 
They are in the secretary drawer.” 

“Sarah Bannister, where is that beautiful embroidered 
tablecloth that we said was so much like the one you 
bought?” said Lottie, suddenly. “I don’t remember bring- - 
ing it out. No, don’t you go to handling all these cold 
things. I'll look myself.” 

Lottie examined everything. Sarah watched. She was 
rather pale. Finally Lottie came forward and stood before 
Sarah with a determined air. “That tablecloth ain’t here,” 
said she. 

“It must be.” 

“Tt ain’t. When I look I look. It ain’t.” 

Sarah stared at her. 

“Some other things ain’t here, too,” said Lottie. 

“What?” 

“A lot of doilies, a lot of other things.” 

Sarah gasped. “Where do you think?” 

“Sure you ain’t put them away in other places?” 

Sarah shook her head. © 

“Which drawer in the secretary did you put those things 
you bought from that girl?” 
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“Lottie!” 

“Which drawer?” 

“I don’t see what you think that has to do with it.” 

“Which drawer?” 

“Next to the top one,” Sarah whispered, feebly. 

Lottie crossed the room, her_skirts swishing. She returned 
after two trips and laid the soft piles of dainty handiwork 
in two chairs before Sarah. 

“These ain’t cold,” said she. “Now let’s look over these 
things. Here’s the tablecloth you bought.” 

“T don’t see what you mean.” 

“Look at it; look real careful.” 

Sarah took the square of glistening linen, with its graceful 
embroidery, and examined it. She lingered long over one 
corner. Her lips tightened. She folded it carefully. “Lay 
it over on that other chair,” said she. 

Lottie obeyed. She looked a little frightened. 

Sarah went on, examining one article after another. Lot- 
tie laid one after another on other chairs. 

“There are still four more things missing,” said Sarah. 

“What?” 

“That large centerpiece, really the best thing I had. I 
meant that for Clara Walsingham. She always sends me 
such beautiful presents. Then I don’t see that blue sweater 
I knit for the Langham girl—Sally, you know—and I don’t 
see the white Shetland shawl I crocheted for Grandma Lang- 
ham. That was large and I couldn’t fail to see it. And— 
I don’t see the pink bedroom slippers I made for Cousin 
Emma’s daughter Ruth.” 

Sarah’s voice broke. She passed her handkerchief across 
her eyes. 

“Don’t you cry and get all worked up. It will make your 
fever higher.” 

“T haven’t told you,” moaned Sarah, weakly. 

“What ain’t you told me?” 
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“T haven’t told you that the tablecloth I put in the secre- 
tary drawer, that I bought from that dear girl, who looks 
so much like my own daughter who passed away, is the 
tablecloth I made.” 

“You sure?” 

“Yes, I found the place in the horn-of-plenty where I made 
a mistake and had to rip out something and work a leaf to 
hide it.” 

“Sarah Bannister!” 

“I made all the other things I bought, too,” said Sarah. “I 
had ways of telling.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“T wish I wasn’t.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“T don’t know anything I can do.” 

Lottie, who had not received anything except a high- 
school education, but was usually rather punctilious about her 
English, forgot all caution. She sprang into a morass of 
bad grammar. 

“She had ought to be took up!” she said, with decision. 
“Lottie, that darling little girl!” 

“Darling little limb of Satan!” 

“She looked so—” 

“If you say another word about her looking like your Ida 
shall begin to wonder what. your Ida really was. Liken- 
ing your own flesh and blood to a thief and a liar!” 

“Come to think of it, she didn’t lie. She wouldn’t tell 
the name of the lady who made the things.” 

“Oh, well, if she only stole, she ain’t quite so bad. I 
shouldn’t wonder,” returned Lottie, sarcastically, “if there 
wan’ goin’ to be no question of brimstun’ for jest plain 
stealin’.” 

“Why, Lottie, how you do talk! What has got into you?” 
Sarah said, weakly. Then she began to weep again. 
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The doorbell clanged. Lottie ran to the window and 
peeked. 

“It’s a man,” she whispered. “Wipe your eyes, Sarah. 
It’s the minister. I know him by his pants. He’s the only 
man that don’t go to the city to work that wears creased 
pants in the morning in this town. Wipe your eyes, Sarah. 
You don’t want him to see you’ve been cryin’.” 

“I don’t care,” wept Sarah. “I’m going to tell him the 
whole story and ask for his advice. What’s a minister for? 
He can offer up the question to the Lord in prayer.” 

“If he don’t offer it up to his wife, it’s all right,” Lottie 
said in a loud whisper, on her way to the door. When she 
returned, the minister, Silas Whitman, followed her. He 
had removed his topcoat and appeared clad in clerical black, 
shabby, but tidy and beautifully kept. Silas Whitman’s 
salary forced careful keeping and nearly prohibited expendi- 
ture. He was a very small man, fair, with high, light eye- 
brows, and light hair growing stiffly from his forehead. As 
a result, he had a gentle, surprised expression. He took a 
chair near Sarah Bannister, and she went on at once with her 
story. Silas listened, and his expression of surprise deepened 
to one of positive pain. 

The minister was not exactly a success in this particular 
parish. He realized it forlornly, but saw no way out. He 
was a man whose genuine worth and attainments were 
dimmed by his personality. He was like a rather splendid 
piece of trained mechanism doomed to one track, which did 
not allow him to even use many of his abilities. He was 
overeducated for the little New England village; he was 
overinformed; mentally he towered among them like a giant 
among Lilliputians. There was not among them a man or 
a woman to whom he could betray his everyday thoughts of 
the great present of the world. Not one could have under- 
stood. During the war he had done his best to discharge his 
duty to his God and his country among a people whom the 
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war, in spite of their Red Cross work and their contribu- 
tions to the Expeditionary Forces, never reached. It came 
the nearest to reaching them when the profiteers hid the sugar 
and the scarcity began in the stores, when Mrs. A couldn’t 
make currant “jell” and Mrs. B couldn’t make peach pre- 
serve, and Mrs. C and all the rest of the alphabet could not 
bring sweet cake to the Ladies’ Aid parties, when the men 
missed the sugar from their coffee; then it seemed to the 
minister as if through the fruit and pickle season his good 
New England people peered out and up, almost enough to 
smell powder and hear the roar of the cannon. At that time 
the minister preached two war sermons to full congregations, 
and had hopes. However, after the fruit season, the people 
settled back in their ruts of the centuries. 

Silas, sitting there listening to Sarah’s strange story, con- 
sidered how she was shocked out of her tracks now, but how 
soon she would regain her step. It seemed a pity. Just now 
she was dramatic and interesting, and at the crucial moment 
of the tale, when Sarah had missed the four treasures, the 
doorbell rang, and Lottie, peering out of the window, an- 
nounced, “It’s her.” 

“I am so glad you are here,” Sarah said to the minister; 
then, in the next breath, she plucked at his sleeve as the door 
opened, and begged in a whisper: “Better let me speak to 
her first. She’s only a child.” 

The minister nodded, and Lottie re-entered, leading Joan, 
or, rather, pulling her, for the little girl seemed to resist. 

“Come here, dear,” said Sarah. “Don’t be afraid. No 
body is going to hurt you.” 

The little girl, carrying her bag, which did not seem so 
full as yesterday, allowed Sarah to put her arm around her. 

“Now, dear little girl,’ said Sarah, and her voice trem- 
bled, “I must talk to you, and—” 

The child interrupted. “What is the matter?” she in- 
quired, with the sweetest air of pity. 
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“The matter?” murmured Sarah. 

“Yes, ma’am, the matter with you. You have been cry- 
ing and oe eons 2 

“So I am,” said Sarah, stepping into the open emotional 
door. “I am worrying about you.” 

The child regarded her with great, blue, troubled eyes. 
“I am very well, thank you,” said Joan. “Please don’t cry 
any more about me. I haven’t any stomachache, or tooth- 
ache, and I said my prayers this morning, and there’s noth- 
ing ails me, truly.” 

Sarah gasped. “Do you feel that you have done just 
right?” 

“Yes, ma'am.” 

“Are you a little girl who loves God?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

The minister’s face twitched. He coughed quickly and 

drew out his handkerchief and blew his nose. Lottie eyed 

him sharply. Sarah looked bewildered. The minister looked 
from her face to the perfectly open, ready-to-answer one of 
the child, and he coughed again. 

“What have you got in your bag today?” Sarah inquired, 
rather hopelessly. 

“The other things to sell.” 

“What other things? Open the bag! 

The girl obeyed at once. She drew forth, one by one, the 
missing articles of Sarah’s collection. She eyed them ad- 
miringly. “Pretty,” she commented. 

Sarah stared. 

“Why don’t you speak right up to her?” said Lottie. 

The little girl stared at her and smiled sweetly. “If you 
please, ma’am,” she said to Sarah Bannister, “IT am very 
busy this morning.” 

The minister swallowed a chuckle. Lottie looked at him. 

“Joan,” said Sarah. 

“Yes, ma’am,” said the child, looking up eae 
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“T have found out that you had sto—taken all those things 
you sold to me yesterday from me. You sold me my own 
things.” 

The little girl gazed. “I am real glad you found out so 
soon,” said she. 

“My goodness!” said Lottie. 

Sarah gasped. “Why?” 

“Because I was afraid you wouldn’t.” 

Sarah stared at her, quite pale. 

“I would have told you this morning if you hadn’t found 
out,” said the little girl, calmly. She took up the center- 
piece which she had brought and looked fondly at it. “This 
is real handsome and I think you must have worked real 
hard embroidering it,” said she. She added, “This is five 
dollars.” 

“You aren’t going right on selling me my own things?” 
gasped Sarah. 

“I must sell them to you. I couldn’t afford to give them 
to you, and I mustn’t sell them to anybody else.” 

The minister spoke for the first time. “Why not?” he 
asked. 

She looked wonderingly at him, “It wouldn’t be right. 
Are you the minister?” 

Silas replied that he was. 

“Then I am surprised you didn’t know it wouldn’t be 
right, and had to ask me,” remarked Joan. 

“Why wouldn’t it be just as right to sell to anybody else?” 
asked Sarah. 

Joan looked as though she doubted her hearing correctly. 

“Why, they are your own things,” she said simply. 

Lottie came forward with a jerk of decision. “Now you 
look right at me, little girl,” said Lottie. “Do you mean to 
tell me you don’t know it was wrong for you to come here 
and sell Mrs. Bannister all this stuff?” 

“It is hers,” said Joan. She looked puzzled. 
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“Then, if it was hers, why didn’t you let it alone?” 

“I wanted to sell it.. I wanted the money.” 

“What for?” 

“All those poor little Brett children.” 

“The Brett children?” 

“Yes, ma’am. Their mother died and their father thought 
he’d like to go and live with another lady, so he got mar- 
ried and the other lady didn’t want six children so in a 
bunch, and so he didn’t worry any more about them, and 
they were all starving to death and freezing, and there are 
two just little babies. And so I have them to take care of, 
and I can’t earn money, for I am not old enough, and this 
is the only way, I decided, and I have just begun, and it 
works perfectly lovely.” 

“Goodness!” said Lottie. 

Now the Rev. Silas Whitman realized that he must enter 
the field or be thought a quitter by two of his parishioners. 

“Come here, little girl,’ he said, pleasantly. 

Joan went smilingly and stood at his knee. 

“Now, my child, listen to me,” he said. “Didn’t you 
know it was wrong for you to do such a thing? Don’t you 
know you ought not to take anything whatever that be- 
longs to other people and sell it to them?” 

“They are all hers.” 

“Then why ask her to pay for them?” 

“I wanted the money for the poor little Brett children 
and there wasn’t any other way.” 

“But why should she have to pay for her own things!” 

“Because she hadn’t given any money to the Brett chil- 
dren, and I didn’t begin to ask what they are worth.” 

“Don’t you know it is wrong?” 

ENow sir 

“Do you realize what you have done 
Yies=, Sit. 

“Tell me what.” 
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Joan looked up in his face and smiled a smile of inno- 
cent intelligence. “I opened one of the long windows in 
her best room,” said she, “and I took those things I sold her 
yesterday and these I brought today, and I hid them in the 
Brett house. Then yesterday afternoon I packed them very 
nicely in the bag. I couldn’t get all the things in, so I had 
these left over, and I came and sold them.” 

“Do you think she is going to pay you any more, you 
little—” began Lottie, but Sarah hushed her. 

“I am not going to pay her, but I am going to give her 
some more money to buy things for the Brett children,” 
said she. 

“And you don’t think you have done wrong?” persisted 
the minister. 

Joan looked at him wearily. “They are her own things 
and she has them back, and she has paid me the money, and 
you heard her-say she was going to give me some more, and 
it is for the Brett children. I haven’t done wrong. The 
. lady didn’t give the money in the first place to the Brett 
children, so, of course, I had to see to it. And now she 
has her presents all back and everything. I think I must 
go now or I shall have no time to buy some meat and cook 
the children’s dinner.” 

Sarah opened her black silk bag and handed a bill to the 
little girl. “Kiss me, dear,” she whispered. 

Joan threw both arms around her neck and kissed her, over 
and over. 

“Will you come and see me?” whispered Sarah, fondly. 

“Yes, ma’am; I’d love to.” 

They all stood at a window watching the child go down 
the path. Suddenly Silas Whitman began to speak. He 
seemed unconscious of the two women. He watched the 
little girl, the red silk rag from her coat lining streaming, 
march proudly away with a curious air, as if she led a 
platoon, not as if she marched alone. 
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“There she goes,” said the minister. “There she goes, 
red flag flying! Our problem is her truth, and who shall 
judge? It may be, all of this, the celestial prototype of 
Bolshevism. She may be the little advance scout of the 
last. army of the world, the child facing Pharisees, and 
righteous, and ancient evil, triumphant wisdom. There she 
goes, little anarchist, holy-hearted in holy cause, and if her 
way be not as mine, who am I to judge? It may be that 
breaking the stone letter of the law in the name of love zs 
the fulminate which shatters the last link of evil which holds 
the souls of the world from God.” 

The minister caught up his coat, put it on, and went out. 
He did not look at the women. 

They stared at each other. 

“Lordamassey!” said Lottie. 
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